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A MidswiDiier Ddy-dreuui, and Us waking SegneL 

TT was the luncheon-hour at Lord’s. Likewise it was exceeding hot and Mr. PaNCE ^ter an ^xciting morning’s cricket, 

I was endeaYOuriug to cool himself with an iced tankard, a puggreed straw, and a fragrant whiff. 

<• WillowX Eng ! ” piped Mr. Ponce, pensively. - Qnite so ! A merner monarch than the Second Chaulbs is 

Daft calls ‘Kings of Cricket’ (‘by merit raised to that^ood eminence’), receive the crowd s loyal and most enthusiastm ^ 

St bv Jovr?he krrow boys will want a new version of their favourite cricket song, if prodigy be piled on prodigy, like 
PcUon^on Ossa in the fashion to which the Doctor during the first month of Summer in t^s year of Grace has accustomed us. 

Mr Ponce looked up, and perceived before him a stalwart six-footer m flannels, broad-belted at the equator, ana 

on . Bold™..," »a o..^. «>d ■«.. 

_ m, m im Jl VaXm maaw 


‘ And, wliatever fame and glory these and other bats may 
Still the monarch of hard hitters, to my mind, was Aliped Mtnn ; 

With his tall and stately presence, with his nobly-monlded form, 

His broad hand was ever open, his brave heart was ever warm — 

'wu,hod-if SWo. „U1. modootj -riSlTSp-iSS 

said he * “ and therefore you know that the object of my visit is not to have my t to hear 

but to back up that National Testimonial to tke Cricketer of 

whispers in the Elysian Fields, where-alas I-we do not pitch the stumps or chase the flying leathery huhe 
..Well, it’s a;ar cry from Hambledonto 

Hambledon Pantheon, as picturesque John Nyren ca , g , Richard Ntren retired.” 

Or, adopting his other figure, have made hiin the Kentish Big ’Un ‘‘Dick Ntrbn’s style was as sound and 

“ I SCO you road what is worth reading,” responded the Kentish Big Un juick x y 

honest and brisk as the English ale he landed,--' barleyoom such as wo^d put the sod of three butchers mto 
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« Euk ’ hardly needs the addition of the lesser honour, and indeed W. G. won his spurs on the tented held yeaxs and years 
agone. But a National Testimonial ! Faith, the Briton who grudges a subscription to that doesn t deserve to see a sixer run 
oS or drink a flagon of genuine Boniface at the ‘ Bat and Ball ’ on Broad Halfpenny. Oifly wish we old wiUow-wielders in 
the Elysian Fields could contribute each our obolus. By Castor and Pollux, here he comes . j tv/t r, n 

Broad, bronzed, black-bearded, bear-pawed, bell-mouthed, beaming, in loose-cut flannels and M. 0. O. cap, the 
redoubtable Doctor entered. 'Twas a sight to see those two six-foot-odders shake hands ! And to hear the talk of the 

Cricket Heroes of two generations ^ 

^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

Hillo, Mr. Punch ! Wake up, old man ! Match over ! ” 

It was the veritable voice of the Gloucester Giant. But where was the Pride of Kent ? He came like a shadow 
in summer slumber, and so departed. But William Gilbert was at least satisfactorily solid. 

“ Where are the Bats of yester year ? ” murmured the drowsy Sage. 

Oh, still scoring — some of ’em,’’ said the practical smiter, cheerfully. “ Keeping up a fair average, too.” 

“ What is yours just now. Doctor ? ” 

“ Oh, ask Deuce ! His tops it, I believe— for the present.” 

‘•Ah, well! But the Century of Centuries, the Thousand of Merry May, the suggested knighthood, the coming 
National Testimonial, H. R. H.’s letter ” 

I never saw a nicer letter, and I hope to see as good wherever I go,” interrupted the modest and taciturn giant, 
with a grin reminiscent of Wickets in the West and “ the rapt oration flowing free,” in a fourfold iteration of a single 
sentence. 

“ Better before the stump than on it, eh, William ? ” smiled the Sage, who had read his rollicking R. A. Fitzgeeald, 
^nd understood W. G.’s allusion. “ Unlike the other W. G., at present out in the Baltic.” 

“ Ah, he could give the bowling beans, in his own way, which certainly isn’t mine,” said the Man of Many Oenturios. 

*• What a season ! ” exclaimed Mr. Punch, preparing to puff. 


“ Centuries to right of us, 
Centuries to left of us, 


“ Centuries all round us, 
Volley and thunder I 


I Mtnn was here just now — in my vision. Wish you could have met him, as I dreamed you did 1 Far nohile fratrum ! 

But even he never hit his hundred hundreds, though he played up to the age of fifty. Well, William mine, you ’ve topped 
j the toppers and cut all records. May the National Testimonial do likewise. Wish you a sovereign reward for every good 
I hit with which you ’ve pleased the populace — a * quid ’ for every quo. And, to prove the sincerity of my love and admi- 
I ration for the greatest Cricketer of all time, I propose, my dear (prospective) Sir William Gilbert Grace, K.G. (Knight of 
the Game), to head that same National Testimonial with a contribution outshining and out summing all others, to wit my 

Pmttolr anJr Wratt I ” 



.V, 



JAirTTABY 

llT iN Year’s D.| 


3 I'll ». Trebia 
i V Sambourue 
(3 i^<l C'snf J 

6 S blpipbauy 

7 M Bl' Wy <1. 
bTuOam.lil' b 
9Wd.r.Bli.0ia. 

lOTh.'i.s.^li.lOm. 
11 F ilil Sit. b 
‘13 S Luvater d. 


aaczi Days 


. lyThiAbouKlea 
18 F St.Prlioa 
10 8 Watt b. '36 
20 s pS, af.Bpip. 
1 21 M Agnes 
22 Tu Vincent 

20 w Pitt d 1^06 

I 24 Th Fox b. 1740 
i. a’f lBum8b.’69 
1 , 20 S Gordon k 

27 S M 

2tAl Prescott d 
I. .lOTu'Fwis oapit. 
I 00 W |Obat.l.bM. 
31 ThBpurgeon d. 


rxxviiiPaya.l | BEABCH xxad Pays. 


13 S l.S.af.Bpip. 
H Al Oxf L. T. b 
15 Tu Ursini plot 

10 W B. Corunna 


jrULY xxxi Pays. 

IMiB. Boyne |17,W Punch b. '41 
2 Tu H. Peel d. Ls Th Tho. Cookd. 
6 W S,r. 8li 50ni.l W F Petrarch d. 

4 Th S s t!h.l7ni.| 2dB Margaret 
6F IPrH.Chr. xn.tdlls 6Sn.af.Tr. 
0 3 D. Yorkm. |23 M Salamanca 

b M Shelley d. 24 W Gibral, tkn. 

9 Tu Pile Ins, ex 1 25 Th St Janies 

10 W, Bp Fell d 126F K.Othod. 

11 Th Oudenarde |27S Tala\era 

12 F iT. Taylor d.i > S ' Sn. af. Tr. 

13 S B.Orleansd 20M B.Beylau 

14 S & 8n af. Tr.l 30 Tu W. Penn d. 
16 M 8. Bwltliln UJ W 1. Loyola d. 
IOITu Beraiiger d.l 


1,F iCruikshk d. 
28 Candlemas 

3sM-af-^PlP- 

4MO Herbert d 
6 Tu S.r. 7h 35 m. 
iw,Si.4h.56in. 
7,Th Dickens b. 

8 F Day 

9 S Damley m. 
10 S Septuag S 
11 M IDescartes b. 
12lTu'Cellinl d 
13iW Revol, 1638 
14'iTh, Valentine 


ISP B.Leiria 

16 S Burke exe. 

17 S Seans- S. 

15 M Luther d. 

IS) Tu Copendo, b. 

20 W Doh. Fife b. 

21 Th Trinidad t 

22 F Ferguson d. 

23 S S Brooks d. 

24 S Qulnqu. B. 

25 M aWrend. 
20 TuT. Moored. 
27 W Ash Wed. 
2fcThJ.Tenniel 


liF St David |17|S >3 S. in Lent 
28 I'Wesleyd. Ib M SaexCnl.op. 
8 S lS.inIent l^Tu Lucknow t 

4 M iTimbs d. 20^W Kossuth d. 

5 Tu Layard b. 21 Th Spring com. 

6 W Du Manner 22 F jGoethed. 
7,Th S.r. 6h. 85m. 23 B iKat Gah f. 
sIf S.S. 5h. 50m. 21 S |4 8. in Lent 
9'8 Cobhett b 25 M iLady Day 
10' S 2 S. Sn Lent 26 Tu D. Cam. b. 
ll'M Ino. T. imp. 27 W ICam. L T. e. 
12 Tu Gr<‘gory *2ii Th D.Xlbany d. 
13'W Priestley b. 29 F IB Towton 
14ThByngsbot 308 SIcULVesp. 
15|F Maisingr d 31 S & 8. m Lent 


APRIL XXX Pays. 


liMBumarokb 10 Tu Thiers h 
aTu'Cobden d. ly.W Oxf. £. T. h. 
3 W ,G Herbert b IbiTh Cam. E.T. b. 
4ThS.T.&h.31m 19IF |Byrond.'24 
5 F S.s.6b.S7m. 208 !Spa. fl des. 
68 Oxf.L.T e. 21 S'LovSud. 

7 S Palm S. 22 M .Odessa bom. 
b H B. Savona 23^ East Sit. b. 
9 Tu Fire Ins. e. 24 fW Defoe d. 
10^ HIL Sit e. 25^ St Mark 

11 Th Canning d. 28'F iKruppb. 

12 F GoodFnd. 278 Gibbon b. 
133 Handel d. 2oS 2S.af£M. 

14 S Baiter 8. 29 M lEmp Bus b. 

15 M Bk. HoUday 30 Tu D. Argyll b. 


MAY xxxi Pays. 


7 Sr. 4b. 34m 17 F Talleyrd. d. 
h S.s. 7h.21m. IblS Boswell d. 

' Hoodd, '45 19 S Rogation 8 
> Sering. tkn. 20 M Ed. Yates d. 
) 3 8. af. Bos. 21 Tu Cawnpore 
I B. A. opens 22|W Dasent b. 

Hi Bosebery b 23 Th M. lemon d, 
7 Le Sage b. 24 F Q. Vlct b. 

■h Hf. or. Day 25 S Prs. Chr, b. 
' Imp Inst op 26 S S at Ascen. 

Chatiiam £ 27 M Yen. Bede 
3 4S.af Eas. 2sTuW.Pittb. 

1 0. May Day 29 WlChas.il res. 
Hi Gratton d. 30 Th Pope d 1744 
7 O’Connell d. 31 F [East Sit e. 
h B. Albuera i I 


JPRE XXX Pays. 


1 S Oxf. Tr.T.bH 16 S ll Sn. of. Tr. 
2[SWhi*Sun 17 M St Alban 

3 M Bk.Holidav lb Tu Waterloo 

4 TuB. Magenta 19W|B Wavres 
5|W 3.r 3h 48ni. 20ThQ. Vic. Ac. 
6,Tli 8. 1 . th.lOni 21 F Su timer c. 

7 F B. Erivan 228 Haydond. 
88 D Jerroldd. 23 S 2 Sn. af. Tr. 

9 S Trim Sun. 24 M Cam.E T. e. 

10 M Heiliberg 25 Tu li. Altivia 
llTuTrin.Sitb. 20 W Geo. IV. d. 
12|W Dr Arnold d 27 Th Cairo tkn. 
ISlTh Hastgs bhd. 2i F Q. Viet or. 
UlF B. Naseby 29 8 8t Peter 
15S Uag.ChaTta 80 S 3 Sn. af. Tr. 


? wvwi Days. SEPTEMBER xxx Pays. OCTOBER xxxi Pays. | NOVEMBER xxx Pays. PECEMBER xxxi Days. 


l.Th Lammas 
2 F Saarbruek 
38 Binn.Pk.o 
4 S ->Sn. af. Tr. 
{ M Bk. Holiday 
G.Tu Tennyson b 
7 WQ. CaroLd 
&ThTrln.6it.e 
9 F IS.r.4h.87m. 

10 S !8s.7h 88m 

11 S l9 Sn. af, Tr 

12 M Lowell d. 

IS Tu'O. Lammas 

14 WIU Clyde d 

15 Th'w. Scott b. 
16lF IB. Camden 


17 S Ad.Blaked. 
DS lOSn afTr. 

19 M Bloomf’ldd 

20 Tu Saragossa 

21 W Michelet d. 
122 Th B. Bosworth 
,28 F Wallace bd 
124 S S.Bartholo. 
|25S llS.af Tr 
26 M Cressy,1846 
'27 Tu Thomson d. 
a>W S, Augustin 
a9ThJiio.Bp.bh. 
,80 P Plevna, ’77 
31 S Banyan d. 


IS 13S.af.Tr. 16MlLanlord. 

2 M Capit Sedan ;i7|Ta Yalu nav.b. 

8 Tu Cromwell d. Iblw Geo I. land 
4 W W.Uwson b 19 Th Poitiers 
5ThS.r.5h.20m 20 'F B of Alma 
6F Ss 6b.35ni. 2)S St Matth 

7 3 Eunurohui 22 S 15 S. af. Tr. 
8S 13 8.af.Tr '2SMIB Aisaye 

9 MB. Floddon 24TuS Butler d. 

10 Tu B, Quesnoy 25WlPorsond. 

11 W 8. of Delhi ,20 Th Lucknow rl. 
12TbO. P Biots !27F B. Cnidcs 

13 F TeUl-K’bir 2bS- Nioopolis 

14 S Holy Cross 29S 16S af.Tr. 

15 S W S, af. Tr. 30 M St Jerome 


lTU|Cam.M.T.b 17 Th Etheldreda 
2WtAngo d. ll F St Luke 
SIb Alfiend. 19 S Kneilerd. 

4 F Gulsot b. 20 S 19 S. af Tr, 
53 B.r.<Ri.9in tilM^nfalgur 

6 S K? S. af. Tr. 22 Tu B Edge HlU 

7 M S.a 6h. 24ai. 28 W Dish Beb. 
bTu B.Aotium 24ThMich.Sit b. 

9 W St Denys 2 F St. Crispin 

10 Tb Oxf. M.T. b. 26 S Hogarth d. 

11 F Old Mio. D.1 27 S 20 8. af. Tr. 
123 [Bradbury dj 2 .M J. Looke d. 

18 S 13 S. af. Tr. 29 Tu J. Leech d. 

14 M Hanjourt b, U W Sheridan b. 

15 Tu Murat ^ot 31 Th All Hallows 

16WlB.Boufleuni 


1|F .All SainU 168 J. Bright b. 
28 lAlI Souls 17 S 23 8. af. Tr. 
8 S 21S.af. Tr IlcM Wilkiib. 

4 M S. r. 7h. Om. 19 Tu B. Areola 
Steu'inkorman 20 W L. Elgin d. 

6 W ,8 s 4h. 23m. 21 Th J. Hogg d. 

7 Til B. Mooltan 22 F St Cecilia 
b F IMiltond. 238 O.Martinm. 
98 F. of WIi.h. 24 S ^ S. af. Tr 

10 S l22 S. af. Tr. 25 M Chantrey d. 

11 M St Martin 26Ta G. Gnsl d. 

12 Tu Baxter b. 127 W pob.Teokb. 

13 W Britius 2- Th Bunsen d. 

14 Tb Leibnitz d. 29 F Bumandb. 
L F IMaohutus 30 S St Andrew 


1, S 1 8. in Adv 1 17 Tu Oxf M. T, e. 

2 M Austerlitz 13 W Grimaldi b. 

3 Tu S.r. 71i.4ilm. 19 Th Cam. M.T.e. , 

4 W Tindall d, 20 F Macaulay d. 

5 Th Mozart d. 21 8 St Thomas 

6 F S.s.3b.50m. 22 S 4 8. in Adv. 

7 S Ney shot 23 M Jas. 11. abd. 

8 S 2 8. in Adv. 24 Tu Christ Eve 
9 |m Vandyok d 25W Christ Day 

lOlTu Milton b. 26 Th Bk. Holiday 
11 W Jno. Gay d.l 27 F St John 
12.Th Browning d.| 23 8 Innocents 

13 F St. Lucy 29 S 3 af. Chr. 

14 S P. Cons, i 30 M Pegu anxd. 

15 S 3 S. in Adv. 31 Tu Gambettad. 

lelM V. Weber d.1 



TIP THE mVER—VERY MHOH AT SEA-SaUALLS. 

Poor Kidoer has been doino his level best for Two mortat.. Hours, and this is what rr has come t o ! 


ncRS at a valuation as a going 
concern. 

In future Old Podler will re- 
strict himself to purely piivato pre- 
dictions, solely to oblige such old 
customers of liiswlio pr(d‘or mellow 
experience to callow enterprise. 

In taking a last and lingering 
farewell of the community at largo, 
however, Old Podler feels that no 
would not bo acting tree to Ihmck^ 
nor yet to the general public, any 
more than ho would to liis own 
self, wore he, from any motives of I 
false humility (which he (l( spues) 
to refrain from inviting attention ! 
to the singular bla/.c of triumphant, 
not to say staggering, success that 
has signalised his Predictions in 
last year’s Christmas Number, 
forming his valedictory achievo- 
ment in the science of correct 
prophecy. 

Accordingly, he proposes to run 
through his Predictions month by 
month, noting the maiwollous 
accuracy with which, taking them 
as a whole, they have been ful- 
filled to the foot of the very letter, 
and pointing out in those rare in- 
stances whore they might bo con- 
sidered not altogether to have 
come oif, so to speak, the "Why 
and the 'Whoreforo, incidontull}^ 
a:ffording a full and complete 
vindication of a pursuit which-— 
between Old Podler and his readers 
—ho has known it when it was 
palmier. 

Having said thus far, he will 
proceed to what is certain to provi^ 
a highly congenial task. 


OLB POBLEH ON 

prognostication. 

An Appreciation— By Simself, 
Poee-words. 

Pae is it indeed from Old Pod- 
ler’s wishes or intentions to go 
about pronouncing his own pare- 
goric, seeing “A Good Bird in 
the Hand needeth no Bush,” as 
the wise old saw hath it (though 
why old saws, however toothless, 
should have any monopoly of 
wisdom over other manual imple- 
ments, Old Podler will leave it to 
otWs to elucidate). Suffice it to 
say that for more years than he 
cares to recall, Old Podler’s Pre- 
dictions have been a by-word 
amongst the elect, and the Pro- 
phet is now too old a bird to re- 
quire to blow his own trumpet. 
He has got on, to a really surpris- 
ing extent, in his arduous and 
responsible profession, though 
contemporaneously getting on, he 
regrets to say, in another respect 
— ^namely, years, thereby necessi- 
tating his handing over what re- 
mains of his mantle to younger 
and straighter shoulders. In other 
words, he has just concluded nego- 
tiations for the disposal of his 
stock-in-trade and goodwill, con- 
sisting of a vast selection of 
astrological instruments, mostly 
brazen, and his old-established 
connection with all the leading 
celestial luminaries, to a young 
relative of his own by marriage, 
who will take over the busi- 


















FATJTE BE MIEBX 

Constance, “ Caught any Fish, Archie ? ” Archie. “No— none. 
Gonstame. “ Had any Bites Archie. “ Yes— hundreds.” 
Constame. “ Trout ? ” Archie. “ No — M idges ! ” 


AND PUNCH’S ALMANACK FOR 1895. 
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' SHocKk* HCAoeo' percR, 

(7A.e.7»La.3ti»^^ 7»fct*StC^ 

4U3T UOOK. AT HIM ! THCHJC KC STANDS, 

FOVXUCO KAlHj AMO‘TeMO(Uli*-HANO«, 

LOCKS yWuh.C SACK.mC&e TO CWTj 
THC l*lAhO • HU MiaMT &Hur« 

OlP'HC OE.IC.IC'»’V> &mT'-THA.T!HAI(«.^j 
WoHLiHiPPtto • &»!• 'me-H\5rcMC' PAiRp, 
w&R-c* T*yMMC.H.*,Tioie‘C,'*eAVci^, 
HC-Uei^C'NOT -«‘'SKoCli.‘HCAOeO »*CTU.I^ 


i - — ::::^^:^He^sroR.Y- or-cRpewWiuuiAM 

(:rAcJSrlrifi?cf 

urftt? £ft.UCU WtUUIAK. see i PAH.Wb»\SC THArf AUUattifPtf^ 

aeAT»HO.a«.iriKK bautc is kcj hc kickco * 

HC ^ASHSO THfcCROCK«iLH,B.^OK*THXtHA»«.S, tfur WKBN «« 

AHP rnaew k.s u.rrwd omus pomT^c Stai iU»j aho so^^C ; 

AHD v/KlfPeB Hi* OAC.A TiUU HU, w^m »bn'p« 

,|-|| — Iir - ., -^1 ~ Hill % *fWAS WOH 0&H.^UL rt 9 KCAI^ him RpAliC > 

^ ^ ah 1 SKOUUD OMUX HAl^C 6ee«* ©Hi 

/ ^ ^ £ Tc KC AH. HoW ftiUV, Bt O HOv/u AKO C»Vt. 




M 


'iVAUMOST' M'SKES OHE WCCP Yo YeLU 

YVhAT- FPOUISH* KARtVC.Y aCFEUW* 

A CRCA’^OAE %VH0 m^OUUO HAVC KtH, WA^ i 
AHO WiVK most OANC.i:«.OUS MAYCHCS PuAt'j 
fOA HARl^lCr WOOUO HOT rAK£Aoyicc» 

SHC UlT A MATCH iT WAS SO HICC. J 
ir CRACKUtOjAHO It MAOC A FOMC »- 
AHO KAK.AICY AAH A^OOT Th£ Kpon* 

AHO THO0C.KT IT PL.CASCO TrtC PUSSIUS WeuCl 

Thouoh TV»U*< OajCtYCO to tkc smccw* 

THC PUSSH CATil SAW YHiA, , „ 

AKD CRi£ 0*OH HAUCHTX , NAUSHT^ MtSS. 

AHO STA.eTCHeQ THEH^ CUAWSi 




iy 

AMO AAlSO 't'KCiH. PaWS , 

) T '^YiS vest VCA*( W«XOHC,tow ANOWt 

H«i‘OW MC*OW WC TtoUO ttfU .SO » ft 

xou Wiu-u. ac SuahT db So* 

s And sec! amIh/haY a OA£AOfui- sic-mt* 
THCPiKt HASCAyUKT rtCA SHtA AWlSHT i 
amq veft\ soqh ho thihC iS Pound < 
ttUT 40ST HCR ASKCS OK YKIl G-I^OOKO. 

AHO wmck tkc TiVo cats SAT acsioc 
S T«e AMOKih^ ASHbS KoWYKCt CKlEOl 

^ mC-ow,mc*oW. ixe-owt mo* do . . ^ 

What Wiuw ncw wohahkood itoW do -- 


MR. PUNCH’S STRUWWELPETER. 





the cheistmas number of punch 


LOED OHESTEEFIELD’S POST-CAEDS TO HIS SOIT. 

]^0. I.— -PB.ELrMINAB,Y. 

London^ January 1, 0. S., 1895. 

Dear FRiEiia),— Many years have elapsed since I laid dovm my 
pen after voiting a last Letter to you. A ^eat deal has happened 
m the interval, including post-cards. If y 9 u 
I trust what I have said to you as to the uecessity of training your 
memory has home fruit ■ ~ ■ " 

-—we had not at the . 

]^acB of maikiuNataie. 

nate position for some Wistrimahila. “ I coTrLu tell voir 


OLD PODLEE ON PEOONOSTIOATIOK 
Jaotaey. — On referring to his prediction for January last, 
Old Podler finds he anticipated grave mternal com^Uccdions 
in the mechanism of the Automatic Sweetmeat Machines at one or 
more of the princi^pal Underground Railway statio'^* In proof of 
the essential correctness of this forecast, he confidently appeals to 
any unpreiudiced observer who chanced to be on the platform of 

^ ^ — - — • Portland Eoad Station, 

^ ^ between the hours of 


nate position loi some Sistrioyhila, “ I COTJID TELL YOTT WERE AN ACTOR AT ONCE, 

fourthousand years, you you consider your best?” 

have to make up lor lost Bmwdinjg Kvng of the Arena. “I don’t Roll at all. I ' 

time. As a commence- over ’Osses an* Elephants an’ things ! ” 

ment, revolutionise that 

particular masculine institution, “the Olub.”^ Start a cercle of your self. Have all sorts 
own. Have the usual cofiee-rooms, smoking-rooms, and card- De a Unionist one da; 
rooms. Elect a committee.^ Then proceed to pill every candidate all sides have their sa 

put up for election. This will be done as a matter of course by aU subject. If they dis 

who have the power of the ballot-box. The nxunbers naturally fall- the better. If your 

ing ofi, supplement the list of members by admitting visitors, reasonable. You do: 

FoUow masculine precedent, and offer hospitality to the opposite yourself. If you fi: 
sex. By this time you will have had enough of the Club, and the everything becomes ^ 
Club of you, so try something else. thing else. 


I TURNS Somersaults 


The N. W. Note- 
Book TOR February. 
KE AN Actoe at onob. Now DO TELL ME, entirely noTol, 

t’T Roll at all. I tdkns Sombr'iaults but noTol eiwugli for a 

beginner. Produce a 
newspaper. Edit it your- 
self. Have all sorts of news. Bemember the puDlic love variety. 
Be a Unionist one day, and a Eadioal the next. Why should not 
all sides have their say ? Have half-a-dozen contributors for each 
subject. If they disagree with one another’s opinions, so much 
the better. If your readers complain, tell them they arc un- 
reasonable. You don’t bring out a paper to please them, hut 
yourself. If you find that your cosmopolitan sympathy with 
everything becomes wearisome, give up jottrnalLsm, and try some- 
thing else. 




A COKSULTATION. 

^ .ou M. ... .. 




THE CHEISTMAS NUMBER OF PUNCH 


TOORALOO ! 

OS, CHEYALEESIA COSTEBAITA. 

Coikrtey Alhei’t-Chevaliery^^ Versim of the 
celebrated “ CavaSeria Itmticana *’ adapted to 
private representation.* 

Dramatis Persons. 

Alf Wayo {a Coster). 

'i OORALOO (a Militiaman). 

Sal Tootsie {in low with Tooraloo), a Doha. 
Lolla {a Dohaj tcife of Alf Wayo). 

Loo {Mother 0/ Tooraloo). 

A Waiter {at the “ Cambrian Lyre ”). 

Of course, in strictly ElizaT)ethaiL style, the play 
may be represented rnrhout atnr set scene, and with, 
properties only. But the Scene represents— 










Overture continues, finishes, and curiam 
rises. Enter Sal Tootsie from down 
the street, L. c. At the same time Loo 
enters from coUaye R. H. 

Sal {sadly). Ah I Mother Loo I 

Loo {turning away from her). Sal Tootsie 
here ! Adoo ! 

Sal {detaining her, agitated). Your son I 
want to see ! My Tooraloo ! 

Loo {shortly). He ’s out with his militia. 

Sal. No! (Loos««r^s.) Last night 

He was down ’Endon way. 

Loo {disturbed). If yon are right, 

He ’s left the army ! 

Sal {distractedly). All ! where can he be ! I 

Loo {puzzled). Has he deserted ? 

Sal. {wildly). Yes 1 deserted me I 

But I wait ! I ’ll search ! {with sup- 
pressed emotmi) and, if I find him. 
He’ll know what sort of girl he’s left 
behind him ! 

[Exit distractedly R. 2 E. 

Loo{puzded). Well! [Music; noise luitlioui 
as of approaching donhey-cart. Loo 
looks off towards L. 2 E. 

’Tis Alf Wayo! Donkey-cart, tool 
Sweet I [Regards herself. 

I’m so untidy. {Smacks her lips.) I’ll 
get something “ neat.” 

All Wayo, cheering, drives in on donkey- 
cart laden with vegetables.'^ 


Scene — ^^JDown *Endon way.^^ 

Sign^post (o.) at back, lohere two roads con- 
verge. Between this point and the Inn, 
called ** The Welsh Harp ” (l. h,), 
and Sal Tootsie’s cottage (r. h.), runs 
from R. to L. the London Road, 

Overture, The Overture offers an opportunity 
to any aspirant for burlesque musical 
honours. Them, the Curtain being still 
down, the voice of Tooraloo is heard 
singing loithouU 

Song. 

You ain’t forgotten yet that night in May I 
Down at the “Welsh ’Arp,” which is ’Endon 
way? 

’Twas just the time I come good bye to 
wish yer. 

Before a goin’ out with the MiHsbyer. 

“ Ob, LoUa dear ! d’ye bear ? Bye, bye I ” 
says I. 

I kiss’d you fast asleep ! Bye, LoUa, bye ! 

An’ now you’re Mrs, Alfred Wayo! 
There ! 

I loTes yer as you are, an’ as you were ! 

As I loved you “that lovely night in 
June,” 

When me an’ you was jinin’ in a tune ! 

Away 0 ! I went away 0 1 ’Way 0 ! ! 

* This parody is writtm fm* acting. This must 
te home in, mind by the “ gentle reader,^’ The 
Au^or reserves all puUic acting rights. The songs 
will nt, by a little private arrangement with tht* 
tunes, the original music of the Opera ; but bur- 
lesque airs for some of the principal numbers have 

been already written by a popular Composer, with 
whom the Author will confer on receiving any | 
appheation as to ihe music.— Ed. i 



Music, Alf Wayo comes down, cracking 
his whip. 

I tho Donkey gaily 0 I 
Driving, driving daily 0 1 
In coster-cart, Wy-0 ! 

Griving the moko 
Titillating toko, 

I make him start ! Wy-0 ! 

Q-ee-bo ! 

[Donkey joim in chorus, and gets rid of 
his harness. 

Waiting is my Dona 0, 

I ’m of her the owner 0 ! 

She ’s the girl to please Wy-0 ! 

Bless her 1 I ’m the chap, 0 1 
For the kissing trap, 0 1 
Coming with a squeeze, Wy-0 1 
Gee-bo ! 

[Dance of Alf Wayo and Bmhy. 
Exit Donkey with cart, (fee.] 

Alf {rapping at cottage door, r. h.). 

Hey ! my Old “ Dutch ” ! 

* Two aspiring gymnasts can talce the donkey's 
part. If no asphing gymnasts, omit donkey and 
cart, and any allusions to it, except of course tho 
song sung by Alf Wayo on his entrance. 


Loo {(pens door suddenly, and gets “ one” on 
her head). Oh ! Ob I 

[Gollap.m against door. 
Alf. {sympatheticallf/). I beg your pardon. 
Loo {recovering). ’Tis verj'* lucky that my 
bead ’s a hard ’un. 

Alf {jocosely). That tap was mine, now 
I ’ll try yours. 

[Indicating drinking as he goes towards 
door R. H. 

Loo. You ’ll try ; 

But that there tap, as you allude to. ’s 
dry. 

Were my son here, I ’d send. 

Alf {surlily). He ’s not far ofi ! 

Loo. Who? 

Alf. Him ! Your son I I saw him I 
{sarcastically) quite the tofi I 
Loafing about my house. 

[Crossing to L. ii. 
Loo (r. h. bridling). He ’s better bred 

Than “loafer ” comes to ! 

Alf {viciously). Ob I I ’ll punch bis bead I 
[Sal Tootsie comes down r. at hack of 
Loo unpen'ceived by Alf, lolio is L. ir. 

If I can catch him ! 

Loo {indignantly). You ! — you 

Sal {behind her R. whispers agitatedly). 

Mother ! silence ! 
Unless yon want your words to lead to 
vi’lence. 

[Crosses behind and exit into Inn L. li. as ' 
Alf crosses to r. ii. i 

Alf {moodily). I feel a jealous fit all green 
and yellow. I 

Loo {pointing to hill on Inn door). Are you a 
Forester ? 

Alf {roughly). No. [JUxit R*. 2 E. 

Loo (astonished). An Odd Fellow'! 

In the “Welsh Harp ” {looking off l. n.) ■ 
Sal Tootsie ’s feeding. Good ! 

My appetite ’s well sharpened too, for food. 








/ 


ij 


RHMH 



[Loo is just about to exit into Inn n. ir. when 
Sal Tootsie comes out from it and 
grasps her arm loith tragic intensity. 

Sal. Stay! Mamma! 

Loo {frowning). Mamma ! 

Sal, (^ddedly). Your son swore be 

Loo. Don’t pinch ! 

Sal. I must! {With tragic earnestness). 

He said he 'd marry me I 
Loo. {startled). My Tooraloo ! 

Sal {showing ring). 

Gave me this pledge ! See there ! 
He said Lis wife I was ! the ring I wear ! 
But be with Lolla ’s gone upon a spree ! ! 


AND PUNCH’S ALMANACK FOR 189a 


“Retained when all other Foods 
are rejected. It is invaluable.”' 

I London Maiieal Record, 

FOOD 

INFANTS 




GOLD MEDAL 

International Health 
Exhibition, London. 

INVALIDS 

AND 

The aged 


Enjoyed by Young and Old. 


BIRD’S 

CUSTARD 

POWDER 

Provides not only delicious Custard, but an endless 
variety of delightful, dainty dishes. 

NO EGGS! NO TROUBLE! 


On Brandauer & Co’s 
Circular-Pointed Pens. 


SEVEN PRIZE 
MEDAUa 




JEstablished XS24. | 

]|ireedliam’8 

Polishing 

Past© 



Pens Write as 
Bmootlily as a 
Lead Pencil. Neither 
Scmtch nor Spurt, the 
V points being rounded by a 
jpeeial process. Assorted 
F ample Box for 7 stamps from the 
Works, BIBMIHGHAM:. 


By Her 
Majestys 


Royal Letters 
Patent. 


-SELVVT- 

The tie-w Polishing Cloth and Duster, 

Should be supplied to every gentleman’s 

Butler, 

Footman, 

Valet, 

Coachman, 

Groom, 

Yacht Steward, 

For use when polishing 

Silver, Glass, China, Boots (patent and brown), 
Carriages, Harness, and all fine and highly 
polished surfaces* 

SELVYT" is better than wash-leatker^ never gets 
greasy t and will wash when dirty. 

To be obtained from all leading Drapers, Oil and 
Colourmen, Harness and Coach Makers. 
WHOLESALE AGENTS: 

(CROCKER, SONS & CO., London. 
ENGLAND: {w. B. FORDHAM & SONS, Ltd., 
( London. 

SCOTLAND &nOHN T. CONNELL & CO., 
IRELAND: \ Glasgow. 


The most reliable Preparation for cleaning and 
brilliantly Polishing Bra‘S, Copper, Tin, Britannia 
Metal, Platinoid, &c. Sold everywhere. 

SOLE MANUFACTURERS— 

JOSEPH PICKERIHG & SONS, SHEFFIELD. 

London Office: St. GooreicS Home, E.istch«ip, E,C. 


“€)lb 

pleach” 

A genuine revival of the excellent old-fashioned 
Grass Bleached Linens of the past generation, 
which lasted a life-tinie. Renowned all over 
the world for superiority of manufacture, 
exquisite finish, and durability. 

‘‘Old Bleach ” Huckaback, Diaper and 
Damask Towels, Fringed and Hem- 
stitched Towels, Huckaback and Fancy 
Towelings, Bird‘s Bye and Nursery 
Diaper, Pillow Linen, Embroidery Linen, 
Glass Cloths, Tea Cloths, do., do. 

Kept in Stock by all first-class Drapers, Ask 
to see them, and judge for yourself. 

esr See that the Registered Trade Mark 
“ Old Bleach Is stamped on every Towel 
and on every yard of piece goods as a 



HIGHEST AWARD AT THE 
CHICAGO EXHIBITION. 

COLEMANS 

WINCARNIS, 

OR 

LIEBIG’S^ EXTEACT^of 


Sold everywhere in bottles, 2/9 and 4/6. 
Over 2,000 Testimonials received from 
Medical Men. 

SOLE MANUFACTURERS— 

COLEMAN & CO., Ltd , Norwich & London. 


XMAS GIFTS 

OF WARM WINTER UNDERCLOTHING. 

nrtfiiAki'rn Made-up Bundles of Rem- 

REMNANTS 

Dresses, Meltons, Winceys, Merinoes, Cash- 
meres, Blankets, Flannels (white and scarlet), 
Skirtings, Velveteens, Prints, &c., &c., in 
lengths of from ajyds. to 8 yds,, at 10/6, 15/6, 
20/-, 25/- each.* Well worth double the money. 
A charge of i/- extra is made on each pared 
to cover cost of carriage. 

Write for Price list. 
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MARTELL’S THREE STAR 


BRAND “J.' & F. MARTELL” 

ON CORKS, CAPSULES, 

AND LABELS. 


BRANDY 


BOTTLED 
m COGNAO. 


in 'Bine Ink 
across the label 
on each Jar I 



of the Genuine 


PERFECT FURITY ABSOLUTELY GUARANTEED. 

Highest Awards at all the Principal Exhibitions since 1867, and declared 

ABOVE COMPETITION SINCE 1885. 

THhC Company's new Coohevy Jtook sent free on, applleatlou to 

LIEBIG’S EXTRACT OF MEAT COMPANY, LIMITED, 

9, EENOHUECH AVENUE, LONDON, E.C. 


See Wise Carte GORDON HOTELS. 

ICetropole, London. Uetropol«, Brigliton. 

Victom. „ Cliftoavillo, Margate. 

Grand, Burlington, laatOoums. 

iBt Avenue, Eolbom. Royal Pier Hotel, Ryde^ 
Eolbom Restaurant. Lw., theRlvleraHotelsu 
Irascati’s. Oattl’s. and Previtali’s Hotel 
And of all first-class Caterers In the United 
Kingdom. 

Superior Vintage Wines of Italy," 

LONDON, E.C. 


Clerlu Ohonld ask their Employers for 

MACMIVEN& CAMERON'S PENS 

Beware of the Party offering imitations. 

SMALL HINDOO PEN Nos.1,2(i 3 


~ T?'''2SMAt'L'l-liMD00 P^N ^ 

■ WACNIVEN& CAMERON 

c.LilJsBUr<Gri. ^ 


“ They create both wonder and delight. No wonder 



DR. RIDGES 

PATENT COOKED 

Excels all other T I) R 
Foods for Infants |i 1 1 1 1 1 1 
and Invalids. | UUUi 


Excels all other 
Foods for Infants 
and Invalids. 


LAURENT-PERRIER 

“8AN8-8UCRE.” 

The only natural highc<;t-cla<>s Brfit Champagne 
without any added Sug.ur or Alcohol, and of dfhci()U<? 
flavour. 

Sold by Wine Merchants, all leading Clubs, Hotels 
and Restaurants. Anti of 

Sole Consignees, HERTZ & COLLINGWOOD, 
4. Sussex Place, London, E.C. 


“WILLS’S” NAVY CUT 



“CAPSTAN” BRAND. 

Can now be obtained in 
2-oz. Patent Air-Tight Tin.s 
In 7 1i ru Grades of Strength , 
viz. : — 

“MILD,” 

Yellow Label. 

“MEDIUM,” 

Blue Label. 

“PULL,” 

Chocolate Label. 

As well a.s in i-oz. Packets 
and ^Ib. Patent Air-Tight 
Tin.s, by all Dealers in 
Tobacco. 






AND PUNCH’S ALMANACK FOE 1895. 


Loo (horrified, E.)- Lolla ! Alf Wayo’s | 
wife! [Staggers, 

Sal Cl). Neglecting^wie / / ^ 

[Both women overcome fall into two chairs. 

Loo (recovering, exclaims jerkily), 

OL I Oi. ! He can’t have ventured past 
recall • 

lllises and staggen. Then ^lamtively, as she 

makes for door 3.. U. 

Mv boy I (Gulping, pathetically.) lie 
^ o^Jstmds so’igt! tliat’sali:” 
[Exit staggering i^ito cottage E. heart-broken. 

Music. Enter Tooraloo gaily. Sal Tootsie 
starts up as he touches heron the shoulder. 
She E. H. eyes him jealously. He shmigs 
his shoulders, whistles, and crosses toL, E. 

Sal (savagely). Where have you been ? 
Tooraloo (carelessly), Ob, nowbere. 

Sal (indiqnanthj), That snot true. 

Me you will not deceive ! false Tooraloo I 
■ [Chord. 

(With intensity.) Lolla you lovo ! You do. 
Too. (still more annoyed), Ob, stow it ! earn t 

yor ? . 7 • 

Wbat are you doin’ bore ? (She senes Ms 
arm and he shakes her off. Bothu. C.) 
Bab I I don’t warnt yer 1 
[They both start at the sound of Lolla’s 
mice. Sal Tootsie furious, Tooraloo 
restraining her. 

Music, Lolla heard singing loithout L. 2 E. 

I have my bat and feathers, 

I look so spicey, spicey I 
I ’m neat in upper leathers, 

The boys say ‘‘ Nicey-nioey ! 

I ’ve a regular tip-top shawl, 
Likewise an ’ankerobee, 

I ’ll go where I can 
With my fancy man 
Anywhere for a spree I 



Teio. 

I ’ve ) No end of a nosegay, too ! 

You ’ve ) And a brooch that ’s like a star ! 
She ’ll ) G-o where I can 

I ’ll 5 With my fancy man 

Smokin’ a big cigar ! 

[Sal Tootsie, while Lolla is singing, wants 
to rush at her, hut is restrained by 
Tooraloo. Just as Lolla is about to exit 
L. H. she throws a flower to Tooraloo, 
and exit into inn, Tooraloo stoops to 
pick it up, Sal Tootsie rushes past him 
to L. H. ; he seizes her, and throws her 
round to E. H. 

Too, (to Sal, roughly). 

Stay there ! (Looking after Lolla.) 
She cuts * me 1 I have lost my 
chance 1 

(Wildly.) And all the other chaps with 
her will dance 1 
I’ll join, her, 

[Going, Music, 

Sal (seizing him, imploringly). No — ^no — no 1 
[She struggles with him. 

Too. Get out! (Throws her doion.) 
There I [Runs off L. h. into inn. 

Sal (rising, and staggering. Then at doorway 
L. H. threatening). Hussy ! 

Leave me for her! (Tragically,) Leave 
her to me / 

' Nomussy! 





Enter Lolla, & la Carmen, extravaganUy 
dressed; she sings at Tooraloo, crossing 
from L. to E. and back again. 

My dress is short and tidy, 

My hair is jetty black, 

Oh don’t I look the Lidy ! 

It ’s hunched up at the back. 

I ’ve no end of a nosegay, too, 

And a brooch that ’s like a star. 

I ’ll go where I can 
With my fancy man 
Smokin’ a big cigar I 


Music, Enter E. Alf Wayo. 

Alf, (to Sal Tootsie), You don’t enjoy your 
holiday? 

Sal (bitterly). ^ T* w . ^ 

[Suddenly seizing him, andpoinUngL, H. 

Lolla ’s gone off ! , , . n 

Alf (considering, and mistaking her meaning) 
A bit. [Crossing to L, H. 

Sal (seizing his right a/rm, shaking him). 

^ " With Tooraloo ! 

I'll 

him, bash him! i t. i.* 

Dash him! I’ll thrash him, hash him, 
and I ’U smash him ! (Taking her by 
the wrist,) 

You’re not deceiving me? 

I swear it’s true! 

(Then, seeing him savagely doubling his fists 
and sparring, frightened, crosses to L. H.) 

What have I done ! -u j. t 

Alf. (sparring E. H.). You 11 see what I 

will do. 


Beet. 

Alf, I ’ll hash him, crash him, smash him ! 

Sal (aside). Ah, what will he do ! 

Alf, I’ll thrash him, hash him, dash him I 
Sal (aside). He’ll kiU my Tooraloo ! 

Alf, I ’ll thrash him, I will ! 

Sal (aside). Poor Tooraloo he ’ll kill ! 

Alf, His head I ’ll break. 

Sal Unhappy day ! 

Oh, for my sake ! 

Alf, Away ! Away . 

Both, Unhappy day ! Away ! Away ! 

[Alf Wayo rushes off E. 2 E. pursued 
by Sal Tootsie, 

Gay music. Re-enter Lolla and ^ Tooraloo 
dancing, folloived by Waiter with jug and 
pewter pot. 

Too, Hi ! fill it up ! (Waiter pours out leer 
and then pours some in glass for 
Lolla.) My Lolla ! 

Lolla (coquettishly). 0, go long! 

Too, Your health, my dear ! 

Lolla, And yours ! — ^your health and song ! 

Song. Tooraloo. 

Foaming pot of half-an-balf 0, 

That ’s 9ie very thing to quaff 0, 

’Tis the way to make you laugh 0, 

When you ’re a goin’ on the spree ! 

Stufi it is you can depend on, 

Pewter bright a chap might lend on, 

0 there is ’Arpiness m ’Endon 
My Lolla lolling here with me I 

With my shiners gaily chinking, 

Can’t I jnst go in for drinking, 

Hissing all the girls like winking, 
Thinking, dear, alone of you ! 

Lolla. 

You’re forgetting my position, 

1 ’E give you an admonition, 

Sir, in spite of your petition, 

I can’t belong to Tooraloo ! 

Both. 

Tooraloo ! Tooraloo ! 

Never can | | Mong to you 1 

Tooraloo ! 

[Waiter produces concertina and all three 
dance-. Exit Waiter L. H. 

Enter Alf Wayo E. 2 E. and down between 
lioEa a'}id Tooraloo, 

Both (staHled). Alf Wayo ! 

^If (grimly')* Quite so. You are rather 
merry. 

Both (affecting carelessness). 

We are ! We are ! 

Lolla (tremhling). Particularly, 

Too, (nervously). Yery ! 

(Trying to assume a festive manner.) 
You H just have ’alf a glass ? 

Waiter, re-entering, fills and presents pewher. 
A If (grimhj). Look here— no chafi. 

Nor wife ! nor beer ! I don’t share ’alf-an - 

’arf! -r . 1 n 

But from a chap like you I simply collars 

it. 

[Snatches the pewter from Tooraloo. 
Lolla is fainting and clutching chair. 
I puts it to my bps— and then— I swaEers 
it! 

[Music. He drinks it off, and turns it 
over empty. 

D’ye see my pint ? 

Lolla. They’ll fight! [Exits.. frightened. 
Too. (sulkily). You want a row 1 
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Alf {savagely), Ido — ^with you — ’ll liave it, 
here ! and now I 

[Gives Mm a cuff on the ear. Chord, 
Whack ! 

Too, {returns it), WTiack ! [Chord, 

Waiter (C. pleasantly). Can I see fair ? 

Alf, The stakes you ’H bring. 

Waiter, Yes— stakes for 
two. 

Waiter). Andropes, 
to make a ring. 

[Pointing off r. 2 E, 

Exit Waiter R. 2 e. 

Too, {aside^ miserahly). 

He’s going to smoke. 

{Sees Alf lighting 
a pipe,) He strikes 
his match, I see ; 

I shall not be his 
match when he 
strikes me ! 

Pe-enter Waiter R. 2 e. c and down. 

Waiter, The stakes is on. 

Alf {with fierce joy), I’m ready for the 
tussle. 

My friend {to Waiter), I’m in good 
iyaining — ^feel my muscle ! 

Pop in my left, and give him such a 



whacker 1 
(To Tooraloo.) You’ll follow, 


(To 


[Music, 

aiter.) 


You ’re my ‘‘ second,^^ Here ’s {show- 
ing pipe) my hacker ! 

[Exit R. 2 E. Alf Wayo swaggering^ 
followed hy Waiter admiringly. 
Enter Loo R. h. 

Too. (c.) Mother ! rJDeeph/ affected. 

Zoo. My child! Why 

Too, {pretending gaiety), 

cj im i When you see 

bai lootsie, Mother, give her this from me. 
Loo(r. 0.). What? 


Too, {about to kiss her, hut changes his mind). 
It shan’t pass my Hps. 

Give her a kiss 
For me, and when you’ve done it, just 
add this. 

Say that I gaily went at duty’s call, 
Singing 0 let me like a soldier fall ! ” 
[Music, He tries to sing, 0 let me like a 
soldier fall ! ” hut breaks down at third 
line and rushes out R. 2 E. 

Loo {excitedly and puzzled). What ever is the 
matter ! "V^at ’s it mean ? 

Music, Re-erder LoUa R. 2 E. 

Lolla {wildly), 0 they are going it ! 

Loo, Where 

have you been ? 

Lolla {looking off r. 2 E.). They’re at it! 
fighting ! {Coming down,) I ’ve just 
left the ground ! 

Music descriptive increases in intensity as Sal 
Tootsie rushes in r. 2 E. 

Sal {excitedly). It wiU he over id another 
round ! ! [Music, Cheers without. 
See, they return ! 

Re-enter Waiter and Peasants cheering and 
supporting Alf Wayo and Tooraloo.* 
The latter is cmisid»‘rahhj damaged. 

Loo {distractedly). My son ! {To Alf, 
furiously^ 

You ’ll suffer, if I am bereft of him. 

Alf {turning carelessly away from Loo, and 
addressing LoUa sarcastically). There 
is your lover, Madam ! take what ’s 
left of him ! 

Lolla {indignantly). My lover! What d’ye 
mean? He loas, before {archly)- 
You came along! But, after that {dis- 
dainfully) no more ! 

* Of course as great a crowd here, and all through, 
as the strength of the company will permit. If the 
performing donkey has appeared, his disembodiment 
will provide a couple of peasauti 


Alf Wayo {relenting and explaining to Lolla). 

Sal Tootsie told me 

Lolla {haughtily). Her ! Why she is jealous 
If he should look at anybody ellus ! 

Why? {Cmtemptmusly,) Ain’t they going 
to marry ? 

A If {hesitating). Is that true ? 

Loo, True! Look! 


[Tooraloo and 
bracing L. h. 


Sal Tootsie are em- 


j to me, when I love you / 


What ’s 


he 


[All embrace. Waiter embraces Loo, and 
gets the worst of it. Waiter retires up. 

Loo {ruffled, and settling herself), Imperance ! 
{Then turning smilingly to the two 
couples.) Bless you! What a lucky 
chance ! 


Wedding to-morrow, and to-night — a 
dance I 

PmALE. 


Loo, Now wo ’ll dance and sing 
Anything old or new, 
Alf, As long as it is a thing 

With a chorus Tooraloo ! 
Lolla and ) Tooraloo ! Hooray ! 

Loo. ) Hooray for Tooraloo ! 
Tooraloo, The wedding ring ! 

We ’ll dance and sing ! 

ATI, Eight Tooralooral Loo ! 

Chorus, 

Tooral looral Loo ! 

Hooray for Tooraloo! 
’lis quite the thing 
To dance and sing 
Ei Tooral looral Loo ! 


[Dance of all the characters as the 
curtain descends. 



H. 


Loo. 
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LORD CHESTEEFIELD’S POST-CAEDS TO HIS SOK 
No. IL— Going into Paeliament. 

London, March 1, 0. 5. 

Deae Peiend, — ^Tou are now about to enter the House of 
Commons, a distinction and a turning-point in the career of any 
young Tn ^ -n, I shall expect to find in your hearing, conduct, and 
success, the fuU flower of the seed I, writing to you in the middle 
of last century, sedulously sowed. I forget, at the moment, under 
which political flag you marched to "victory at the^ poll. Some 
people are disposed to attach significance and much importance to 

that detail. For my part I — — 

regard it as absolutely im- 
material. You go into the 
House of Commons to 

serve your country, not to u 

advance the calls of a fac- ‘ 

tion. If you happen to ^ ^ 

have been carried by the 

will do well from time to 

time to declare youi’self in ^ 

favour of ^^eral propo- 

Liberal or Conservative W]c 

can walk into the “ Aye ” ^ 

or lobby, according 

servatives,^ or me versed, 
of the manemyrej^and^ are 


^ WPii’S 

occasion- ' / '7 ( ^ #A\ 

|(|{v / 


The N. W. Note-Book 
FOE M'aech. — ^Y our career 
win probably by this time 
have brought you into in- 
timate acquaintanceship 
with matters legal. Of 
course, never think of con- 
sulting a solicitor. He 
would be sure to give you . 



mn 

irM 


A ItEG-TJLAIt TREAT ; OR, THE RADICAL TENDENCY. 

iTw Little Lovdshvj^. “ Oh, Miss PniMsiiy, I 'm going to tell those moiR Boys 
TO come and give its a Sail in that iovxLr Boat !" 


OLD PODLEE ON PEOGNOSTICATION. 

Febettary.— L ooking back, Old Podler is impressed with the 
necessity for being careful what he says. He foretold, to quote his 
precise words, grave scandals affecting a certain institution which 
Old Fodler does not feel himself at liberty to particularise more fully F 
No reader who is at all up in current events can fail to see wiiat 
particular institution Old Podler had in his mind’s eye when he 
penned those memorable words. The case, however, being still 
mb judice, further comment is undesirable. Then he went on to 
say: Parliament tvill reassemble, and Westminster will be startled 

by serious ^esca^^^^ 

^ /i ^ ^ ^ ?*’ pta’k-keepers, act- 

^ I \ / // / Z' iug doubtless from an 

[ ' honest desire on their part 

for the good name of the 

:HE radical tendency. S^hrUe^^teL^^^ 

I ’m going to tell those N 70E BoYs eficeot on the nursemaids. 


m. 


had advice, and even if he didn’t, you, as a New Woman, ought 
to aisaam to accept any service from the opposite sex. A text- 
book wiU give you the common form of all legal documents up 
X? appearance in open court, and then, when you reach 

that stage, you should have a good time qf it. Now, as a lady, 
you cau set aU rules of precedence at defiance. Call upon the 
Judge to help ;pu, if you have any difficulties, for he is hound 
TO assist you. Bully the counsel, and in examining the witnesses 
A j ip copious personal explanations to the jury. 

And II after all this you lose your case, why abandon the Law 
Courts, and try something else. ... 

The Complete Angle-ee.— A crack cue-ist at billiards. 


The N. W. Note-Book foe April. — You may be sure that as 
aNew Woman you have a better head for figures than man. 
Why not take up horse-racing ? If you are rich enough, start a 
stable. Conduct it on the principle that nothing succeeds like 
success. If a horse fails, sell him at any sacrifice. If a jockey 
does not get a place, never employ him again. If a trainer is not 
invariably the guardian of the winner, change him. If you are 
less wealthy, go in for betting pure and (more or less) siraple. 
Lay wagers with the opposite sex. If you win, be sure to get your 
money^^ If you lose, don’t pay. Mind, you have to avenge the 
wrongs of your sisters. Spoil your enemies. If this leads to the 
efse game, why cut the turf, and tr}^ something 






WHAT OUR ARTIST (THE IMPRESSIONIST) HAS TO PUT UP WITH. 

“ I SAT, OLD Chappie, why do yoh paint yoijr Trees Matjve, and your Skies Pea-green ? ” 

Our Artist. ** I paint my Trees and Skies just as I see them in Natpre.’* 

Heggie. “Good Lord, you don’t say so ! Look here, Old Man— you know my Uncle, the Q.C.— well, es went wrong with 
HIS Eyes two years ago, and got worse and worse till he consulted some eamous Medical Johnn? in Sweden, or Norway, 
or somewhere ; and now he sees better than he ever saw in his lire. I ’ll find out all about it, if you like, and let you 

KNOW I” 





THE CHKISTMAS NUMBEE OF PUNCH 



< 1 ^ I ' . 


MasU ! rJm ^{ U > prom , hieiaMerrilierofBmit ). “Herb. I sat, yotr Pbilow, just you pick a Line pok youbseep how, and don’t 

YOU COME JUMPING INTO MY POQKBT ! ” ^ 


LOBD OHESTEEFIELD’S 
POST-OABDS TO HIS SON. 

No. III.~A Word to the 
Wise. 

Londo7iy May 1, 0. S. 

Dear Friend,— -You -will see 
a good deal of Sir William Har- 
Gourt. Make your court to Hm, 
but not so as to disgust in the 
least Lord Bosebery, who may 
possibly dislike your consider- 
ing the Chancellor of the Ex- 
chequer as the man of business, 
and him only your orn&r la sc^ne. 
Whatever your opinion may be 
on this poiLr, take care not to 
let it anpear, but be well with 
them K h by showing no public 
preference for either. (By the 
way, I find, on reference to the 
printed volumes of my letters, 
which you were so thoughtful 
as to present to me, that I 
have said this before. Of course 
you will remember the pas- 
sage in Letter COLII, the 
only difference being the sub- 
stitution of the names of Mr. 
Torke and Lord Albemarle. 
However, gane fait rim, I 
anticipate the graceful remark 
you were about to make that my 
writing is not for an age, but for 
all time. I thank you. Never 
lose a chance of saying a pretty 
thing, even to your father.) 
Should you ever hear gossip de- 
tailing particulars of difference 



men, always affect to doubt its 
foundation in fact. This will 
tend in two desirable directions. 
Your gossip, piqued by your in- 
credulity, and desirous of justi- 
fying his information, will bo 
led into supplying you with 
fresh points that may prove of 
service to you hereafter. In any 
case you will enjoy the advan- 
tage of presenting yourself in a 
loftier attitude than is assumed 
by one eager to swallow any 
malicious chatter. Moreover, if 
by^ chance Lord Bosebery or Sir 
William Harcourt come to hear 
of the conversation, and your 
part in it, you will not suffer in 
their estimation. Adieu, mv 
dear child. 


is mt-Leg before Wwket). 

so THW ITSTOTS TM ® WlOKBTS 

“ Begorea Turn {nursing his leg and dancing rmnd). 

Wickets aether stiokin’ it behoint me 

n iCKETS REXT TOIM]^ AND LET IHIM 8TH0T IT 1 


AN OLD WAY WITH THE 
NEW WOMAN. 

When the New Woman stoops 
to folly. 

And finds, too late, that it 
won’t pay, 

What charm can make her 
gentle, jolly, 

And winning, in the old sweet 
way ? 

The only plan her past to 
coyer. 

And hide away the rot she ’s 
said. 

Make Man her champion, ser- 
vant, lover, 

And warm her bosom, is— to 
Wed I 










{The first morning at the Farmhouse,) 

Mamma, Well, Martha, hate the Boys been having a Good Time ? ” 

Nv/rse. “Yes, Ma*am — ^very. I’ve had to change everything they’d got on four times/ 












LOED OHESTEEFIELD’S POST-CAEDS TO HIS SON. 

No. ly. — O n the Immensity oe Manner. 

London, Jidy 1, 0. 5. 

Dear Friend, — ^At the risk of ^rearying you, I cannot say too 
much of the immense unportance of good manner and unimpeach- 
able appearance. In the House of Commons you can never make 
a figure without elegancy of style and gracefulness of utterance. 

I might quote numerous illustrations which support this dictum, 
whether as failures or successes. But ’twere invidious, and I 

refrain. Let it suffice — ; 

that you are careful to , jJid \ 

succeed by bestowing MLV ^ i 

the utmost attention ||||^^ A 

upon your air and ad- || |By . 

dress. At the present H|j|H ^ 

stage of your career as ^|j||W . ‘ , -a'/j.! 

a budding statesman, », , 'V ^ vl.'/l'.fr’ 

Professor Purvey drop ‘ ■ f'l'v P'f •' 

is of more importance n \ m ' ' "V'hl J - 

to you than is a study v \. \ \\ ■ 

ofMay’sotlienriaem- \ , \ I ..IHn'-i LmM 

teresting and valuable V ^'\ \ v 

text-book oh Parlia- 

mentary Law and Pro- ''x ^ v ^ ^ \ 

cedure. See the Pro- • j 

fessor daily, and apply \ V x. 

yoiirself iugeatly Vo \ li'W 

his instructions. De- v'- ^ I I F'' 

sire him to teach you '1/ ^ 

every genteel attitude j 

that the human body ^ vf 

you,* and inquire into ^ j \ 

their respective cha- ’S 

racters. Any of their V 

friends wiUtellyou the (i / J 7^ 

worst about them. % ^AU 

Gcuteru paribus, single 

out those of the most 

consMerable rank and ' ^ 

tioB^ ly -whili means unTWOi 

you wiU get into their ^ „„ rolWT 

houses and keep the i^JwnSa. ‘^ow delicious these Mount 
test company. Vfter ®° ®° tlNTEAMMELLSP !” Fcrii^ 








1^1 






UXUXL, uy WJUa.tiJU JLUO£bUa m*n-r>« ___ 

you win get into their THE POINT OF VIEW, 

houses and keep the Mwcmd^, How deliciotts these Mountain Excursions are ! 
best company, '^ter so so XTntrammeliep ! ” Fcrdim nd. “ ! ' 

you have taken your seat write to me at least once a week and ^f science and witb 
ML me whoni you see, where you dine, and whom you meet, fellow- journalist. 
Make a practice of writing from your seat in the House. If = 

possible, get a front seat below the gangway, and write on your « 

knee with the assistance of a pad of blotting paper. It looks Lhrist 

-x? xt! ^ House will insensibly associate GrOOSEi 

you ■with the Treasmy Bench. Good night, yours. Make £ 


OLD PODLEE ON PEOGNOSTICATION. 

April. — Here again Old Podler was less what might be described 
as on the spot than he had evei y right to expect. He hinted, in 
somewhat amphibious terms, perhaps, but s' ill he^ did hint, at a 
possible return on the part of the fair sex to the Crinoline. What 
the Planets really indicated w^as a revival of the Chiymu, -which it 
will he remembered showed symi^toms of returning animation 
about this period. But though" his calculations came out a little 
erroneous, Old Podler cannot consider that he was so very far out 

after all. And who 

. knows that it was not 

I ( the very accuracy of 

^ t his prediction "that 

JS®i///w ^ lL> J II r produced an alarm 

^ i! j''- prevented it 

r'TW / /('It Al . from being fulfiUed? 

■ '’!i , 'V ^ secrets of tbe 

jil ■ ' ' I phesied “ a serious out- 

and tlie pett^ 

countrymen may be 
trusted to take an 
OF VIEW. enlightened and un- 

in^E xoubsions are One feels so Cool, ffi meJeT/pub- 

— 1— L lished in the interests 

of science and^ without any intention to inflict needless pain on a 
fellow- j ournalist. 




One feels so Cool, 


Christmas Proverb (/c?* Stingy Hosts). 

Gooseberry “ Cham” and Port of Sloes, 
Make good company cook their nose. 


ji ).— When good-lookmg Bad Joke for July.— To leave London tinder the imnression 

approaches the door, female loyehness peeps out at the (gathered from the weather charts) that it is “ca]m,”™ndf ^en 

cross from Dover to Calais.in a gale. 



AM) PUNCH’S 






THE CHEISTMAS NUMBER OF PUNCH 



^ r) 


' r-j f ^ ^jr- ^ 

OldQeii;t{itmicar6oftlie position of Ids Bridle^. “That confounked Dealer sail she had a Snafflis Mouth.” 


THE COaUETTE’S 
CALENDAR. 

Elirty days hatli September 

April, June, and November ; 

In Valentine month I flirt like 
fun, 

As in the others, every one ; 

Amd as to Leap Tear, oh, that ’s 
prime ! 

There ’s one day more of Flirtihig- 
time ! ! 


Christmas Proverb (for 
Unwary Wooers), — ^Eew fashion- 
able "women are “ beauties - 
without-paint ” to their filles de 
chamhre. 


LINES ON A LITTLE 
LUMINARY. 

{JBy a Coster Critic “ in fronts) 

Twinkle, twinkle, little “star” ! 
Ah, “ ’c dunno where ’e are.” 
Swaggers “There! ’ow’s 
for ’igh?” 

While we— -winks the other eye ! 


Bad Joke for March. — ^T o 
lose one’s umbrella in commemo- 
ration of the season of Lent. 


Christmas Proverb ( for 
Opulent Old Fools), — Age 
mustn’t chink a full purse in 
a pretty girl’s ear. 


Christmas Proverb {for 
QirU), — ^A waltzing expert tears 
no gathers. 



SUM m Part)! (who to pottering about Unks, cmd has just hem hU 
^ a balVj. “Oh dbae! Oh bear! Oh-o-o11 I’m ’iti vT'Z, 
You VE INJURED ME ! YoU 'VE ’URT ME 1” ’ . * 

^ Irritable Player { following up his lall^ whwh has cannon d off Old Partu 
%nto furze omh). Injured you I Confound you, Sir » You ’ve in^ 

JURED MY PniVE A OOOD DEAL MORE !” *** 


NOVEMBER IN NUOE. 

Rise ! Tog ! 

Coat, clog ! 

Gingham, dog I 
Look incog. I 
Nose a frog I 
Aches a-gog ! 

Faugh! Fog!! 
Street a bog ! 

Feel a hog, 

Or polywog ! 

Chest a-clog ! 
Homeward jog ! 

Peel ! Prog ! 

Hot grog / / ! 

Bod I A log ! 

Hang the Fog! ! 


Bad Joke for April.— T o be 
Tooled into proposing to a girl, 
and then to be sued for breach 
of promise of marriage. 

Christmas Proverb {for a 
VicUrr.of Waiter's clwmsiness),-^ 
It’s no use swearing over spilt 
soup. 

Bad Joke for May. — To 
dream of the hawthorn tree, and 
on waking to find a claim for 
rates and ^axes. 


Christmas Proverb {for 
Husband -hunters), — Handsome 
IS as handsome has ! 

Christmas Proverb {for 
Champagne Lcwer^).— Good wine 
needs no — ^Apollinaris ! 






THE CHRISTAIAS NUMBER OF PUNCH 


LOED CHESTERFIELD’S POST-CARDS TO HIS SON. 

V.—On Entering the House or Leaving it. 

Londini S^pte^niber l^ 0, S, 

Dear Friend, — It is more easy to conquer a continent than 
to enter a room with perfect manner. If this he^ true of an 
ordinary drawing-room, how much more weighty is it in coiisidera • 
tion of walking into the House of Commons ? Mr. Disraeli, a per- 
sonage whom I regret circumstances prevented my knowing in the 
flesh, demoted much, but not inadequate, time to acquiring the art ( f 
walking up the floor of the Commons when the Speaker was in the 
Chair. I gather from those familiar with the spectacle that it was 
a little overdone. The fixed look, the solemn visage, the slow 
movement, and the bent head when he came within arm s length 
of the Mace, suggested that this eminent statesman was going to 
a funeral rather than proceeding to the Treasury Bench. Mr. 


OLD PODLER on PROaNOSTICATION. 

June.— Old Podler felt it his painful duty to prepare the public 
for disaster in Dulwich ” during this month, being amply justified 
by the facts, for he ventures to say there are few residents of this 
justly popular and highly salubrious locality who cannot recall an 
incident which transpired about this period within their neighbour- 
hood for which the tenn disaster cannot be considered inappropriate, 
nor yet excessive. He also prophesied the advent of “ a new Ivtlf- 
penny evening 'paper of a highly peculiar colour f His impression was 
that it would be published somewhere about Peckham. But (and 
this only shows how extremely careful even experienced prophets 
ought to be in handling their instruments) he must have made an 
error of half a degree or so in his calculations, for the p:.per in 
question actually appeared in Pehtnl So true is it that, as dear 
Old Plato observes: “ Nemo mortedibus omnium horas sopitiV 








She. “I THINK THE SPRING THE BeST TiME OP THE YeAR. I LOVE IT ! ” 

He {self -'made man). “Well, give me the end op the Year. I think the Automatic Tints are so pine ! ” 


Griadstone, I am informed, always pulled himself together as he 
entered the House, and with head erect, shoulders thrown back, 
and eyes respectfully fixed upon the Chair, marched to his place. 
These great ensamples are withdrawn from your opportunities of 
study. Happily Sir Richard Temple remains, and; by what I hear 
from possibly prejudiced friends, is worthy your notice and emula- 
tion. Sir Richard moves towards his place in the Chamber of the 
Commons with the stately grace of a man who has consorted with 
the ancient princes of India. His temporary withdrawal from the 
House is, I understand, not less ceremoniously effected.. Watch 
him closely. Make him your model. Possibly— for genius is not 
envious and loves to culture the capabilities of the young— he may 
permit you to call upon him some day when there is no morning 
sitting, and allow you to enter and leave the room under his per- 
sonal direction. Half an hour’s practice with such a master would 
outweigh the value of the written counsel of the fondest of fathers. 

I Adieu. Go on and prosper. Do not fail when you call on me to 

I bring the graces along with you. 


The N. W. Note-Book for May. — Having served an appren- 
ticeship on the turf you will be ripe for the City, Why not turn 
company promoter? There is nothing to prevent you framing 
misleading prospectuses and carrying on the business of a not-too- 
sensitive advertisement agent. You will find your sex of assistance 
in disarming suspicion and even inducing confidence. The outside 
public will imagine that if you are connected with an undertaking 
it must he a “good thing.” Then if the force of circumstances are 
too strong for you, all you will have to do will be to throw yourself 
on the compassion of the official receiver and try something else. 

Bad Joke for September. — ^To buy your gun, tabe out your 
licence, and promise game all round to your critical friends, and 
then be told that tne man who had promised you a month’s 
shooting has gone to Australia. 

Christmas Proverb (/or There is many a sip ’twixt 

moustache and lip. 




AND PUNCH’S ALMANACK 


1895. 
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OLD PODLEE ON PEOGNOSTIOATION. 

Jtjly. — ^A s the 3 ^ear advances, it vdll he oh- 
sei’ved that Old Podler gets his Prophetic Eye 
more and more in, and he is able to point with 
pride to his prediction for this mouth as a signal 
example of his well-nigh miraculous powers of 
vision. Here is the identical pai'agraph he 
wrote a twelvemonth back : Old Podler is 
proud to predict that smm time in. this month an 
eimit will transpire which will redound to the 
honour and glory of the rnition at large^ 'while 
shedding a thrill of joy throughout the circum- 
ference of the City and its snhm'hsP And what 
event did transpire, exactly as per prophecy ? 

Why, the christening of the firstborn son of 
our future King and Queen, to whom Old 
Podler respectfully hastos to tender his heart 
felt congratulations! Some prophets would 
expect a oaronetcy for less than this — or a snug 
pension at the very least — but Old Podler 
scorns to cringe to Eoyaltyfor any such recog- 
nition, being too much the asti ologer and gen- 
tleman for to demean himself — though not 
unwilling to be met half way, 

August.— Old Podler is not the kind of 
Prophet to crow, and, indeed, finding himself 
right once more has become so much a matter 
of course with him that he hai dly takes any 
particular notice of it. Still, he is human., and 
it is no more than natural as he should feel 
some complacency in reminding readers that 
he predicted the outbreak of the Chino- Japa- 
nese War for this identical month ! For what COMPUE 

were Old Podler’s words ? Why, these : Old 

Podler dreads to hear, also, of increased mor- 
tality P And, making every allowance for the Oriental imag'na- 
tion, he thinks there must have been lives lost to a considerable 
extent, both on land and sea. It is true his original prediction con- 
cluded with the words, '^amongst shrimps and shell-fish generally P 
But that, of course, was merely the Prophet’s mystic mmner of 
wrapping of it up, though he would not he suspected of wishing to 
hurt the feelings of either combatants by alluding to them as “Crus- 
taceans,” which are deservedly popular as delicacies when in season. 


THE COMPLETED ARTICLE. 


LOED CHESTEEFIELD’S POST-CAEDS 
TO HIS SON. 

No. YI.— On Subscriptions. 

London, December 1, 0, S, 
Dear Friend, — There is one matter that 
will early press itself upon the consideration 
of your new M.P.-ship. I mean the question 
of subscriptions to local institutions among 
yonr constituents. You may, perhaps, observe 
that this is a matter which concerns me more 
than you. In one sense, vous avez raison. Like 
Judas — ^by the way, do not forget that Judas 
is not a Parliamentary word. Under no pro- 
vocation apply the term in debate even to 
your dearest friend — ^like Judas (I may say 
it of myself), I carry the bag, and, as you 
know, make no objection to your reasonably 
dipping into it. But the dispensation of your 
(or my) bounty will seriously aHeot votes, and 
should be discreetly managed. In my time 
the difiiculty did not exist. With a few excep- 
tions, constituencies were only too glad to get 
as member a gentlemanly fellow, by prefer- 
ence of noble birth, who once a year dined 
at their ordinary, and occasionally got a berth 
in the Customs or Post Office for their more 
worthless sons. Now it is, I am told, different 
There are churches to restore, chapels to build, 
bazaars to open, hospitals to support, cricket- 
clubs to subsidise, and footbaR associations 
to keep in boots, feed, and victual. A member 
ED ARTICLE present House tells me of a group of 

his constituents who lived upon him for two 
years simply by founding Poothall Associa- 
tions. When in a comparatively small borough the number reached 
314, he set on foot inquiries which relieved him from fui'ther claims 
under this particular head. In the matter of subscribing to foot- 
ball clubs it is, if so accomplished a linguist will excuse the 
barbarism, le premier kick qj(.e c(Me, If you give to one you 
must give to another, but of course not to 314. With these 
general reflections I must leave in your hands the task of dealing 
with individual cases. 


I 

) 


THE CHRISTMAS NUMBER OF 


PUNCH 


BLESS THEE, BOTTOM! THOU ABT TRANSLATED. 

Smart sHliness dominates our modem schools, 
Enamoured of sheer nonsense and old Nox. 

Theirs is the paradise of (clever) fools, 

Limho of lunacy-cwwz -paradox. 

They give us not fine grace, sweet airs, fair faces, 

But monstrous masks and coxcomb “ airs and graces,’* 
Until we pine for plain old-fashioned folly ; 

Bottom bejewelled is so melancholy ! 


Christmas Proverb {for everybody). — ^Time, Tide, and Pmch^s 
Almanaek wait for no man I 

If Time, and Tide, and Tunch you 'd soften, 

Buy it early, buy it often ! 



THE RASHNESS OP IT. 

Peggy. '‘Was te heapjn’ that Jeanie Anderson ’s gettin’ 

MAIRRET ? ” 

Kirsty. “Sttjpit creatur ! Hoo is bhe able tae keep a 
MAN 2” 


“LATE, LATE, SO LATE!” 

The Plaint of Paterfamilias. 

Autocrat of the Breakfast Table ? Bah t 

My only wish is that 1 so, Ma ! 

’Tis nearly nine, the coffee ’s thick and cold, 

Yet no one down save you and me— who ’re old ! 

How long and late in bed smart youth now lies I 
The Rising Greneration does not — ^rise 1 

Christmas Proverb {for Paterfamilias).— The proof of the 
pudding is in the— doctor’s bill ! 


I Christmas Proverb {for Gourmets).^ AH good things come 
j round to those who will but — ^tip the waiter. 



MAIDEN MODESTY. 

“Have you got the Towels well aired, Jake?'’ “Yes, *m.’ 
“And the Anchor and the Rope fixed?” “Yes, ’m.” 

“And the Life-Buoy?” “Yes, ’m.” 

“And the Drops and the Biscuits?” “Yes, ’m.” 

“And Y<»u’be sure there's no one in sight?” 

“There’s a Coastguard with a Spy-Glass on the top op the 
Cliff, ’m.” “ THEtr I shan't Bathe 


Christmas Proverb {for Table-talkers). 
When her mind is on the feast, 

The prettiest prattler talks the least. 


Christmas Proverb {for Poor Pianists). 

Music hath charms to move the silent guest, 
And set the matrons chattering their best, 


i: 


Christmas Proverb {for the Unstable).— 'h!Lax\y a fickle one 
comes a mucker. 


Christmas Proverb {for Adventurous Wooers).— A. kiss in time 
promises nine ! 


Christmas Proverb {for Tempers ). — Thirst comes from tippling. 


Christmas Proverb {fur Wary Wooers of the te),— Beauty 
when unadored adores the most. 


Bab Joke for November. — ^To spend a small fortune on a 
wealthy relative, and then find yourself cut out of Ms will for 
having recommended Cannes as preferable to Brighton in the month 
sacred to fogs in London, 


AND PUNCH’S ALMANACK FOR 1895. 


OLD PODLEE ON PEOONOSTICATION. 

September.— Yet another triumph I "What otlier Prophet fore- 
told the Battle of Ping-Yang? Nobody, except Old Podler, who 
used the following expression last year: Fancies he sees some- 
thing of a higJily peculiar nature taking place in a Incalitv which shall 

In nl nnn rfh nn/Utaaan'ff' •wnni-, ^ 1 .-VI 1 


le nameless at present: 
Podler’s part, as well he 
knew it at the time ! — 
though the precise name 
of the hattle-field was 
hidden from his gaze, 
the same as it was from 
, all others, till the actual 
date of occurrence. 


Alas, it was not merely fancy on Old 


The N. W. Note- 
Book POE, June.— T he 
season will have now 
sufficiently advanced for 
you , as the New Woman, 

'to take the matter in 
i hand. Your experience 
earlier in the year in 
organising a club will 
now stand you in good 
stead. You will be ac- 
customed to latchkeys, 
chambers, and unat- 
tended visits to places of 
evening resort. All that 
you have to recollect is 
that one woman is as 
good as another man, 

;and better. You may 
itry gatherings of your 
female fellow - sympa- 
thisers, but you will 
probably discover such 
companionship a little 
dull. However, assem- 
blies of this kind may be 
greatly; improved by the 
admission of lady-like 
y’-oung men. No doubt 
by the time you have 
completed the thirty 
days’ trial of Society re- 
novated according to the 
latest mode, you will 
have become weary of 
the task of improviim 
the social world. If 
this is the result of your 
labour, all you have to 
do is to drop it and try 
something else. 

The N. W. Note- 
book FOE July.— B y 
this time you will have 
sufficiently recovered 
from the toil of jour- 
nalism to have another 
dash at literature. Why 
not write a novel ? All 
you have to do is to 
make it advanced.” 

The golden rule is to 
compose something that 
could not possibly have 
come from a pen wielded by a man. Or rather an Englishman. 
You may pick up some useful ideas from Erench authors, and as cir- 
culating libraries are rather on the wane, you need not fear exclu- 
sion from the shelves of distributors of three- volume romances. You 
ought to be able to get in quite enough for a solitary tome. Plot 
is of secondary importance. All you want is character, or rather 
absence of charactei\ Shocking” is purely a Parisian expression, 
and will never be applied to the work of a London lady. If it is, by 
some envious male reviewer, you may be sure that your mission is 
accomplished, and you can try something else. 


OLD PODLEE ON PEOG-NOSTICATION. 

^ October.— Again does Old Podler hit the bull in the centre of 
his optic I Writing so long ago as last Autumn, he announced 
during this mon+h jl stir in the Stock Exchange J*' Well, was 
there not a panic in consequence of a somewhat hastily summoned 
(but no doubt strictly required) Cabinet Council ; and did not specu- 

— latois (amongst whom 

, Old Podler’s absence 
was fortunately con- 
spicuous) burn their 
fingers badly ? Depend 
upon it, ye sceptics, an 
astrologer of experience 
and respectability gets 
glimpses into the Un- 
seen through the gates 
ajar which are not 
dreamt of in your philo- 
sophy. At least. Old 
Podler can answer for 
himself. 



Odd Man, “Look ’ere. The Guv’nor wants a Norse— a useettl, all-round kind 
OF ’Okse. 'E wants a Norse as ’e can ride in the Park; a Norse as ’ll go quiet 
IN A DoRG-CART for THE MiSSIS TO DRIVE. WeLL, THEN ’E ’D WANT ’iM IN THE BrORM 

IN THE Season. An’ ’e’d ’ave to dror the Lawn-roller now an’ then. An’ ” 

Dealer {witheringly). “’E don’t want the bloomin’ ’Obse to wait at Table, 
do ’e?” 


The N. W. Note- 
Book FOR August.— A s 
all the best people will 
by this time have left 
town, you can turn your 
attention to the worst. 
You will find themrather 
amusing. Patronise the 
East End. Cultivate the 
society of burglars, and 
exchange views with 
prize fighters. Perhaps 
it will be as well to seek 
the physical protection 
of athletic male sympa- 
thisers fresh from the 
Universities if enrolled 
in the more select divi- 
sions of the police. If 
you sing, or think you 
can sing, warble ballads 
to the roughs and recite 
poetry to the vagabonds. 
However, as the New 
Woman is not quite so 
much appreciated in the 
East End as in the West 
it will he as well to use 
discretion in carrying on 
your crusade of reform- 
ation. If you are rudely 
advised to “chuck it,” 
why do, and try some- 
thing else. 

The N. W. Note- 
Book FOR September. 
— If you happen to^ be 
active, now is the time 
for trying a little sport. 
Appear in rational dress, 
with the divided skirt 
markedly developed. 
Join a shooting-party, 
and if the male members 
of the society object to 
your chattering and want 
of skill, remember that 
it is simply because the equality of the sexes has been hitherto 
imperfectly appreciated. And when you talk of^ the equality 
of the sexes, recollect that woman is nobler, and in every sense 
better than man. Take your more-than-fair share of the lun- 
cheon-hasket, and if you are weary of carrying your gun in^ the 
afternoon, why teU ofi a man to carry it for you. You owe it to 
your sex to surrender none of your advantages. Everything 
must be done to oblige a lady. And when everything has been 
accomplished in that direction, and you want a change, why try 
something else. 



CHRISTMAS PARTY AT THE ZOO. 









AND PUNCH’S ALMANACK FOE 1895 



tne. \aoj wfKo too imotK ^ 



AT AND AFTER THE 200 PARTY. 




OLD PODLER ON PEOONOSTIOATION. 

November. — Here Old Podler had the candour and straightfor- 
wardness to own himself nonplussed for once last year, not allow- 
ing himself to go beyond a discreet hint that there might be “a 
devuIutiuHj on or about the 9th, of the most exalted dignity in London^ s 
vast city'' But he was not, as might be expected by the superficial, 
alluding to the Lord 
Mayor’s Show, at least 
not altogether. What 
he was more by way of 
alluding to was the new 
scheme of Municipal 
Reform, which Old 
Podler trusts may work 
satisfactory, though not 
desiring to pledge his 
opinion either way— at 
present. 

December. — The 
year not having yet 
advanced so far, Old 
Podler is consequently 
unable to play as loud a 
psean as customary for 
this month. If he is 
not mistaken, he felt 
himself called upon last 
Autumn to warn all 
aristocrats of his ac- 
quaintance residing in 
Eaton and E u s t o n 
Squares against earth- 
quakes. Dearly would 
he like to retract those 
ill-ominous words could 
he do so without swerv- 
ing from the strict path 
of veracity he has ever 
laid down for himself! 

But the planets never 
speak without fully 
knowing their minds, 
nor yet is Old Podler no 
more but their faithful 
interpreter. Another 
prediction of his, to wit, 
that “a popular and 
much admired actor in 
romantic comedy will lose 
all the hair off the top oj 
his head, and the year 
will close in general gloom has naturally given rise to a consider- 
able stir in theatrical circles, several talented actor-managers writ- 
ing to Old Podler to inquire if he meant them. Old Podler wraps 
himself in his Sphinx-like reserve, and merely recommends them 
ail to keep their hair on. 


OLD PODLER ON PROONOSTICATION. 

Hind-Words. 

{If Fore-words, why not Hind, likewise 

Old Podler has now completed his triumphal review of past 
prophecies, and takes this opportunity of again informing his kind 

friends and patrons that 
he is generally to be 
found at home for pur- 
poses of private consul- 
tation. _ Seances, dark 
and light, personaRy 
conducted (harmonium 
extra) ; materialisations 
(weather and spirits per- 
mitting) from 4 to 6, 
and 8 to 10. 

N. B.— Old Podler also 
practises a little on the 
Crystal Ball, when not 
ignorantly interfered 
with by the police. 



THE HEALIN& ART. 

I^ocior. “ Bid toxj give the Children the Physio I sent last Night ? ” 

Fotid Mother, “Yes, Sir.” 

Doctor. “And how are they to-day?” 

Fond Mother. “Well, the little un’s very bad, to be sure. But it don’t seem 
to ’ave done the t’other un’ no ’Arm as yet ! ” 


The N. W. Note- 
Book EOR December.— 
Having reached the last 
month of the twelve, 
you may possibly like to 
sum up your career for 
the past year. Ton will 
have discovered that a 
New Woman is not 
always successful in 
starting a club, writing 
for the newspapers, ap- 
pearing in person at the 
Law Courts, keeping 
race-horses, promoting 
companies, reforming 
society, concocting 
“shocking” novels, 
amusing the vagabond 
population, shooting 
birds, upsetting hospi- 
tals, and last, but not 
least, gaining a husband. 
You may therefore, per- 
haps, be a trifle dissatis- 
fied. You may think 
that possibly the career 
of a New Woman has its disadvantages. If this be your opinion, 
why turn over a fresh leaf, and, for the last time, try something else. 

* Christmas Proverb [for Little dreedie^). — ^When Mamma’s not 
looking the nice things we are “hooking.” 



THE CI-miSTMAS NUMBER OF PUNCH 







It oeetainly was somewhat disoonceeting when the heal Animal suddenly turned up in the Stage Box 1 
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MR. PUNCH WELCOMES THE NEW YEAR. 


So, ^Ninety-Five, my boy, yon ’ve come at last 1 
Another year has gone, and I am here 
To greet yon, as yonr brothers in the past 
Were greeted on their coming, year by year ; 

For it ^s always been my practice, Sir— a bit of Punch's lore — 
Since the day that I was volnmed, nntil now I^m fifty-fonr. 


Aj e, fifty-three New Years I Ve welcomed. This 
1 pray to Heaven in its arms may bear 
A whole New Tearful of a nation’s bliss — 

A world without a tear, without a care. 

’Tis thus that I have piayed, youn^ Sir, fuU many years before ; 
But to know how oft I ’ve prayed in vain, would make your yor 
heart sore. 


Make sport of love— make foul an honoured name — 

And all the little fun you ’re wont to do ? 

Well— take my tip. Just do your level best, remember ! For 
The blame, my son, lies at your own, not M?-, Punch's door. 

So mind, yoimg Sir, for Mr, Punch's eye 
Is cocked upon you through your little life. 

G-o— rule the world !— and if before vlu die 
You fiU the earth with joy instead of strife, 

You’ll be the first of all your race— for all the smiles they wore — 
That gave the country what she asked— from 0 to ’94 ! 


PROTEST FROM THE PLAYGROUND. 


The Year that’s dead was better, sure, than some; 

But even he brought with him strikes and war, 

Whose ghastly horrors smote the soft htart numb 
And wrung and chilled it to the very core. 

’Twas a villainous attention, this suffering and gore, [Four. 

That we ’d rather have dispensed with, from your brother ’Nmety- 


But even he, my lad, a jest could work. 

And on occasion smile, and nod, and beck ; 

To England gave— a rising Son of York, 

And gave to Ireland— Mr. Gladstone’s cheque ! 

Thus tickling Mr. Bull from smiles and laughter to a roar. 

But hearty laughs like these, my friend, were few in ’Ninety-Four. 

And you, young shaver, what is it you bring ? 


nd you, young shaver, what is it you oring r 
Razor and soap, like g>havers young and old — 
ie soap to s< othe, razor to cut and sting ? — 


Will wedding-beU be heard, and death-knell toll’d ? 

You see, my lad, we ’re anxious as to what you have in store, 

For there ’s still some things to put to rights bequeathed by ’Ninely- 
Four, 


In Parliament, no doubt, you ’ll make your game— 
In Camp, and Court, and County Council, too ? 


Dear Mr. Pdnch:,— I know you sympathise with boys, and isn’t I 
it a joUy shame the masters set us such awfully hard questions in 
exams. ? My Report has just come home, and my Pater has given 
me a fearful rowing, and aU because it says “ Wilkins Terts. 
(that’s me) has done badly in Examinations, and does not take the | 
trouble to use what intelligence he possesses.’’ My Pater threatens 
not to take me to the Pantymime, and I hear it ’s awfully beefy this 
year! WeU, we had a “History and General Knowledge ” paper, 
and one of the questions was this beastly one, and of course I 
couldn’t tackle it— “ What, or where, are the following : — * Im- 
perium in Imperio, The Korea, Bimetallism, The Grand Llc^a, 
Balance of Power, and One Man One Vote ? ’ ” I answered all right 
about the Korea, because I kicked young Smith under the table to 
give me a tip about it, and he said it was the book the Turks use in 
church ; and I put that down, but all the other things floored me. 
Please will you say what Bimetallism is? Jones Jumor said after- 
wards, in the play ground, that it was a sort of lozenge, and Robinson 
Senior said he didn’t know what it was, but he knew his Pater was 
a Bimetallist; and Jones taid Robinson Senior’s Pater must he 
a c-nfectioner then; and so Robinson punched Jones’s head; hut 
what is it? And is it fair to ask us boys such questions? My 
Pater said at breakfast the School Board was fond of sending out 
sirkulers. Do you think they would send one to our Head-master, 
and ask 1dm to stop such rot ? 

Your obedient yonng friend Jackt. 
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A VIEW HALLOO. 

(fiiw^twfe (wJ fault,) 

Whi^ {hustling up to Yowng Eodge^ who has just begun to wave his cap and sing out lustily), “ Now then, where is he ? * 


Young E. “Yonder, Sir 1 Acomin’ across yonder !” 


Young E. “No, Sir; but there be our Billy on t* Jackass!” 


Whip, “Get out, why there ain’t no Fox there, stoopid IJ 


SPOET IN COUBTj 

Or, The New Year Dream of the National ATUi-Qm/ihli/ng 

Leaguer, \ 

Oh ! it must have been the grog, for I slumbered like a log, 

And I dreamed— s«c A a dream ! I was holding forth in court, 

And the prisoners in the dock, —how the Sporting League ’twould I 
shock ! — 

"Were the Princes, and the Nobles, and the Leading Lights of 
Sport. 

A supreme, successful raid on the Jockey Club we ’d m^e. 

No mere stuffy, sordid set, of poor betting-men time. 

No che^ winner-spotting snobs, but a lot of topping nobs, 

And Ihad them on the hip, and I charged thelot with Crime I 
It was prime to see a Prince at my language flush and wince. 

And a Lord Chief Justice sguirm, and a stem-faced Judge quite 
blench. 

But—1 could not fail to mark the demeanour of the Clerk, 

Who looked on it as a larh .'—and that Beak upon the bench — 

Ah ! he had a mighty “ beak,” which I felt a wish to tweak — 

Had a wink in Ms left eye wMch seemed frivolous, if funny ; 

And he didn’t seem to suit us, for we wished a stem-faced Brutus ; 

Nay, a ruthless Rttauamanthus were the big-wig for my money. 
Ah ! it wanted resolution to conduct that prosecution. 

With a Prince and several Books, and an Earl, a County Squire, 
And a MepMstopheles, who sat lounging at Ms ease. 

Whom the culprits all called “ Jbimy,” and seemed hugely to 
admire: ^ i 

For although I ramped and raved. Beak and Prisoners behaved 
In a fallen wMch seemed scornful, and assuredly was light ; 

And that Clerk— confound Ms mug, wMoh looked strangely like 
a -nufir ! — 


“ DonH old Mulberry Nose look funny f I will bet you any 
money ! — 

Well, I missed the wager’s point ; but oh, dear I oh dear ! ! 
oAdear!!! 

Think of betting— in a Court ! And I thundered against Sport, 
WMoh meant Gambling, more or less, and red ruin, and disgrace. 
From the girls who, though they ’re loves, wager wickedly— in gloves. 
To the Plunger Peer who shames his ancient race- to win a Race. 
Ah ! I think I “ gave them beans.” I ’m uncertain what that means, 
But the Lord CMef Justice wMspered I was doing so— to “ Jm ” — 
And the phrase I overhead, and*although it sounds absurd, 

1 felt it meant a compliment to me, compelled from him. 

So I said “ Sport may intrigue and set up a rival League 
To our holy Anti-Gambling One ; but Sport is a Foul Sink 

We have pledged ourselves to purge with a besom and a scourge 

But here that Punchian eye indulged in a prodigious wink. 

Such a spasm of sheer fun, that I felt the case was done ; 

Court, Prisoners, Judge, assumed the guise of a colossal Joke I 
My head appeared to swim, the wild vision did disRmn, 

And with a shriek of bitter disappointment I— awoke I 


“ Anglo-Indian.”— We are indisposed to go the full length of 
agreement with the learned Editors of the New English Dictionary 
in their study of the derivation of the objectionable word “ damn.” 
In the interesting extract you iuclose they remark : “ The conjec- 
ture that ^e word is ^e Hindi dam, datmn, an ancient copper coin, 
of which 1,600 went to a rupee (see Yule), is ingeMous, but ha** no 
basis in fact.” That may be so. It is, nevertheless, a curious coin- 
cidence that at the present time the steady declension of the money 
value of the rupee, combined with its immoveable rating in the salary 
list, produces in tiie Civil Service and the army in India a state of 
fe^ng subject to wMoh at least 1,600 dams go to a rupee. W© 
much fear tiiat, under tins provocation, our army in India is able to 
compete with regiments eariier enrolled, who, you will remember, 
“ swore terribly m Flanders.” 
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COMBIirAIIOir COSTTOIES POE COVENT GAEDEN. 

“THE TWENTY-EIRST OE DECEMBER 1” 

“ NONSmSB TOir DO TALK. HoW DO TOD MAKE THAT ODT « " 

I ^OOL COULD SEE THAT. ThE SHORTEST DeY AND THE 

Longest Knight, oe course 1 ’’ and the 


NEW YEAE NOTIONS. 

(By an Old Buffer. y\ 

“ There is nothing’ new under the sun,” someone says ; 

I wish that there wasn't^ hv Jingo ! 

It seems to me everything'*^ l^ew in these days, 

And nothing is genuine old stingo. 

A New Poet turns up about once a week 
(Acoordiug to log-rolling rumour) ; 

And there ’s the New Politics, all grab and sneak ; 

And something dull dubbed the New Humour I 
The New Art ; I ’m certain it comes from Old Nick, 

It ’s so diabolic and dirty. 

Faith ! some of their Novmties make me feel sick, 

And most of them make me feel “ shirty.” 

The New Year I—weU, that is as old as the hills. 

The New Leaf— we annually turn it. 

Ah I if the New Newness would banish Old His. 

Not e’en an Old Fogey would spurn it. 

New Tear, give us books that are healthy and gay, 

And Art that ’s not impish or queer. Sir ! 

And if you ’U but cart the New Woman away. 

You will be a Happy New Year, Sir ! 


THE MODERN THEATRE LAUOH. 

Dear Mr. Punch,— I crave the hospitality of vour columns 
under the following circumstances. The other night I went to 
a burlesque. Being a man of modest means, I contented myself 
with;paying half-a-crown^ for which sum I was able not only to 
sit with the plebs in the pit, but to see Society in the stdls. * 
Will it be believed, at the end of this so-called nineteenth 
century, that songs were sung and things were said which made 
those everywhere around me laugh f Sadder still, two-thirds of 
those I saw were women 1 — women, who are our mothers and 
sisters, when they are not our wives and sweethearts I 
I haven’t the least notion where the harm in all this comes in, 
but I’m confident there ’s some somewhere. In any event it’s 
a serious sign of the times; which reminds me that I should 
have sent this to the Times ^ if I had not thought the recent 
Society-play correspondence sufficient for one season. I’m so 
afraid the dear old Thunderer will drop the telegraphic news 
and take to Telegraphic Correspondence. 

In any case, I invite letters on “The Seriousness of 
Laughter.” Yours distressedly, 

A Di-tri-sxllabic Pittite. 

[No letters on this subject will be inserted.— Ed.] 


NEW YEAH, 

** "7^^ bells.” Wehope that you, 

WiU kindly ring out just a few 
l^aU those things entitled “ new ” 

Wmch plagued us till quite mad we grew 
As mad as dog with tongue out. 

Tl^e novelties ! The newest kind— 

With turned up nose and weird, slee- 
■"Py ©yes, that told of vacant mind, 

^d monstrous chignon massed behind— 
appalling things designed 
By Mr. Aubrey Beardsley. 


rin. A j -5 uAicx o B uu t an ape, 

Xnat feeds on cocoa-nut or grape 
^^wcen Morocco and the Cape, 

So hideous as these are. 

For goodness’ i^e, don’t let us see 
I^ew Art which courts disaster ! 

We much prefer to Mr. B. 

Ve^squez, Rembrandt, even P. 

P . Rtoens or Yandyke, for we 
like oldness in a master. 

Humour.” Heavens, why 
It s hut a pleasure killer ! ^ 

Acaiwe of weary yawn and sigh, 

^ch makes us almost long to Ay 
To those old jokes collected by 
A certain Mr. Miller. 


In politics Newcastle, too, 

With programme was prophetic ; 

And now Leeds leads, ana shows who’s 
who. 

The Grand Old Man — there ’s age for 
you!— 

Has found much better things to do, 

Not prosy but poetic. 

But all the things, so new in time. 

Are notlmg to the woman. 

now is “ new,” and seeks to climb 
lo heights which seem to her sublime ; 
[Excuse the execrable rhyme) 

She is indeed a rum ’nn. 

Of course we know that youth is sweet ; 

Old women are not charming ; 

But no old woman we could meet, 

With featless form and formless feet. 

Tins wild New Woman now could heat, 

She ’s perfectly alarming, 

j ^d bells, wild belles like these 
New-fangled fancies screaming ; 

^ woman bound to please, 

A lady, always at her ease, 

N^manlike woman, by degrees 
More man that woman seeming* 

Old ’94, who now has fled, 

Encouraged blatant boldness 
In things called “ new,” as we have said ; 
New ’95, now he is ciead, 

Might bring some things which are instead 
Remarkable for oldness. 



A YITAL QUESTION. 
(Asked at a Benny Beading,) 

“ Who will stand on either hand,' 
And keep the bridge with me ? ** 
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“SHOULD CHRISTMAS BE ABOLISHED? 

[A symposium on the above question appears in 
the December Number of The Idler ^ 

With wliat philosophy sublime 
The institetions are discussed, 

Which foolish men of olden time 
Were well content to tahe on trust I 
“ Is life one great mistake P ’’ we cry* 

“Our modem teachers deem it so ; ” 

“ Man^s place shall woman occupy ? ” 

And now this last— “ Shall Christmas go ? 

They mock at an^ plea for mirth, 

With line derision they allude 
To any wish for peace on earth 
As just a pulpit platitude ; 

This Christmas-time, it seems, is fraught 
With fancies anything but clever; 

The lessons that Chahles Dickens taught 
Are obsolete, and gone for ever ! 

They tell us, in their stead, to praise 
The jokes on seasonable ills, 

_ The epigrams on quarter-days, 

I The jeux d* esprit on mud and bills'; 

' But as for honest glee and cheer, 

! Since every cause for j oy ’ s demolished. 
Why, Christmas, too, it amply clear. 
Should be left out -in fact, “ abolished.” 

Well, let them talk ; to please themselves 
By all means let them demonstrate 
That fairies, Santa Claus, and elves 
Are manifestly out-of-date. 

Well, let them talk ; and find a joy 
In cynicdl philosophy, 
i But every English girl and boy 

Will give their empty words the He ! 

Nor only these : In every land 
When Christmas brings, to brighten life. 
The sturdy grip of hand with handj 
The softened heart, ^ the ended strife,— 
Then air your pessimistic views. 

Then ask again, “ Shall Christmas go ? ” 
And find your answer, if you choose. 

In one emphatic, hearty— “NO ! ” 



THE CHEONICLES OE A EUEAL PAEISH. 

VIII. — After the Poll. 

I AM overwhelmed with congratulations, from all classes, from all 
sections, from all ranks, and I am acclaimed on all hands as a worthy 
head man for a Mudf ord, if not yet a model, village. Not the least 
welcome have been the communications which have reached me 
from those who have made my acquaintance in these published 
Chronicles. ^ The mayor of a borough whose charter dates well back 
into the beginning of the second half of the present century, wrote 
to say that he is emboldened by the fact that his wife’s maiden 
name commenced with a W to write to tell me how rejoiced he is to 
hear of my success. A gentleman writes from “ The Burning Plains 
of the Sahara” to say that he is always proud of the triumphs of a 
Tim 0 THY. (My daughter points out that this is clearly a forgery, 
since the Sahara m^ isn’t in till next week. But I can’t go into 
that.) Then there is a very important letter from Birmingham, of 
which I will only say that Winkins, who has backed many a BiH, 
may yet live to indorse a Programme. I may here add that there has 
been an attempt in some quarters to decry these Chronicles as 
absurd and imaginary. My Birmingham correspondent describes 
them as “an important picture of things as they actually are.” 
He is right. I am as serious as a Prime Minister. 

My wife is back— which reminds me that I received a post-card, 
which has had the effect usually produced by a bomb. Here is what 
was on it : — 

APTEE THE POLL. 

After the poll is over, 

After the voting done, 

Mndford will be much duller, 

No more election fun. 

But ONE man will be more happy, 

Not so disturbed in Ms soul (?), 

V^iNKiNS^s wife is come back now— 

After the PoU! 

Of course, I should have destroyed the card at once— but I was out 
when it came, and Maria read it first I What happened was a good 


instance of the monstrous way in which one man’s sm is another 
man’s punishment. In this case (1) it was my wife who had 
persisted in going away, and (2) it was an unknown post-cardist 
who had written the insulting doggerel. Yet I paid the entire 
penalty. 

The great puzzle— who is the seventh councillor ?— is stiU unsolved. 
All that has happened so far is that Mrs. Letham Havitt and Mrs. 
Ahble March are no longer on speaking terms. It has leaked out 
that Mrs. March had more plumpers than Mrs. Havitt, whereupon 
ructions — as Jacky, who has just come home for the Christmas 
holidays says. I think he ’s quite right. 

Our Parish Council meets next Monday— on the 7th. With the 
New Year we commence our reign of benencent activity. I need 
hardly say that it is certain that I am to be Chairman. My position 
on the poll suggests it, common decency demands it, moreovtr I ex- 
pect it. I refuse to believe that I shall he disappointed. 


A HLAD NEW YEAR. 

A Eeflecting lioundeL 

“ A Q-lad New Year ! ” Why, bless my heart, how fast 
The time flies by I The year ’s no sooner here 
Than it is gone and numbered with the past— 

A G-lad New Year ! 

Eor some the sun shines bright, the sky is clear, 

No threatening clouds o’erhead exist to cast 
A single shadow. Yet, ah me, how drear 
The sad estate in which some fives are passed 1 
The day when none are sad may not be near, 

But then— and not till then— there ’ll be at last 
A G-lad New Year ! 


TJp-to-batb Version for ma.ture VniaiNs and prematurely 
OR izzLED WoRKENe Men.— T hey whom the gods donH love, dye 
young I 
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THE OLD EERIITMAJS''S NEW FARE. 

Air — Twwlcenhmi Ferry ** 

O-Hoi-TE-Ho I Ho-ye-ho ! Who ’s for the ferry ? 

moon sails on hiah^ and the snow ^s coming doton,) 

^ hght gleams afar, and the church chimes are merry, 

Timir message goes pealing o’er country and town. 

The ferryman’s grey, and the ferryman 's old ; 

the pasmger ’s yoimg, and the passenger’s bold ; 

And he s fresh as a pippin, and brown as a berry, 
tie laughs at the night, and he heeds not the cold. 

0-hoi*ye-ho, Ho-ye-ho, Ho-ye-ho-Ho ! 

^“^i-ye-ho, Ho-ye-ho I “I’m for the ferry ! ” 

(( moow rides on high^ and the snow coming down^ 
i®^e it ’s late that it is, but I care not a penny ; 

—ti ll brave the roup^h river and winter’s grim frown.” 

tns hands in his pockets, and oh I he looked brave 
-^^^e toughtest old tar who e’er ventured the wave. 

*« Av t cheeks like a rose, and his lips like a cherry, 

^ ! sure, andyou ’re welcome ! Your presence all crave ! ” 
0-hoi-ye-ho, Ho-ye-ho, Ho-ye-ho-Ho ! 

^“'^i-yc-ho. Ho ! One flits slow from the ferry. 

coming down,) 

form, and with footfall unsteady ; 

^lo u d th ink ’twas a ghost at the dawn-si^ial flown, 
ine ferryman turns on the phantom a glance, ' 

^ A ]^tmgster there glitter and dance, 

^d with' youth like a star in the stern of the wherry 
iJmre is but one watchword for Time,— tis “Advance f ” 
0-hoi-ye-ho, Ho-ye-ho, Ho-ye-ho- JEo 1 

Ho-ye-ho ! Old is that ferry, 

drifting down,) 

otiJl, older that steersman, though stalwart and steady. 

And ^y a journey and fare hath he known. 

For the Ferryman ’s Time, and his fares are the Years, 

And they greet him with smiles, and oft leave him ia tears, 
And the wuth whc^to-night takes his seat in that wherry, 
:^ows not how^s freighted with hopes and with fears. 
0-hoi-ye-ho, Ho-ye-ho, Ho-ye-ho-Ho I 


0-hoi-ye-ho-Ho ! ’Hinett-Pive tries the ferry, 

(TAe moon rides on high, and the snow silvers down,) 

There ’s a smile on his lips, and his laughter is merry ; 

Right little he bodeth of Fortune’s dark frown. 

But the Ferryman’s old, and the Ferryman knows 
That River of Tears, with its j’oys and its woes ; 

But we’U msh the young fare a snug seat in Time’s wherry, 
And sun on his way, thou^ he starts ’midst the snows. 
0-hoi-ye-ho, Ho-ye-ho, Ho-ye-ho-Ho ! ! 


THE WINTER ACADEMY OE 1996 . 

{An Elegant Eostract from a Futwre EeveloagmmJb,) 

The Committee this year has wisely been recruited from the 
Master Bill Posters’ G-uild ; the old-fashioned method of “ hanging ” 
is abandoned, and advertisements are now “ stuck” on the walls hy 
the Hew “ B ” Q-um Process (for which Sir J. Millboard contributes 
a charming illustration Ho. 20,000). During a preliminary survey, 
we were astonished by the blatant excellence of the exhibition. “ A 
J!fae?e/or PiW,’’ by Mr. Lowthee R. Cade (Ho. 2006), is 
especiaRy delicate and sudden ; the tone is aluminium throughout, 
and although no children are represented as bodily on the machine, 
a Kineto-Phonograph inserted in the axle dexterously responds to a 
penny in the slot— when the youthful athletes are both seen and 
Acarrf in the adjacent horse-pond. “ Gregory the QratefuP^ 
(Ho. 612) fully sustains Dr. Dtteeson’s reputation for historical 
advertisement; by pressing a spring the Pope actually swallows the 
powder, and seems to like it. It is quite equal to this Master’s 
(hlumhus in Wall Street ” of last year. Mr. G-. Moeland’s 
Carter^ s Fill-gathering in the Old Kent Eoad^^ (Ho. 69) is too 
realistio for. modem taste; the flne oaks in the background are 
^wlutelykdden by placards; but Lord Boxall’s “ While there is 
lAfe there is Soap ” (Ho. 15,000z) is truly impressionist ; the life is full 
of soap, and the soap full of life. In “ Glycerine ” (unnumbered), by 
u Ifx Presidentess), we have a fine example of 

The Newer Symbolism, — a patent revolving motor displays its 
liquidity to equal advantage upside down. 

•Mtogeth® the show is calculated to promote business — ^which is 
the true end of Art ; it also opens out infinite possibilities for house- 
decoration. 
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AN ‘‘OLD MASTER’S” GROWL. 

Burlington House^ January 1, 1895, 

It’s all very pretty to hang ns^ up here, 

And pretend that yon worship our genius and paint ; 
You fancy it *s “ Cultchah ” that rings in the year — 
But it ain’t ! 



W 


You find us, you say, “ a delight to the eye ; ” 

You exclaim that “such painting you never did see ! ” 

You “ do” us— -then scamper below with the cry— 

“Cup o’ tea!” 

‘ ‘ Old Masters,” indeed I It ’ s “ Young Students ’ ’ with you — 
To their show in your thousands you flock in the spring ; 

But of Me you exclai^ as you come in my view— 

“ What a thing ! ” 

Ju«t six months ago in these rooms you 'd declare 
It was “ exquisite Art ” that you saw ; you forgot 

That you ’d said that of us. Bah ! What do you care ? 

Not a jot ! 

Of course, there are some who are men of the day, 

Who belong to the band of the talented few ; 

Bight gladly we put forth our hand, as we say— 
“Howdedo?” 

For example, young Eaphajel— my excellent friend— 

And the later Italians and Germans as well. 

They consider Sir Frederic Leiohton no end 
Of a swell 

Then Betnolds declared, in the course of a chat, 

The “ Cherry Ripe ’’picture of Millais to be 

As good as “ Renehpe BoothhyP What ’s that ? 

^ So does he 


Yar" de Yelde asserts he knows less of a wave. 

It’s colour and drawing, than Moore at his best. — 

But when of your Coles and your HuinaiES you rave, 

I protest ! 

Talk of Titiak and Watts in a breath — ^whicb you may ; 

Young Gilbert and SwAif you may praise if you will ; 
But the thought of the annual summer display 
Makes me ill I 

Yet that’s what the mass of the people enjoyed. 

And the few who come here, both the great and the small. 
Mostly come to be seen. What — you think I ’m annoyed ? 
Eotatalll 

We expect it. — ^I said just as much to Yandtcr:— 

There’s but one in a hundred that comes who ’ll descry 
The beauty of Art. It ’s the sham I dislike. 

Well — good-bye ! 


HOYST TO WRITE AN EXTRA NUMBER. 

{An Up-to-date fragmerl for Tuletide. ) 

The author was hard at work. He heeded not the snow that beat 
^gainst the window, nor the wintry wind that whistled through the 
'eafless trees. The fire burned brightly in the grate, and the 
hadows on the walls seemed to inspire him with seasonable tales. 

He wrote for dear life, as his 
cjpy was late, and he knew 
that the printers were cla- 
mouring for more and more 
from his facile pen. Every 
now and again he glanced at 
a volume of drawings [there 
were many sketches in the 
book on his desk), and, paus- 
ing for a moment, seemed to 
be lost in thought. Then he 
would resume his labours 
with fresh energy. Yery 
rarely he would murmur to 
himself, and then his words would be few. 

“Confusion!” he muttered on one such occasion; “how the 
Dickens (or should it be Thackeray ?) am I to get in the Christmas 
waits ? ” He pondered for a moment, and then his eyes glistened with 
delight. ‘ ‘ Eureka ! I have it ! They must appear in a dream. Y es, 
that will get over the difficulty, they must appear in a dream !. ” 

And then he continued his writing. During the whole day he had 
been hard at work. His breakfast was scarcely touched. He waved 
away the servant girl who would have set before him his lunch. It 
was now close upon his customary dinner hour, but still he insisted 
upon isolation. Even the wife of his devotion did not dare to come 
near him. She knew that he would not speak to her, but only east 
at her a glance. But such a glance ! A terrible tirade compressed 
into a solitary look I 

The short day waned and passed away. The evening quickly 
changed into night. There were cheery songs without, as it was 
Christmas Eve, when all men were thinking of wassail, and holly 
and mistletoe. Even the performers in the forthcoming pantomime 
were nearing the close of their last rehearsal, when they would go 
back to their homes to count ihe^ mince pies and glance for the last 
rime ai the cooking of the familiar plum pudding. 

At lengt h the writer was interrupted, and by his old familiar friend. 

“I wul not disturb you,” said the caller, taking up a newspaper 
and commencing its perusal; “I know 
how busy you are. and will be silent as 
Cornhill on a Sunday.” 

The writer nodded and continued his 
work. Elis pen moved quicker and 
quicker until at length it stopped. 

* ‘ Hurrah ! ” shouted the author, ‘ ‘ At 
last my task is completed. I have 
brought in every cut and got through 
the necessary number of lines. Yes, my 
dear old comrade, I have done. The 
printer will be satisfied, and the pub- 
lisher will cease to be alarmed. And 
DOW, my dear fellow, I can enjoy Christ- 
mas conscious of the fact that I have 
thorougMy earned a holiday.” 

“Ah!” observed the visitor glancing at the recently-written 
pages ; “ I see you have been writing something for Yuletide.” 

“Yuletidcl’’ exclaimed the author. “Why, that was accomp- 
lished ages ago. Ho, my dear fellow, I have just finished a summer 
number timed to appear in August. I shan’t think of touching the 
work of next year’s Christmas until April ! ” 
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“YOTT CAME TO TEA.” 

In spite of Eate invincible, 

Of lack of wit, and lack of 
gold, 

Of pictures that too cbeaply sell, 
Or pictures never sold, 

Ob, vet , when I am old and grey, 
if old and grey I bve to be, 

I shall recall one happy day, 
The day you came to tea ! 

You came. Of course I am 
aware 

You did not, could not, come 
alone. 

You were between the million- 
aire 

And a stout chaperon. 

My work they called to criticise, 
JBut what they said I do not 
know, 

For gleams of laughter in your 
eyes 

That seemed to come and go. 

The hun^j^g moments how I 
rued I 

There flashed a scheme into 
my brain. 

With unexpected tea, I would 
My visitors detain. 

The ever-willing household 
slave 

Into my service I impressed ; 

To her my tea, my gold I gave, 
She vowed to do the rest. 

That tea was strong, for all my 
hoard. 

Some half a pound, two 
shilling tea, 

Into the teapot had been 
poured— 

Only the milk— ah pie ! 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 



THE SHAKSPEARE LESSON. 

Soliday T%tor {quoting ) — 

** * Letting I dare not wait upon I would, 
Like the poor oat in the adage.* 

Now, George, what is an adage?** 

George, place to keep Oats inI** 


So pallid, comfortless a stream, 
Into your cup I saw it glide. 

For a true jug oi country cream 
I felt I would have (ued ! 

But with the cake I was con- 
tent, 

Its richness no one could 
mistake. 

For my whole store the slave 
had spent 
On a superior cake. 

*Twas aU in layers, almonded. 
And crowned with white and 
rosy ice : 

“What a delightful cake!” 
you said ; 

“But, please, a smaller 
slice I 


I flushed and stammered. I 
suspect 

A pound I’d cut you un- 
aware. 

On what I did could I reflect 
W'hen you were sitting there ? 

That revel, ah, how soon ’twas 
o’er! 

How swiftly came the mo- 
ment when [door, 

After my guests I shut the 
I mounted to my den. 


Then down I sat beside the wall. 
And, feeling doubtful and 
amazed, 

I strove your accent to recall 
As at your chair I gazed. 

I heard your soft laugh echo 
through [to me, 

The dingy room grown dear 
Where now was silence ; and 
I knew 

That you had been to tea ! 


THE POLITE GUIDE TO THE CIYIL SEEYICE. 

{By an Affable Philosopher omd Oowrteous Guide,) 

How TO Eeceive a Deputation. 

It does not take very long to make yourself quite at home as 
Secretary of the Public Squander Department— the oJQioe I will sup- 
pose you to be fiUiug. You will find everything ready to your hand. 

All you will have to remember is this — ^the 
golden rule of the Service— that what was 
done last year, should be followed this, 
and arranged lor next. Ministries may 
0 , but the 


come and Cabinets may 
P. S. D, continues for ever. The policy of 
the office must never be disturbed. If it 
has been the custom (say) to put orange- 
trees in the open spaces under the con- 
trol of the Department out to bloom in 
February, under no consideration what- 
ever must the date be changed. It may 



when there is nothing more interesting 
ripe for discussion) that July would be 
the better month. It may be declared 
that an orange-tree taken &om a hot- 
house and thrust into the uncertam 
ato^osphere of the Metropolis, and indeed 
the provinces, stands less chance of 
weathering that climate in the second 
month of the year than it would in the 
seventh. That may be very true, but 
what has been done by the Public 
Squander Department once should be 
repeated for ever. If an alteration has 


^ xur ever, ju an alteration has 

to be made it umst not 1^ accoinplished except “under-pressure.” 
Questions must be asked m the House, returns moved for, and il 
the rest of it. So long as the alteration can be resisted, it is the duty 
% Department to stand shoulder to shoulder to 
oppose. You will :^d apase m pomt in the matter of your own net 
condition of ^^rtones.” Ton will rewlleot (if yon 
have a good memory) that “ Milestones ” were the steps of the stS- 



case that led you from the hall of Parliament to the comfortable 
apartments reserved for the special use of the Secretary of the P. S. D. 

“ I do not think we need bother about those Milestones,” you will 
say to the Chief Clerk after you have got accustomed to your mes- 
sengers and have chosen your easiest of easy chairs ; “ I daresay there 
are many matters of more pressing importance.” 

The courteous official to whom you have made the suggestion will 
readily acquiesce, and then inform you that a deputation are anxious 
to see you upon the subject. And here you will find one of the dis- 
advantages inseparably connected with making a question exclusively 
your own. The moment you come into 
power you are expected to do some- 
thing. It is of course unreasonable, 
but none the less for that unavoidable. 

“ I think you had better see them, 

Si^” the Chief Clerk vdll observe. 

“ They know the ropes fairly well, and 
I do not think we shall get much 
peace until you have got rid of them. 

Of course, we have sent them travel- 
ling a bit, but they have got hack to 
us at last,” 

“ Sent them a— travelling ? ” you 
will query. 

“ Well, yes. We have referred them 
to this department, where they have 
been askecL to apply to that. They 
have been passed on irom office to 
office until they have come back to us. 

It is the rule of the game. And now 
I think the time has arrived when you 
should see them in person.” 

Of course, you have nothing to 
do hut to take your subordinate’s 

advice. It is one of the regulations of the Civil Service that the tail 
wags^ the dog. It stands to reason that a man who has grown 
grey in^e Department is more l^ely to know the business of the 
better than you who have just joined. So the spokesman of 
the deputation receives a poHte communication informing him that 
I you will he pleased to see him and his friends at such and such a 
I date. Of course, you are furnished with the names of the friends in 
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advance, and. yonr private secretary (your rig:lit-liaad 
man) makes it his special hnsiness to post yon up in all 
that is necessary ahont them. The day arrives, and 
with it the depntation. If the Honse is sitting, yon 
see the Members in yonr own room. If looks well if yon 
can show yonr accosters how small a chamber yon occnpy, 
and how h^d at work yon have to be at all honrs of the 
day and^ night. Failing a meeting in Parliament, yon 
can receive them in the Department itself. In this case 
contrive, if possible, to see them in ofOicial nniform. 
Chat with them after yon have been to a or Cabi- 
net, or something of that sort. It gives yon a distinct 
, advantage if yon can overawe them with the glories of a 
' weU-feathered cocked-hat, and many yards (chiefly on 
the back of yonr coat) of gold lace. 

Yon will have, of conrse, in attendance npon yon 
several heads of departments. These gentlemen will say 
nothing, but will look wonders. If yon are at loss for 
flgnres or facts, yon will glance at them and make a bold 
statement. ^ That daring declaration wiU, of conrse, be 
qnalified with the announcement that it is made “ to the 
best of vonr belief.” Ton will turn yonr face towards 
the heads, and they will receive yonr mnte appeal with 
sympathetic attention They wifl. not say anything, but 
wall, I repeat, look wonders. They wiU not be compre- 
hensible, but merely convincing. 

Chairs wUl have been set for the members of the depn- 
tation. Some of yonr visitors wiU be personaUv known 
to yon, and these yon wiU greet with ennsion. Remem- 
ber that von ninst be nothing if not genial. Single out 
for special cordiality the spokesman. Kot, of course, one 
of yonr parliamentary colleagues who is going to intro- 
duce yonr visitors to yon, but the principal member of the 
depntation. If yon have to contradict him in the conrse 
of the interview yon will have the sympathy of his col- 
leagues, and they wiU be glad to see one who has the 
pleasure of yonr acquaintance (why should he have it 
more than thev ?) soundly snubbed. After every one has 
got comfortably into their places, yon wiU ask if the 
Press are to be present. If the reply is in the affirmative 
(as it most jjrobably wiU be, as all deputations like to see 
themselves in print), continue vour generalities, and say 
with a good-natured laugh, “that yon must be on yonr 
guard.” If the interview is not to be reported, then yon 
require no further guide. Yon can say or do almost any- 
thing in reason. But assuming that the reporters are to 
be present (and here it may be observed that, if yonr 
private secretary knows his business, the gentlemen of 
the Press will to some extent be “selected”), yon must 
be more careful. 

Ton wiU listen to yonr parliamentary coUeagne’s speech 
of introduction and the address of yonr friend the spokes- 
man with many silent tokens of goodwiU. "When there 
is a trace of a compliment yon will smile and bow, and 
if any figures are introduced yon wiU ask to have them 
repeated, and make a note of them on a piece of paper. 
It does not matter what kind of paper yon use, as the 
piece will subsequently disappear into the basket reserved 
for valueless documents. 

Yon will ask several questions, and, when the spokes- 
man has completed his harangue, yon will look round to 
see if anyone desires to follow him. If there is any 
hesitation, commence yonr reply at once. But if anyone 
is ready, let him speak. It is far better that the eloquence 
of the depntation should come out (like the measles) 
rather than be suppressed. When yonr visitors have had 
their turn, then will come yours. 

Of conrse the less yon say the better. I do not mean 
in words, but in purport. If yon have time yon can 
chatter for an hour, but that chatter should be abso- 
lutely innocuous. Remember not to give yourself away. 
Mind, yon are bound in office bv nothing yon have 
uttered out of it. Be genial. Indulge in small jokes. 
Let them be at yonr own expense. Complain that yon are 
powerless. Explain that had yon your way yon would do 
all sorts of good things, but “ that tpant, the Chancellor 
of the Exchequer,” interferes. It is not the fault of the 
Public Squander Department, but the crime of the 
Treasury. Wind up by assuring the members of the 
depntation of yonr personal sympathy, and assure them 
that yon will take “ an early opportunity of laying the 
representations they have made before yonr colleagues.” 

By following these directions yon maybe sure that you 
win gain golden opinions. Yon ^1 be thanked with ejffn- 
sion for yonr courtesy, and yonr visitors will retire entirely 
satisfied with the reception that has been accorded to them. 



“I SAT, TiBBtNS, OLD MaN, IS IT TRUE THAT YOUR WlFE HAS BEEN HKED 
TO RESIGN AT THE OmPHALB ClUB % ” 

“Well, yes; you see the Committee found that she *d been guilty of 
Dngentlbmanlt Conduct.'* 


TO AITHEA.- 

If ever this message should find yon, 

I think that perhaps yon will guess 
Who sent it, in hopes to remind yon 
Of one who has not yonr address, 

And who if he had dare not use it. 

The chaperones eye to offend. 

Althea, yet do not refuse it. 

The humble good wish of a friend ! 

To give yon a New Year’s greeting, 
Explain, what I cannot explain. 

How; yonr look, at our very last meet- 

Is photographed flrin on my brain. 


(Out of Town.) 

Without yon, I ’m twenty years older ; 

And yet I ’m glad yon ’re away. 

For each day it grows darker and 
colder. 

The sky is a smoky brown-grey, 

ALTiraA— I am weary of winter 
Without yon I The fogs never clear. 
My missive I send to the printer 
To tell yon how dull it is here* 

I hope yon are faring far better, 

I trust, as I bid yon adieu, 

Thst yon may divine that this letter 
Is really intended for yon ! 
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“RICHARD HIMSELF AGAIN” 

“ErBTXJEi?’ again WMttington^ Pantomime of London” were the 
words to tlie chimes that on or about Boxing Day must have been i 
ringing in the ears of Mr. Ex-Sheriff Baebis, Knight, and spectacle 1 
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her comic vocalism with a touch of sentiment that makes^the^whole 
world kin after it has had its grin. Miss Maete Moeteose, too, is 
winsome, and. so are Misses Agnes Hewitt, Eva Westlake, and 
MadgeLitcas. Tnfact, the openingis well played by “all concerned.” 
It is a wonder that, after the first innings of the morning perform- 
ance, they should have scored so heavily in the evening^ s representa- 
tion. But score they do, and are likely to “continue the move- 
ment” until Easter. 

The scenery must be seen. It bafides description. Who could 
paint the sun? Who could 
report the wonders of the 
solar sjrstem? A first im- , 

pressionist would declare that 
the gorp^eous production of 
colour, light, and form, could 
only be adequately suggested 
by the word “ Haeeis.” So 
the entire audience thought ^ 

on Boxing Night. Let it be 

inown that after the wonder- wJ/mmlKKk 

ful “ Feabt of Lanterns” lf%L 

Scene, Sir AxTOUSTtrs was called WmlUuBSm^k^ 

to the front three or four times, ^ | WmmKmn^k A 

and might have “gone on” f 1 

indefinitely so far as the house j-y 

was concerned. Indeed, tho 

enthusiasm stowed no sigtt of ■- » Coolo'ancLGaze.” 

dimmutionwhen the lessee had “ ... .-nii n 


“ Listening to the Belles.” 

maker from morn to dawn. This is not the first time that our own 
DatTEiOLANirshas chosen the intermittent LordMayor (for did not Dieh 
pass the chair thrice ?) as the subject for his annual. That he has 
been wise in making the selection has been proved by the result. 8ir 
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made his exit. Still the Gallery ( ailed for ^ Abeis . still the Stalls 
expressed their opinion by the gentle tapping of weU-gl(^ed hands. 
Nay more, there were members of the superior classes who not onlj’ 
rapped out their applause, but roared with laughter. From nrst 
to last, thanks to a thoroughly appreciative (and yet discriminating) 
audience, the play went admirably. ^ 

So the bells will ring for Whittington for a long time to come. 
And where the belles Ere there will be found the beai^. To con- 
tinue the association of ideas, the shot of Sir Axtgustps has ended in 
a hit. It does not take a prophet to predict that Dich will not only 




“Haulbythe>a.” 


Augustus (with the assistance of his literary colleagues, Messrs, H. 
Hajmilton and Waltee BALEiGer, and his chief of the staff, Mr. 
Aethue Collins) has beaten his own record. Nothing better than 
the present show has been seen at Drury Lane within the recollection 
of the existing generation. And it is highly probable that the 
memory of man does not, anent times past, run to the contrary. 

The ex-sheriff has begun a new lease of the old house, and seem- 
ingly has taken the success he has so long established on the 
premises as one of the fixtures. A most excellent commencement to 
a contract that should be highly satisfactory to both manager and 
public. 

So much for pantomimic things in general, and now to turn to 
details in particular. The book of the words is decidedly a superior 
article. Hitherto when the Drury Lane Annual has contained a 
fault the mistake has been discovered in “the cackle.” On former 
occasions it has been said (by the dyspeptic and consequently disap- 
pointed) that “the turns of the halls” have been too numerous. 
Those excellent comedians Messrs. Dak Leno aud Heebeet Camp- 
bell have sometimes been a little too much in evidence to suit every 
taste. In 1894-95 they have plenty to do, but only enough to satisfy 
the most fastidious. They are quite as amusing as usual, and when 
•the curtain falls before “ the transformation” people are rather in- 
clined to ask for more than to say that they have had qni^e enough. 
This is the token of a good sign. Then the Brothers Geieeiths are 
particularly pleasing. That member of the brethren who plays the cat 
IS at once comic and pathetic. He makes Malkin quite a loveable 
character. Then Miss Ada Blanche, as Bicky is aftogether a hero 
of romanoei She may sing the old songs of the halls, hut she tempers 


he the centre of numberless matineeSy but the hero of at least a 
hundred nights. Bick will listen to his hells until Easter changes 
the mnsic. 

WHrfDOST THOU SING? 

Why dost thou sing ? Is it because thou deemest 
We love to hear thy sorry quavers ring ? 

My poor delude d girl, thou fondly dreamest I 
Why dost thou sing ?j 

Why dost thou sing ? I ask thy sad relations— 

They shake their heads, and answer with a sigh. 

They can explain thy wild hallucinations 
No more than I, 

Why dost th(iU sing ? Why wilt thou never weary 
Why wilt thou warble half a note too fiat ? 

I can conceive no reasonable theory 
To tell me that. 

Why dost thou sing ? 0 Lady, have we ever 
In thought or action done thee any wrong ? 

Then wherefore should’ st thou visit us for ever 
With thy one song ? 

Why dost thou sing ?— None offers a suggestion, 

None dares to do so desperate a thing. 

And Echo only answers to my questien, 

“ "^y dost thou sing f ” 



January 12, 1895.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 


TALL TALES OF SPORT AND ADVENTURE. 

{By Mr, BvmlCs oym Short Story-tdUr,) 

Introduction. 

Not many li-ving men, and even fewer in tie ages that are past, 
have— if I may use the word— sported with greater assiduity and 
sncoess than I have during a life which is even now little past its 
middle period. At one time on horseback, at another on the bound- 
ing and impulsive elephant ; now bestriding the matchless dromedary 
on his native prairie, now posted on Tfoot in a jungle crowded with 
golden pheasants in aU the native splendour of their plumage ; some- 
times matching my solitary craft against a host of foxes on the swell- 
ing uplands of Leicestershire, sometimes facing the Calydonianboar or 
the sanguinary panther in their woodland lairs, dealing showers of 
leaden death from a hundred tubes, or tracking mv fearful nrev bv 
the lonely light of a wax vesta and ^ , 

despatching it at midnight with - " " ' 

my trusty bowie —wherever there / 

were leagues to be walked, risks to / 

be run, or fastnesses to be rushed 

there not only have I been the first, / \ r /V. 

but (paradoxical as it may appear) / V 

there also have I succeeded and f 

have never been successfully fol- '• " 

lowed. My experiences are there- 

fore unique, and it is in the hope , ” {”'4* '"4 

that they may to some extent profit ' ; 

a younger generation, less inured, i / 

I fear, to hardship and danger than . i ^ 

my own, that I now set pen to ' ® 

paper and recount some of the - ' ^ 

exploits that have made my name . - 

famous wherever sport is loved ^ 

and true sportsmen are revered. / 

A less modest man might have . ' / 

said more, but one whose deeds ' \ / A J 

speak for him in every quarter of \ L | ^ 

the world may well be content to TT3 

leave to punier men the ridiculous 

trumpeting braggadocio that too '' ' i ^ 

often makes so-called sportsmen '.a 

the laughing stock of society. For V 

myself, I can never forget the ^ 

lesson I learned at an early age 

from my dear father, himself a 

shikari of no common order, though ' p f 

to be sure, as he himself would be lb t 

the first to admit if he were alive, f 

the exploits of the son (I had no jS 

brothers) have now thrust the 

parental nerformances into the ^ 

background. Still, it was my ^ ^ 

father who first inculcated upon 

my infant mind the daring, the 

ignorance of fear, the contempt of 

danger, and the iron endurance 

which have since made me a house- « Bfeniad indHfiH 

hold word. Heaven rest the old ne^dmdeed 


Yt 


* Hepiad mdeedjeen ten bocksJ 


I man! He sleeps his last sleep far away in the Desert of Golden 
I Sand, with no nead-stone to mark his resting-place, and neither 
the roaring of his old enemies the tigers, nor the bellowing of the 
countless alligators who infest the spot can rouse him any more. 
Alas! it was trustfulness that destroyed him. He was gored to 
death by a favourite rhinoceros that he had rescued at a tender age 
when its mother was killed, and had brought up to know and, as he 
thought, to love him. But I have always thought myself that the 
rhinoceros was a treacherous brute, and though I have often been 
asked to tame one, for presentation to this or that Emperor, I have 
consistently declined. 

Marvellous, however, as my father was in his day for his exploits 
and his variegated bags of game, he was perhaps even more wonder- 
ful for the unswerving accuracy with which he was accustomed to 
relate his adventures. Far and wide over the steppes of Central 
Asia, the burning regions of equatorial Africa, the precipitous 
haunts of the American Grizzly, and the wild retreats of the 
ferocious Albanian pig — everywhere, in short, where he had set 
foot or drawn trigger, this peculiarity of his was known ^d appreci- 
ated, and many a respectful sobriquet did it earn for him from the 
savage tribes amongst whom he spent the best years of his life. In 
Kashmir he was known as FeiM Ton^ that is, the man who cannot lie; 
amongst the swarthy Zambesians the name of Govun Bettir (the Un- 
defeated and Yeracious Man) was a name to conjure with even when 
in their moments of warlike passion the tribesmen rushed madly 
through their primeval thickets, shouting their terrible war-cry, 
“ Itzup ures Leeve^^ that is, “ Death to the white-faced robbers.’^ 


But what I wished specially to relate about my poor father was 
the lesson of truthfulness which he inculcated upon me at an early 
age. He and I (I was then but a lad of twelve) had been hunting 
the ferocious Pilsener gemsbock through the wild Lagerland in which 
he makes his home. It happened one morning that we had parted 
company. To me was assigned the duty of beating through the 
Bier-Wald, the dense forest which stretches mile upon mile in un- 
broken gloom to the confines of the Boose-See. The Fates were 
propitious. Wherever I turned I saw a victim, and one after 
another I brought down with unerring aim twenty-four (as I 
thought) of these noble animals, whose horns are now worth a king’s 
ransom, and might, even in those distant days, have rescued a 
minor German Prince from captivity. Hastening home with my 
booty loaded upon my back— I was a strong boy for my age, but of I 
course nothing to what I have since become — ^I met my dear father 
just as I reached the door of the hut which served us for hunting i 

quarters. Joyously I cast down my 
burden, and sprang to his side. But 
my father wore an expression of 
-v ' ' - ' ' annoyance, and I soon discovered 

■ Vi Y r. that the luck had been against him. I 

' /He had indeed seen ten bocks, but i 

for some reason his aim had lacked 
1 accustomed deadhness, and he 

' had come back empty-handed. I 
Uy condoled with him in a boy’s art- | 

W less fashion, and proceeded to teH 
MW W fortunate I had been. I 

^ “How many have you shot?” 

^ asked me. 

nnTrftvVl^^^ “ Twenty-four,” was my reply. 

J J I V ** Count them,” said my father. 

u ^ ip^ge of 

astonishment when I found 

twenty-six had fallen to my 
^ counted again and again. 

' iitP ' ' A BM Yes, there were twenty-six of them, 

gp jioMSo ' H — W’ith one of my shots I must have 

1 !& 1 J brought down three. In the agita- 

tion of the moment I had over- 
JbA looked this. I told my father that 

\ W I j 'JLff, I had made a slight mistake, and 

\ i' ^ ' JyY' endeavoured to explain how it had 

arisen. But my father was in- 

^ ^ ^ ^ 

said you had shot twenty-four, y;ou 

A actually killed twenty-six, I 

^ yl must suffer.” 

Over the rest of the painful 
scene I draw a veil. The shrieks 
' - of mother, who implored 

— - pardon for me on her bended 
f ' YtYYi imees, still seem to ring in my 

ears. Since that time I have al- 
” ways respected not only the strict 
truth, but also the leather thongs 
seen ten bocks.^' whion are in use in the Lagerland 

for the droves of untameable cattle 
I that roam the prairies. This was my lesson, and I have ntver, 
never forgottenjt. 


TO AN OLD FLAME.— (Twenty Years apteb.) 

A LITTLE girl, a charming tiny tot, 

I weU remember you with mainr a curl. 

Although I recollect you said, “I’m not 
A little girl.” 

We parted. Mid the worry and the whirl 
Of life, again, alas ! I saw you not. 

I kept you in my memory as a pearl 
of winsome childhood. So imagine what 

A shook it was this morning to unfurl 
My morning paper, there to see you Ve got 
A little girl ! 

Something to Live eor.— The Fall Mall Gazette aimounoed last 
Friday that “ a bevy of head-masters will appear in the pulpit of St, 
Paul’s this month.” How many go to a “ bevy” we are not aware, 
though perhaps we might ascertain it from Sir Druriolanus, who 
could inform us, after several crowded houses, how many go to see 
the “ bevy,” and how many combine to make up a “ bevy,” of ballet 
beauties in the pantomime ; but putting it say at a dozen, the bevy 
of head-masters in their caps and gowns would find the pulpit of St. 
Paul’s rather a tight fit. Pretty sight though, anyway. 
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HARLEftlJIir HAECOUET, THE SLEEPING BEAUTY, AND THE PINANCIAL EAIEY PEINCE . — (See N&w Tea/r's Day Dream, 
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THE HEW YEAR’S DAY DREAM, 

A Tennysoniom FraqmmJb from the Popular 
Pcmtomime of Harlequin Harcourtf the 
Sleepi/ng Beauty^ and ths Fvncmdal Favry 
Prince,*^ 

r‘*Tlie Eevenue Returns,” says the Daily 
“ror the expired three quarters of the financial 
year show that a sum of close upon £62,000,000 
has been paid into the Exchequer. The Chan"- 
CELLOB OP THE EXCHEQUER’S estimated revenue 
for the whole year was a httle over £94,000,000. 
This is regarded as an indication of the revival of 
trade, and the promise of a substantial surplus for 
the next Budget.”] 

The Arriyal, 

All hlessdd boons, though coming late, 

To those who wait tihem issue forth, 

Eor skill in sequel works with fate. 

And draws the veil from hidden worth. 

He comes, Meat keeper of our tin. 

He is no Tory Hurlo-Thrumbo J 
A fairy Prince, with triple chin, 

And heavy-footed as poor Jumbo ! 

He comes, scarce knowing what he seeks, 
Though he has heard of Sleeping Beauties. 
He hath been dreaming many weeks 
Of Income Tax, Stamps, and Death Duties. 
He M charmed the party with his talk 
Of Graduation ; now grey fear 
Knocks at his ribs, Hs cheek’s like chalk. 
With thoughts of Revenue for the Year. 

More close and close his footsteps wind, 

I The next year’s Budget on ms heart. 

Erom Stamps and Liquor will he find 
Big plums ? Win rich taxpayers “ part ” ? 


Here ’s sleeping Trade ! “Lor! what a lark I ” 
He thinks. “ To wake her — ^were a spree I 
A kiss may lift those lashes dark : 

She can’t resist a buss — ^from Me ! ” 

The Revival. 

A touch, a smack ! A boxdd ear. 

There came the sound of a smart slap. 

The Fairy Prince, with cry of fear. 

His hand unto his cheek did clap. 

The Slewing Beauty gave a gape, 

A wide-mouthed yawn, a long - drawn 
stretch. 

He rubbed his chins, ‘ ‘ This is a jape I 
I knew my style the girl would fetch I 

“ In spite of aUthat WiLSoi?- says,* 

I trust those Revenue Returns. 

She does revive ! Be mine the praise I 
Bv Jove, though, how my left ear bums I 
I told ’em that I ’d do the trick 
With my new fakement, the Death Duties. 
Come, Miss, wake up I Revive, dear, quick ! 
You sleepiest of Sleeping Beauties I ” 

At last sweet slumbering Trade awoke. 

And on her couch her form upreared. 

The Prince smiled, rubbed his chins, and spoke. 

“ Ah, Wilson’s prophecy is queered. 

He swore that you would not revive, 

In his Cassandra-like Review, 

But don’t sit yawning I Look alive ! 

Or men will swear i ’ve humWgged you ! ” 

* ‘ All right ! ” said sleepy Trade. “ But still 


Say, have you passed that Irish Bill 
You schemed— long was it ago ? ” 
The Chancellor subdued a curse. 

Which scarce would serve for a reply, 

But dallied with his well-filled purse, 

And smiling, put the question by. 

A TALL ORDER. 

[“ The Emperor William is to have the Grand 
Order of the Imperial Chrysanthemum (the 
Japanese Garter) to add to his collection, ‘in recog- 
nition of the services rendered by German officers 
to J apanese officers in instructing them in military 
and naval science.’ —Daily Chr<miole,'\ 

Oh, the Fatherland, the happy Fatherland, 
With fresh happiness will hum. 

When their Emperor shall the Order wear 
Of the Jap Cbry-san-the-mum I 
He’s “a daisy’’ now, as the world doth 
know; 

But, oh . wonH he be thrice happy. 

When he sports the badge of the Golden 
Of the cute and grateful Jappy ? [Flower 
If John Chtnaman in the little Jap 
Has most surely caught a Tartar, 

J ap learned to war ’neath the Teuton Star, 

So will send him the Jap “ Garter.” 

Bull has given him tips, and has built him 
But the Jap don’t badge J. B. fships, 
Ho I Peace and War, like most other things, j 
Are now “ made in Ger-ma-ny ” I 


now, as the world doth 


* ‘ All ri^ht ! ” said sleepy Trade. “ But still 
My jomts feel somewhat stiff or so. 

In a pessimistic editorial article, opening the 
new volume of the Imestor^s Beview, 


“ Sentiment” eor Old-pashtoned Play- 
goers. — ‘ ‘ May that confounded ‘ Woman with 
a Past,’ who monopolises the Present, have 
noPutare!” 
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A WINTER’S TALE. 

Bemmlmt Person {recognising an old proUgi). *‘Ko©BES, I sorry 
TO SEE YOU IN THIS CONDITION 1 I UNDERSTOOD YOU HAD TAKEN 
THE Pledge 1 

Rogers. “You *re qui’ bi’, Sib. Only y’ see the Water *s 
frozen *t the Main down our Street 1 ” 


THAT PEECIOUS DONKEY! 

[AnJE^isode in the Life of A. Briefless, Jmior, Esg., Barrister -at-Law, 
in Three Pa/rts.) 

Part I . — The Coming into Possession of the DonJceg, 

“Yes, Sir,” said my excellent and admirable clerk. Pobtington, 
“ lie came here three times, about a month ago. We thought he was 
inad, so would not let him in. But the Qiird time he left that 
parcel and that letter. You see, Sir, they are tied together, and as 
here was a bomb scare on at the time, we did not touch them. 
That *s how it comes. Sir, that you have not had them earlier.” 

I must confess I was a little aonoyed. I frequently absent myself 
from Pump-Handle Court for days and even weeks together, and then 
I expect my clerical (I use the adjective in its non-ecclesiastical 
sense) representative to forward my correspondence. 

“ It cannot be helped, Pobtinoton,” I rephed ; “ all I care for are 
the interests of my clients. If the visitor was one anxious to lay his 
case before me, I can only trust he has not sneered by my unpre- 
meditated absence.” 

“ I do not think he will have to complain of that, Sir, And as to 
his case, we don’t know whether it is one ; none of us like to touch 
the parcel, lest it should go off.” 

“^ou mean with a report — ^it must get reported,” I suggested, 
jnth a snule. I allow myself a little frolicsome levity at YuLetide. 

‘ Well, where is it ? ” 

“ In your room, Sir,” and Pobtington led the way to my special 
apartment, 

I found my chamber tenanted by a miscellaneous collection of 
articles. Truth to tell I do not use my rooms very frequently, and 
consequently it has become a sort of a proverb amongst my co-par- 
ceners in P omp-Han^e Court, d projgos of anything ot a cumbersome 
character, “When in doubt, put it into Briefless’s cupboard.” 
Hot that I really qccupy a cupboard; my room (I lay the emphasis 


on the word) is far more commodious than the largest specimen of 
those receptacles. Consequently, I was not altogether surprised to 
find collected together a banjo-case, some curtain rods, a number of 
framed pictures, and a damaged bicycle. In the centre of the room 
was an oblong parcel, to which was tied an envelope, doubtless con- 
taining an enclosure. . ^ ^ 

With some slight trepidation— I had no wish to accompany Pump- 
Handle Court to the skies— I opened the letter. It ran as follows 

“To A. Briefless, Junior, Esq.— Dear and Honoured Sir,— I have 
long desired to show you some token of goodwill. I have frequently 
read your contributions to the leadmg legal paper of the day (I refer, 
of course, to the London Charivari), and have been filled with admi- 
ration at the clearness of your style and the depth of your knowledge 
of what may be termed the duplex action of the human heart. As 1 
happen to be Emperor of China I write anonymously. I have 
been mined by law and the lawyers. You have never represented 
me or opposed me. For this I am very, very grateful, and beg you 

to accept the accompanying present. It is a But hush, we are 

observed.” 

Amd at this point the document abruptly terminated. I read the 
letter to Pobtington, and asked his opinion upon it. He replied 
abru^ly he “considered the writer a lunatic.” 

“ Well, no, I do not think we can go quite so far as that,” I 
observed. “You see, he seems to have some appreciation of my 
talents. He may be a trifie eccentric, but I fancy nothing worse,” 

Encouraged by this belief in the sanity of my semi-anonymous (I 
use the epithet advisedly, as I take it that the incidental claim to 
the throne of the Celestial Empire was not urged seriously) corre- 
spondent, I opened the package. The brown paper unwound and a 
picture was revealed to us. It had evidently been painted for many 
years. The frame (which, in Pobtington’s opinion, was the best 
portion of the structure) was distinctly old-fashioned. The gilding 
was tarnished and the woodwork out of repair. 

“ What is the subject ?’' I asked, after three or four minutes’ close 
inspection. 

“I think, Sir,” replied my excellent and admirable clerk, “that 
it *s something to do with a donkey.” 

Pobtington was right. On closer investigation the paini ing revealed 
itself to be the representation of a cottage in the snow, with some vil- 
lagers drawing water from a half-frozen pond in the neighbourhood 
ot a rather intelligent donkey, who was watching their proceedings 
with languid interest. 

“ Certainly it is a donkey,” I exclaimed ; “ and, to my thinking, a 
very fine one.’^ 

“ What shall we do with it. Sir ?” asked Pobtington, “ It ’s no 
good here ; shall I give it to the dustman ? He would take it away 
If we asked him.” 

For a moment I thought my clerical (I use the adjective in its non- 
ecclesiastical sense) representative was indulging in jocularity. I 
found I was in error. Pobtington was absolutely serious. 

“ You evidently do not know the value of some of these old frames. 
Of course I shall take the picture with me to my private residence.’’ 

I carried out my intention. The canvas presentment of the donkey 
and accessories was carefully conveyed in a four- wheeler to Justinian 
Gardens, where I have rented for some years a very pleasant house. 
The lady who has honoured me by taking my name, and whom in 
my more playful humour I sportively term my “ better seven- 
eighths,” received me. 

“ I hope you have brought the music from the Stores,” said the 
; lady, after our first greetings. “ I suppose that package came from 
Yictoria Street ? ” 

“ Ho, my precious one,” I rephed; I sometimes use terms of en- 
dearment to the members of my domestic circle. “It is a picture 
' given to me by a grateful chent.” 

“Ghent I” she exclaimed^ “and a grateful one I What a 
, find! But why bring it here? Haven’t we already more picture 
than we want Why at this moment there ’ s half-a-dozen of extra 
i plates from the Christmas numbers that you would have framed, 

1 waiting to be hung.” 

“ But this, my love, is an oil-painting, with what I judge to be a 
very valuable old-fasMoned frame.” 

» By this time my present was revealed. 

** Why. it ’s only the picture of a dtmkt y ! ” exclaimed my better 
seven-eighths, with a laugh. “We really don’t want that sort of 
thing in the hall or reception rooms.” 

“But it is really very fine I ” 1 urged. “ Look at the handling 
of that donkey’s ears. And the frame, too, is simply magnificent.” 

I “I don’t so much mind the frame. We might take out the picture 
and put in ‘ The Arrival of the Boulogne Boat^ the Chnstmas 
I pj^plement to the Young Ladf s Boudoir, in its stead. And yet it^ 
L is just as likely as not to spoil it. Ho, I think we had better put 
■ picture and frame in the box-room.” 

j “But my dear,” I remonstrated; “this maybe a very valuable 

’ picture. The head of the donkey is quite remarkable and 

3 “How do we want portraits of donkeys about the house? The box- 
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room or tke dust-hole is the proper place for 
them.” 

“I know you objected to my own likeness 
—you see the connection with the donkey, 
dear?” I sometimes make rather humorous 
remarks during the continuance of the festive 
season. 

“ Don’t be silly ! But this hideous thing 
should really go into the box-room.” And so 
it went. Perhaps on a future occasion I may 
trace the further adventures of my grateful 
client’s gift. In my poor judgment Qiey are 
I distinctly interesting and instructive. 


A DREAM OF THE NEW WOMAN. 

She dreamed the doom that Pate pronounces 
Against the woman ceased to be, 

She dreamed her brain weighed three more 
ounces. 

And was of finer quality. 

Her iron nerves all fear derided, 

She saw a mouse, but did not run. 

With pockets she was well provided, 

And she could fire a Maxim gun. 

She had abjured each female folly, 

Hvgienic dress she always wore. 

With stern, determined melancholy 
The universe she pondered o’er. 

Of man in all respects the equal. 

At last her heart’s desire was hers. 

Only, like every other sequel. 

Her sequel proved a touch perverse. 

She sighed, “ My mind with facts is loaded, 
Ho golden vision it retains. 

Even Hirvana is exploded, 

And, save the Atom, nought remains ! 

“ Each ray of light a mental prism 
Must needs determine and arrest. 

Mylif e is one long syllogism. 

Without a parenthetic jest. 

“ I who was wont to kneel revering, 

In manly chivalry confide. 

Am all alone my vessel steering— 

And yet I am unsatisfied ! 

“ The gingerbread has lost its gilding 
That from afar appeared sublime. 

I for eternity am building — 

’Twas not amiss to build for time ! 

“ The pilgrimage was long and painful, 
Cheerless and cold the heights I win— 

About me hangs a shadow baneful 
Of the Eternal Feminine. 

“ Alas, I have not learned my lesson ! 

I feel a frantic, mad despair. 

I ’d like to put an evening dress on. 

And many roses in my hair ! 

“ My heart desires the old romances. 

The fictions dear all facts above. 

The fiowers, the ices, and the dances, 

The days of youth, the days of —Love. 

“ That giddy whirl, that senseless splendour, 
Was dear, although I said it bored— 

Agnosticism I ’d surrender 
Once, once again, to be adored 

“ I wished my brain had three more ounces, 
For them I bartered happiness ; 

That brain the new regime denounces, 

I wish it had three ounces less ! ” 

She woke. A subtle sense pervaded 
Her mind of being someone great ; 

But very speedily it faded. 

And she regained her normal state. 

She said: “I’d beat them aU at college 
If I could have those ounces back ; 

Only— I should not like my knowledge 
To make me cleverer than— Jack ! ” 



MARK TAPLEY REDIVIVUS. 

‘ CH-CH-K-K-KKtKK-N-N-KIOE S-S-S-SBASONABLB WbATHBB THIS, MaTB — ^K-K-KKK 1 ’ 


ODILLIC FORCE. | 

( Vide * ‘ Dobily Graphic passim , ) 

Odyllic Force ! 0 mystic power divine ! 

0 greater than magician’s might! — of 
course 

You know the virtues of this gift of mine, 
OdyUic Force ! 

I can command the vasty deep. I say 
Unto the elemental storm— “ Be stfll 1 ” 

It mav be that the sea will not obey, 

But what of that ? Deny it if ye may, 

Still I command ; still, still by night and 
day 

Despite all scorn, I exen-ise my will^ 

And on the troubled suiface of the main 
Fresh from my soul, fresh from its limpid 
source, 

I pour my subtle influence — I rain 
OdyUic Force. 

I say unto the weather — •“ Be thou fine ! ” 
And straightway, if it be not foul. His 
fair. 


Hay, at my word the very sun wiU shine 
n it should haply chance no clouds are 
there. 

And should the temperature not fall below 
The freezing point, until the twenty-first 
Frost shall be all unknown, and ice and snow. 
And plumbers; and the taps shall freely 
flow, 

Hor shaU the leaden pipes presume to show 
The shadow of a tendency to burst. 

Hay, if the weather be not somewhat cold 
It shall be warm. The budding gems of 
gold, 

Should they appear, we shortly may behold 
Flashing amid the prickles of the gorse. 

So for the good of man, and beast, and 
flower 

I diligently use my mystic power. 

And ever exercise from hour to hour 
OdyUic Force. 

Thus do the elements obey my call. 

Thus do I influence the Seasons’ course 
Thus do I exercise for great and small. 

The king, the lord, the beggar, one and aU, 
OdyUic Force. 
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Lily {from JDevoTisMref on a msit to her Scotali Goimn Margy in 8U Andrews, “ What A stkanoe thing Fashion is, Makgy 1 

Fancy a Game like Golk reaching up as far North as this 1 ” 


^^WHO SAID— ^ATROCITIES 

Or, “There’s Life in the Old Dog Yet.” 

^ [**It -wag my fate, my fortune, about, I think, 
eignteen years ago to take an aotiye part witn 
regard to other outrages, vhioh first came up in the 
sh^e of rumour, but vere afterwards well yerified, 
in Bulgaria. . . . Old as I am, my feelings haye 
not been deadened in regard to matters of such a 
dreadful description,’’— ifr. Gladstone's Birthday 
Speech at Sawarden, December 29, 1894, on the 
adeged Armenian Atrocities^ 

Ret ireme nt ? Oh, rubbish I Tykes currish 
or cubbish 


iu the jaw. 

A bed ia a basket ? Mere mongrels may ask it. 

A couch and a cushion ? They ’re lap-dog 
delights. 

But pluck and true breeding, such comforts 
unheeding. 

Desert laps and hearth-rugs for frolics and 
fi.ghts. 

Retired! How rats chortle I Like “RaJ” the 
^ immortal 

This dog scorns dull rest, and is still “ rough 
on rats.” 

As dways delightin|: in ‘ ‘ plenty o f echting,” 

He pricks up his ears at a whisper of 
“g-s-scats!” 

Aslumber ^d dreaming ? Oh, that is mere 
seeming, 

CuiM up tail to muzzle in cosiest sort. 

Hw haars are a-hristle at whisper or whistle 


sport. 

On rats he ’s still ruthless I They may thi-nlr 
him toothless, [fangs. 

Those red Turkish rodents who once felt his 


Ah I eighteen years earlier bis coat was much 
curlier, 

Now white and wMspy sparse-scattered it 
bangs. 

But years though they roughen his hide, 
seem to toughen 

The muscles aud neryes of this rare sporting 
tyke. 

The rattling old ratter is still game to 
scatter 

A pitful of vermin, of what breed you like. 

The Istamhoul sort are his favourite sport, 

Rabid rodents who raven, red-fanged, in 
foul hordes, 

Turco sewer-bred legions, who earth’s fairest 
regions 

Would ravage like Tamerlane’s Tartar- 
swung swords. 

Terrors untameable, horrors unnameahle, 

I Mark their maraudings and hang on their 
^ track. 

Now in fresh numbers they swarm, whilst he 
slumbers 

Who once was the plague of the pestilent 
pack. 

But — T^o said — Atrocities f Old animosi- 
ties 

Wake iu his spirit and stir in his blood. 

EhP What? Retirement? Nay, not if 
requirement, 

Or prospect of sport, move the old cham- 
pion’s mood. 

His heart has not deadened; his old eyes 
^ have reddened 

With love of the 6ay and the old righteous 
wrath. 

The varmint old ratter his old foes would 
scatter. 

“ Auld Dah ” once again will he on the 
war-path! 


JOUR, PHILIPPINE 

“ They grew in beauty side by side, 

They tilled one home with glee 
Until that evening at dessert 
You passed the nuts U me. 

Then came the “crack of doom,” the 
twins 

No sooner had you seen 
Than, “Oh, what fun!” you said, 
“we ’ll have 

A Don four, Philippine ! ” 

“ They grew in beauty side by side, 

They tilled one home with glee 
Until they found respective graves 
Alas ! in you and me. 

And then to win a gift next mom 
We vowed with solemn mien, 

Whoe’er should greet the other first 
With “ Don four, Philippine ! ” 

“ Don four I dreamt of it all night. 

At dawn recalled it yet. 

But clean forgot it whilst I shaved— 

At breakfast then we met. 

I ’d only time, I know, to think 
Maid sweeter ne’er was seen, 

When you, with laughter-dancing eyes, 
Cried, “ Don four, Philippine i ” 

And so you won a gif t from me, 

And chose that I should write 
These verses, which I ’ve pondered o’er 
For many a sleepless night ! 

I ’ll never crack another nut, 

When you are there, I mean; 

Yet may you greet me often— save 
With “ Don )out, Philippine ! ” 

'' ' ' ' " I 

Motto for Modern Managers. — The 
proper study of (theatre-going) Mankind is I 
-theiV^w Woman. 
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GRADATION. 

CUrk {to Cm<xte\ “I'm terrible sorry, Zttr, that you be a- 

GWAINE TO LAVE US. We 'VE CHANGED EVER ZO MANY TIMES SINCE 

Passen Green died, am) always for the wuss I " 


THE TESTETMAN. 

A Comic Song for Serious Con- 
sideration. 

{£y an Elderly Victim ot 
Bumlledom.) 

[“ The Loudoii Vestries and Boards 
of Works have not exactly covered 
themselves -with glory in their deal- 
ings with the recent snowfall. In 
very few neighbourhoods was any 
attempt made on Wednesday to re- 
move the slush, and Mature having 
taking her coimse during the night, 
in the direction of a frost early 
yesterday morning, the streets in 
many places were absolutely im- 
passable for wheeled traffic until a 
liberal layer of sand and gravel had 
been spread.” — Daily Chronicle^ 

January 4.] 

Air— “ The Bogie Man^'^ 

Come, gather round ,, me, rate- 
payers. 

So f uE of fun and glee ; 

New Bumble’s going to play the 
fool 

To please the L. C. C. 

They swear that he is able 
Improvements for to plan ; 

I love to hear Progressives say, 

“ Hush ! The New Yestry- 
man ! ” 

Chorus, 

Slush! Slush!! Slush!!! 

Where is the Vestryman ? 

Are broom and shovel ready ? 

What is his brand new plan ? 

Oh, Slush! Slush! Slush !- 
The footways never ran • 

With a worse slithery slippery 
slop. 

’Neath the Old Vestryman. 

When I sit down, impromptu. 

All in a soft snow-pie ; 

Or slide a yard, then come down 
hard, 

I groan, and wonder why. 

I blow my blue numb fingers, 

I watch a fast-stuck van ; 

Reform, I cry, seems all my eye. 

Where is that Vestryman ? 

Chorus. 

Slush! Slush!! Slush!!! 

Why is this, Vestryman ? 

Is this the outcome shady 
Of the Progressive plan ? 

Oh, Slush! Slush! Slush! 

No gravel, sand, or tan ! 

All slip and slop. I ’d like to whop 
That blessed Vestryman ! ! ! 


TRAVELS IN TAEFY-IAND; OR, 
WALES BLOWING. 

[The FUut Town Council has censured the L. & 
N. W. Railway for dismissing some of its servants 
for ignorance of the English language.] 

Would you tell me, Porter, if the next 
train is the one for Aberystwyth ? 

I am really very much obliged for your 
reply, but as I have not a Cymric dictionary 
at hand, 1 am totally unable even to guess at 
your meaning. 

As the man points to the train which is now 
at the platform, and nods vigorously, I sup- 
pose he means me to get in. Still, the fact 
that it has “ Llanrhychwyn ” on it makes me 
a httle doubtful whether I shall ever reach 
Aberystwyth if I enter it. 

I am grateful for your attention. Guard, 
hut it was a foot-warmer that I asked for, 
not the newspaper-boy. 

As I have just been hurled down an em- 


bankment andfindmytoelf sitting muchbruised 
in a shallow pond in a field close to the line, I 
really fancy that the Welsh-speaking signal- 
man at the. adjoining cabin has failed to 
understand the message wired to him in 
English from our last stopping station. 

^ I should be glad, Stationmaster , if you would 
kin^y have a telegram sent to my friends 
saying that I have only four ribs broken. 

As you do not appear to understand what 
I say, and as I suppose there is nobody who 
knows English in this desolate Welsh valley 
where the sufferers from the accident are 
lying, perhaps you will kindly have us all 
sent back to Shrewsbury as soon as possible. 

The man lying next to me, whose arm is 
hurt, says that the train was not going to 
Aberystwyth at all. So perhaps it is as well 
that circumstances have prevented my pro- 
ceeding further in it. 

We should undoubtedly have been much 
better off if this accident had happened to us 
in France or Germany, because then we should 
have been able to secure the services of the 
railway interpreter. 

Thank Heaven! I am back at Chester, 
where the hotel people do talk English ; and 
in future 1 shall vote steadily at elections 
against any party that does not make the 
total suppression of all so-called ** national 
tongues^^ within the British Isles a part of 
its recognised programme. 


I OUR BOOKING-OFEICE. 

I Mr. Rudolf Lehmann pos- 
I sesses some gifts which peculiarly 
qualify him to write the volume 
Smith, Elder & Co.^ publish, 
under the title An Artist' s Remi' 
niscsnees. He has passed the age 
of tbree-score and ten, and has 
throughout that period had many 
opportunities of seeing places, and, 
more precious, of meeting people. 
To the study of both he brings 
keen sight, a good memory, and a 
genuine, not too obtrusive, sense 
of humour. Bom in Hamburg in 
18l9, he has sojourned inlmost of 
the capitals of Europe, perma- 
nently settling down to marriage 
and life in London. He seems to 
have known most of the notable 

E iages of the middle and 
half of the century. His 
wide acquaintance with royalty 
(some of them mad) would be 
appalling if it were not men- 
tioned with winning modesty. 
The volume abounds in good 
stories, my Baronite particularly 
delighting in one pertaining to the 
ceremony of prorogation of parlia- 
ment by the Queen. Mr. Leh- 
mann was much struck with the 
spectacle of the old Duke of W bl- 
LTNGTON carrying the sword of 
state, Lord Lansdowne bearing 
the crown, and the Marquis of 
Winchester with the cap of 
maintenance set on red velvet 
cushion. At Lady Granville’s 
the same evening he asked Lord 
Granville what was the signifi- 
cance of the cap of maintenance. 
It was one of the few things 
Lord Granville did not know. 
“ But,” he said, “there is Lord 
Winchester, who carried it this 
morning. I will go and ask 
him,” The two peers conversed 
in a whisper, and Lord Gran- 
ville, retumine to his inquiring 
friend, said, “ He does not know 
either.” Mr. Lehmann inciden- 
tally mentions that his brother 
Henry’s first success, at the Salon of 1835, 
was gained by a picture setting forth “Xe 
Depart du jeune Tohie.^^ At that date 
Toby had not even arrived to take his place 
on the volumes in his master’s study, and, 
still less, was he M.P. for Barks. It only 
shows how prophetic is the soul of genius. 

The Baron de Book-Worms.' C 


mW YEAR REFLECTION. 

{By an Old-fashioned Fellow.) 

“Goodwill to man!” the dear old carol 
saith. 

Ah me 1 Then why so much mean personal 
pother ? 

We’re credulous of aught that means the 
scathe 

Of a sad sister, or a stumbling brother. 

Men are like stout John Bunyan’s “Little 
Faith’’— 

Save in believing evil of each other ! 

There faith indeed is strong ; but’tis a rarity 

That such strange Faith is found combined 
with Charity 1 


Mem. by a Muser. — Ma.ny a smuting 
member of the “Independent Labour JParty” 
is a “party” who wishes to be independent 
of labour. JEardie Norsemen, please note 
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TO JULIA'S POCKET. 

[The ideal lady’s pocket, that shall at once be 
accessible to its ovner and defy the footpad’s art, 
has yet to be invented. — Wears of Tautotoffus,'] 

Mt Jhlia’s chaste and winsome cheer. 
Her comely Hp, her coral ear, 

And eke her kniokerhooker gear, — 

These he the theme of rhyming folk, 
"Whereof the skill I here invoke 
In malediction of her poke ; 

In that it passeth human wit 
By sleight of hand withal to hit 
Upon the pathless track of it. 

Though JtJiiiA’s self therein dispose '' 
That napkin with the which she blows 
Por sorry rheum her Greekish nose, 

Hot if she search with heavy pain 
Shall she by taking thought attain* 

To look upon the thing again ; 

To him alone of mortal clay 
That picketh pokes beside the way 
Their deeps are open as the day. 

Whenas her alms she would disburse. 

In vain she probeth for her purse, 
Whereat the^beggars shrewdly curse ; 

Even so their teeth do felons gnash 
That lightly lift her ready cash, 

"Which he that stealeth stealeth trash. 

Oft-times she doth full bravely hold 
Her breezy reticule of gold 
Within her digits^ dainty fold ; 

t As certain maids, I well believe, 

Do wear th’ aifeotions on their sleeve 
Eor any worthless wight to reave. 

But though her purse not suffer rape, 
Mischance is like in other shape 
To put on her a saucy jape 

If so my lady at the mart 
Eor very loyaunce of her heart 
Do. purchase her a pasty-tart, 

Let her not make essay to bring 
So beauteous and frail a thing 
Within her poke’s encompassing ; 

Lest, sitting down with weary stress, 
Unheedful of its buxomness. 

She make a right unseemly mess I 

Certes a mun purblind may see 
Eor these offences needs must be 
Some comfortable remedy ; 

"Whoso deviseth such an one, 

I trow that his invention 

Shall soothly pouch the peerless bun. 


NOTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

Perplexed— You are entirely in error in 
supposing that the member for Otley, Yorks, 
has, in accepting a baronetcv, descended 
from a higher estate. T ou have been deceived 
by similarity of sound. The hon. member 
was not of the same rank as a state^an [who 
we observe has just repaired to his country 
seat at Pmley Park, where he will entertain 
His Serene Highness the Due db Sbidlitz- 
Poudbje) to whom Sir Robert Peel used to 
allude in the House of Commons as “the 
noble Baron.” In becoming Sir J ohnt Bab- 
RAN, Bart., the member for Otley gains a dis- 
tinct step in the pocial ladder. 

Blinds Deaf, and Dumb—W e are pleased 
to be able to reassure yon. The fact that you 
have not lately heard or read speeches by Sir 
William Habcoubt is no evidence that the 
treble disability under which you unhappily 



Gertrude, “My deae Jessie, what on earth is that Bicycle Suit fob?” 

Jesm. “Why, to wear, of ooursb.” Gertrude, “But you haven’t got a Bicycle I” 
Jesm, “ No ; but I ’ye got a Sewing Machine 1 ” 


labour is increasiiig. There is a well known 
case, cited in Littleton upon Coke, where a 
man was not able to see the Spanish fleet 
“ because it is not yet in sight.” For analo- 
gous reason you have not lately heard any- 
thmg of the Chancellob of the Ex- 
CHBQ,UEB. He has not been speaking. The 
fact is, the Squibb of Malwoob — ^to use a 
title by which he is locally known, and in 
which he most rejoices — ^was cut out for a 
rustic recluse. Chroumstances have, unwil- 
lingly, dragged him into the front of politics, 
and he has done the duty that hes to his 
hand. When opportunity can be made he 
takes his leisure at his lodge in the New 
Forest, and meditates on the untimely fate of 
his pre-Plantagenet forbear William Rufus. 


Nevertheless, we are not without suspicion 
that Sir William Habcoubt shares the pecu- 
harity of Carlyle, of whom you will re- 
member his wife shrewdly remarked that 
“his love for silence is platonic.” If you 
keep your ears open and your mouth shut, 
you may probably, before long, hear the 
familiar voice resounding from a public 
platform. 

A Shahspearean Student, — Wo had not 
bdore heardf of the incident. It is, however, 
quite possible, as you have been informed, 
that when the Marquis of Salisbury, K.G., 
heard of the defection of the Earl of Buck- 
INGHAMSHEBB, who has joined the Liberal 
forces, the only remark he made was “ Off 
with his h<^ad.” 
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OVERHEARB ERAGMENT OF A DIAIOGIJE 

Lord Illingworth, My dear Gobing, I assure you that a well- tied 
tie is the first serious step in life. 

Lord Goring, dear Illingwobth, five well-made button-holes 
a day are far more essential. They please women, 
and women rule society. 

Lord Illingworth, I understood you considered 
women of no importance ? 

Lord Goring, My dear Geobgb, a man’s life re- 
volves on curves of intellect. It is on the hard lines 
of the emotions that a woman’s life progresses. Both 
revolve in cycles of mastcTOieces. They t'hould re- 
volve on hi- cycles ; built, it possible, for two. But 
I am keeping you ? 

Lord Illingworth, I wish you were. Nowadays it is 
only the poor who are kept at the expense of the rich. 

Lord Goring, Yes, It is perfectly comic, the 
number of young men going about the world nowa- 
davs who adopt perfect profiles as a useful profession. 

Lord Illingworth, Surely that must be the next 
world ? How about the Ctiltern Thousands ? 

“Fullofffood Goring, Don’t. Geobge. Have you seen 

things!” WiNDERMEBE lately? Dear Windeemeee! I should 
like to be exactly unlike Windermere. 

^ Lord Illingworth,^ Poor Windermere ! He spends his mornings 
m ddng what is possible, and his evenings in saying what is probable. 
By the way, do you really understand all I say ? 

Lord Goring, Yes, when I don’t listen attentively. 

Lord Illingworth, ^ Reach me the matches, like a good boy—thanks. 
Now — define these cigarettes — as tobacco. 

Lord Goring, My dear George, they are atrocious. And they 
leave me unsatisfied. 

I Lord Illingworth, You are a promising disciple of mine. The 
I only use of a disciple is that at the moment of one’s triumph he 
stands behind one’s chair and shouts that after all he is immortal. 

Lord Goring, You are quite right.^ It is as well, too, to rememb^ r 
from fwRG to time that nothing that is worth knowing can be learnt. 

Tj A. Certainly, and ugliness is the root of all industry. 

^ Lord Goring, George, your conversation is delightful, but your 
views are terribly unsound. You are always saying insincere things. 

Lord Illingworth, If one tells the truth, one is sure sooner or later 
to be found out. 

Xord Perhaps. The sky is like a hard hollow sapphire. It 

IS too la^ to sleep. I shall go down to Covent Garden and look at the 
roses. Good-night, George I I have had such a pleasant evening ! 


THE CHRONICLES OF A RURAL PARISH. 

IX. — Of Coal. 


The County Council has solved the great Mud- % ^|r 

ford mystery by deciding in favour of Mrs. Arble 
Marcot, who is in the seventh heaven at being • 

the Seventh Councillor, A wise Legislature had 
it in contemplation that possibly when the great 
measure came to be worked, it might not be found \ 

to act, however much you pulled the string, and ® 

it was accordingly left to the County Council to 
set on its legs any poor little Parish Council which 
might have been brought into the world without 

its full number of members. Thus it came about ! 

\ that Mrs. March got elected. ^ The actual cir- “ 

cumstances of her election gave rise to some com- 
meut. ^e was proposed by the Primrose League wH/kKmmk 

Ruling Councillor of^ one adioining parish, and 
^coi^ed by the Emght Harbinger of another. 

Our County Council is a strongly Tory body, and 
, she ^ was easily elected. There was a great outc^ 

against this, as an act of political partisanship, ft w 

was. But when it became known that Mrs. 

Letham Havitt’s friends and supporters were aU (j ^ 

avowed Radicals, popular indignation seemed HH 

suddenly to flicker out. MM 

It may he, however, that the indignation only IH IH 

transferred itself to me, for I myself have got, in 
a most extraordmary and unexpected fashion, into 
a great hobble.’ It arose in this way. Haying 
been elected on to the Parish Council at the top 

otstbe poll, and^ having moreover, been snl^se- SYMPATHY WANTED 
f ouently the recipient of innumera\)le congrAfcu- wanted- 

Collar comes 

turally— so I stiU venture to think— desirS^ in undwi<> every time he tries to do uu 
some way to show# my appreciation of the kiTid his Tie. ^ 


DEATH IN THE CUP. 

[“ The social duty of paying calls, refreshed, as it necessarily is, by frequent 
cups of tepid tea, is apparently little better than a process of slow poison- 
ing.” — Laih/ Gh-aphie,] 

Oh, here ’s a i)retty state of things I Whenever you go calling. 

And take this deadly liquor and imbibe it without stint, 

You’re certainly preparing a 
^ catastrophe appalling^^^^ 

lamb’s, unmindful of the 

And when your entertain er, who 

seems so sweetly placid I ^ 

And quite unlike a criminal, 

She might as well be offering a Wa ff 
dose of prussic acid, / if / 

And the Public Prosecutor ' (f 7 / 1/ 

ou^ht to take the matter W 

“The cup that cheers”— that 

“A word to you, Amanda mine'! 

frightfully in error, 

If seldom it “ inebriates ” (it does, the doctors plead). 

There lurks within its fatal draught a more efficient terror, 

’Twill shortly make a funeral your one and only need I 

So since a daily onp or two the thin end of the wedge is, 

And since this revelation of our danger has been made, 

We all will wear red ribbons and will sign the strictest pledges, 

And speedily inaugurate an “ Auti-Tea” crusade. 

A word to you, Amanda mine. Unless your cruel kindness. 

Your efforts to consign me to an early grave, shall cease. 

And if you dare, presuming on my long- continued blindness, 

To offer me a cup of tea — I ’ll send for the police ! 


The Time of Day.— Good, after NTewnes to find the style 
“Bart.” The bestowal of the baronetcy quite a Tit-Bit for the 
Strand. But there is no truth in the report that the event will he 
followed by the establishment of a new morning paper to be called 
The Dragon, and edited by Sir George. 


treatment I had received. I accordingly deter- 
ge mined to make to every elector a present of coals, 

and to carry out that intention issued the following 
i circular 


To the Electors of Mudford, 

Ladies and Gentlemen,— -For your kindness 
in electing me at the top of the poll, I can find no 
terms sufficiently warm to express myself. Jn 
commemoration of the great oocasioiL and as a 
small thankoffering for my return, I beg your 
acceptance of the enclosed Coal Ticket, which will 
entitle you to 2 owt. of coal from any of the village 
coal dealers. 

Your obliged and obedient servant, 

Timothy Winkins, 

I sent this to every elector, high or low, rich or 
poor. I hardly imagined that the Squire would 
want coal, but he was a constituent of mine, and 
he had his ticket. What has been the result of 
my generosity ? This. Whilst almost every coal- 
ticket has befu used, I am denounced right and 
^ unmeasured terms as an unscrupulous 
briber. Miss Phill Burtt (who, as might be 
expected, has been most kind and sympathetic 
about the whole thing), tells me that even the 
Squire said it was a very ingenious way of wishing 
myself Many Hai)py Returns to the Parish Council. 
A poor joke, I tbink, but an undeniably excellent 
sneer. Black Bob is, as might be expected, 
much more plain and direct in his denunciation. 
He says, that if I stand for re-election— in April, 
1896 1 — ^tbis ought to be enough to unseat me. A 
pleasant prospf ct. I can do nothing. My boats, 
like my coal, are burnt. 

WLat happened at the Parish Council meeting 
last night I must leave— tOl my next. 
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TALL TALES OF SPORT AND ADVENTURE. t ^ 

{By Mr. ButicJCs own Short Story-teller.) "been nnliorsed, two gigantic artillerymen made at me. My sword 

T mn-w -nTXT-iT TrT-D-Dn-onrrAxirro ^^s troken , my revolvei was empty! What was I to do? But 

I. THE PINK HIPPOPOTAMUS. little time for reflection was left to me. With savage shouts the two 

The island of Seringapatam is without exaggeration one of the dusky Titans sprang upon me. I gave myself up for lost, shut my 
fairest jewels in the imperial diadem of our world-wide i)ossessions. eyes, thought of my poor mother, saw in a flash my happy country 
Embosomed in the blue and sparkling wavelets of the Pacific Ocean, home,^ the thatched roofs of the cottages^ the grey old chureh, the 
breathed upon by the spicy breezes that waft their intoxicating per- babbling stream, the village school, the little shop where my infant 
fumes through endless groves of gigantic acacias, feathery lem mouth had first become acquainted with the succulent bull’s-eye — ^in 
trees, and gorgeously coloured Indian acanthoids ; studded with the short, I went through ail the sympt(»ms that are understood to 
glittering domes of a profusion of ja<iper palaces beside which the accompany the imminence of a violent death. Suddenly, however, 
trumpery splendours of Windsor or Versailles are but as dust, and the desire to live awoke once more. The smaller of my two foes had 
guarded by the loyal devotion of an ancient warrior race noted not outstripped his companion. He was just about to seize me, when, 

less for the supreme beauty of its women than for the matchless lowering my head, which was encased in a spiked helmet, I bounded 

courage and endurance of its men, the Kingdom of Seringapatam at him. Pair and full I caught him, and so terrific was the force 
offered during a period of more than one hundred years a stubborn engendered by my spring and the foeman’s rush, that not the spike 
resistance even to the arms of the all-conquering Briton So great alone, but the helmet and the head too, pierced him through and 
indeed, was the respect extorted through. 

from the victors by the vanquished - Down on his back he fell crash- 

that when, owing to the marvel- / ing, bearing me with him as he 

lous strategy of mv old friend , / y fixing the spike 

Major-General Sir Bonaht Bat- . I firmly in the earth, pinned like 

TLEHORN, K.C.B., K.C.M.G., the 1, // some huge beetle by a human pm. 

island was finally subdued, it was l| / / y As my legs flew up they encoun- 

agreed that in all but their ac- ‘I J tered the second giant, and, 

knowledgment of a British Suze- ,1|| f //>fr . winding round his chest, crushed 

rainty and the payment ('f an \iy ^ ^ every vestige of life out of him 

annual tribute of fifteen hundred 110/ and flung his mangled body full 

gold lakhs, the proud islanders W I twenty yards to the rear. I had 

were to maintain their independ- II / '/ I jK fj /« ' /O escaped, but my position was still 

ence and to continue those forms j|(jL tC.. I uncomfortably awkward. By this 

of government which long tradi- I f gS f/ 7 time, however, the rout was com- 

tion had invested in their eyes | i! { I i plete, and four of my men, by 

with all the sanctity of a religion. ||i||( | ^sHlI dintof tremendous exertions, suc- 

I had been present with mv | li, ceeded in extricating me from my 

dear father at the great battle of W ' | If, ^ c^:Sbk^ curious entanglement. My pinned 

the Dead Marshes by which the / 1/| ^ , jk\ ^ y. foeman turned out to be the 

fortunes of the islanders were J / Jml J/, ' Ranee’s brother, Hadjtj Thar 

finally shattered. Never shaU T / ffi Meebhoy. We bore him back 
forget the glow of exultant grati* ' W ^ , ill hill/ , H camp, where, marvel- 

tude with which towards the end ' I /// I: ^ relate, after a prolonged 

of the day gallant old Sir Bonam Y ’^1) y/ma® VfZ v' ,/ > f / T // eyentually recoyered. 

came oanWing towards me on hi« m y ''jfW ul / ' ^ course he has neyer heeu 

elephant. “Thank you, thank \tif ,/ ^ same man since. He 

you a thousand times, my dear \Y/ \\ \\\W / ///, ! /c' has to he careful about his diet, 

Orlando,” said the glorious yete- - ‘i /// / / but with the childhke simplicity 

ran as he approached me; “it ///A ,/ i // / d f/f/ of an Ornntal he finds a constat 

was that last charge of yours at MAll A //A I // // ^/// //, m opening and shutting 

the head of your magnificent fij \\ ' the little alummum doors ^ich 

Thundershakers that has con- M H /I ^ surgeon, Toby 

yerted defeat into victory, and \m^^W//r L J r iU J ^ ^ 0 Grady, constructed to replace 

assuredWestmiuster Abbey to the ‘ ' fl ® ykji Khans stomach and tne 

lx>iies of Bonamt Battiehoiw. ‘‘■Paimnflf.iiiToMiffhtlmn’' smaU of his Back. I came to be 

All that is now necessary,” be con- Fan and foU I caught Imn. fnends witb bim, and it 


indeed, was tbe respect estorted tbrongb. 

from the yictors by the vanquished - Down on his back he fell crash- 

that when, owing to the marvel- / ing, bearing me with him as he 

lous strategy of my old friend , / y fixing the spike 

Major-General Sir Bonahy Bat- . I firmly in the earth, pinned like 

TLEHORN, K.C.B., K.C.M.G., the 1, // some huge beetle by a human pm. 

island was finally subdued, it was l| / jy / d As my legs fiew up they encoun- 

agreed that iu all hut their ac- ‘I J tered the second giant, and, 

knowledgment of a British Suze- ,1|| f //y . winding round his chest, crushed 

rainty and the payment ('f au \iy ^ jf every vestige of life out of him 

annual tribute of fifteen hundred 110/ ^)J \. and flung his mangled body full 

gold lakhs, the proud iriauders W ajIV I twenty yards to the rear. I had 

were to maintain their independ- II / '/ I jK (J /« ' /O escaped, but my position was still 

ence and to continue those forms j|(jL lli I uncomfortably awkward. By this 

of government wbieb long tradi- I f S&n time, however, the rout was com- 

tion bad invested in their eyes | i! { I i plete, and four of my men, by 

with all tbe sanctity of a religion. ||i||( | dintof tremendous exertions, suc- 

I bad been present with mv | l|, ceeded in extricating me from my 

dear father at tbe great battle of W ' | If, ^ c^:Sbk^ curious entanglement. My pinned 

tbe Dead Marshes by which the / 1/| ^ , jk\ ^ y. foeman turned out to be the 

fortunes of the islanders were J / Jml J/, ' Ranee’s brother, Hadjtj Thar 

finally shattered. Never shaB T / ffi Meebhoy. We bore him hack 
forget the glow of exultant grati- ' W ^ , ill hill/ , ^® H camp, where, marvel- 

tude with which towards the eud ' I /// I: IS^® ^ /elate, after a prolonged 

of the day gallant old Sir Bonam y ’^1) y/ma® VfZ v' ,/ >f/ T // eventually recovered, 

came oanWing towards me on his (ft y ''jdw I! I d / ' ^ course he has never been 

elephant. “Thank you, thank \tif ,/ ^ ^,^® same man since. He 

you a thousand times, my dear \Y/ \\ \\\W / ///, ! /c' has to he careful about his diet, 

Orlando,” said the glorious yete- %^i\w - ‘i /// / / but with the childhke simplicity 

ran as he approached me; “it mX^WXwL ///A ,/ ///Id f/f/ of an Ornntal he finds a constat 

was that last charge of yours at MAll A //A I // // /fl //, m opening and shutting 

the head of your magnificent fij the little alummum doors ^ich 

Thundershakers that has con- ml / f/fr/f^ // I surgeon, Toby i 

yerted defeat into victory, and \m/^IW//r L J f iU J ^ ^ 0 Grady, constructed to replace 

assuredWestmiuster Abbey to the the Khan s stem a<^ and the j 

bones of Bonamt Battiehoiw. ‘‘■Paimnflf.iiiToMiffhtlmn” smaU of his back. I came to be 

All that is now necessary,” be con- Fan and foU I oaugM Imn. great fnends with him, and it 

tinned, rising in Ms stirrups and -waTing bis sword, “is that you was through him that I gained tbe knowledge which prompted tbe i 
should complete the work that yon have begun. Dost see that adventure I am now about to relate, 
battery of fifty guns still served by the haughty remnants of the (Zb he continued.) 






‘‘ Bair and foil I caught him.” 


^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ {To he continued.) 

Seringapatam ese bombardiers:' Let them be captured, and nothing — - 

will stand between us and the Diamond City of the Ranee,” ... . m-rr-m * 

I needed no further incitement. Gathering round me the few A WORD ABOUT THE ST, HENRY JAMES S THEATRE, 

Thundershakers who had escaped unscathed, I bade the standard- There is something in a name, especially when it happens to be 
bearer unfurl the flag of tbe brigade. ^ In another moment we were ^itle of a play. At the St. James’s, Mr.' A lexander’s latest 
upon ^ them. Cutting, slashing, piercing, ja^ying, tramplmg, venture has been Guy DomvillB, by the American novelist Henry 
crui'hing, we dashed into the midst of the foe.^ Far ov^ the field of jA.]yiES, who if he knew as much about plav -writing as he does about 
carnage sounded our war-cry, the famous “ Higher up Bayswater . novel- writing would probably he in the first flight of dramatists ; 
which was to our horses as the prick of spur. In vain the doughty would not have chosen so hopeless a name for his hero andfor 

bombardiers belaboured us ; in vain did they answer with the awful gg Domville. For the anti- James jokers would delight 

shout of “ Benkeitibeuk,” which none hitherto had been able to in finding that (rwy be “cfwy’d,” audio say as to “ 
withstand. The work was hot, hut lu less than three minutes the ** a first night audience * vill dom^ the play.” For all that, if 
battery was ours, and the broken host of the Ranee was str^ming ^^xANDERbe the sagacious commander in the dramatic field that he 
in full flight down the slopes from which so lately they had dealt fiitherto shown himself, it is not likely that he should have been 
death amongst the English army. In another moment we had completely mistaken in accepting a play which a portion of the public 
linibered up— two men to each gun, except the largest, which was j;^gg refused to accept. Of course, a manager cauuot afford to keep a 
assigned to me as the chief of the hand — and belter skelter down /he play going until the public come tn masse to see it, and therefore, 
hill vewent, and so, with shouting and with laughter, deposited unless there is “ a turn of the tide ” r and such things have happened 
our spoils at the feet of the British General. ^ , before now, and a condemned pifce has bad a long and prosperous 

I do not recount this incident in order to magnify my own exploits, career), Mr. Alexander will himself be obliged to do to the play what 
My deeds themselves are my best record, those deeds which a those who ridicule and chaff it have already done, i.e, “ take it o^.” 

factious majority in successive Parliaments has, to its everlast- 

ing shame, refused to recognise, hut which not even ^he voice of aa 

malice, always busy in the task of depreciating genuine achieve- Mrs. R, admits that she has always be^n- vejy lond oi^swRew at 
ment. can rob of one particle of their brilliant and immorial lustre, dinner. What she is especially fond of is, she says, a dish oi 
Butthe fight is indissolubly conuected with the stirring story which pommes d^ Ananias/^ and she always adds, But, my dear, why 
I have here set out to relate, and for this r6as<n al»»ne have I the French choose such awful names for such nice things is what 1 
mentioned it. During the brief struggle round the guns I became never can understand.” 


There is something in a name, es] 


when it happens to be 
f.' Alexander’s latest 


vox, CVIH, 
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“QUITE ENGLISH, YOU KNOW!” 

AldmrcJmm Kh/m {to himself), “ I think this ’il kbtok ’Em I ” 
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THE DANDY AEGEAN KHAN. 

{Gabulee Version oj apT^vZar Comic Smg.) 

Air— “ The Bandy Coloured Coon,^^ 

Ameer ^ dressing for a projected Visits sings 

Fools called me a mere “Mgger” wteE I felt Dame Fortune’s 
irown ; 

Tip and down -I Laye known ; 

But now the folks all say, “ Why, you ’re fit to wear a crown. 

Black or brown— you ’ye won renown.” 
mw a lot of gossms they patter and spy. 

S<^jy6oue says, “ He wants to haye the Muscoyite hard by.” 

^iiscoyite 1 ” said I, — ** hard by ! — ^you’re mistooken ! 

This Ameer wants to see no Muscoyite. 

^ ^ Hot at all !— not a bit ! — 

Tain t for him at all the Afghan crown is meant ! ” 

“ Go on ! say they,— “ Who is it ? ” 

Chorus. 

“ Why, it’s Ab-due-eahman, son of Apzui, son of Dost Moham- 
med, means to rule the fierce hlghan ! 

Don’t you know me ?— Go on I— W ell, you vdlly my good man, 

For I ’m Ab-dijs-eahman- the dandy Afghfin Ehan ! ” 

How a man like me is a terror to the tribes, 

The Shinwaris,— the Ghilzais 1 

And IsHAE KbdilN' and others found me galling to their kibes, 
When revolts^they would raise. 

They ’ye been putting it about the Ameer is ill. 

(Wouldn’t they delight to administer a pOl !) 

“ Ameer, you ’re m-^ortal ill ! ’’—but I wasn’t I 
“ You ’ve pwitation,” the quidnuncs state, 

“ From your soles— to your scalp. 

ISBCAE at Samarcand makes your heart palpitate ! ” 

“ Go on ! ’’—said 1,"““ Jiary palp I ” 

CAorws.— For I ’m Ab-dtje-eahmah, &o. 


How I ’ve long had an ambition to far England for to go. 

Don’t you know,— that is so ! 

See Empress-Queen Yictoela and Mister Wales also. 

I ’m asked to go— to that show I 
The Empress-Queen to visit me doesn’t care. 

(And doubtless Afghan fashions might make Yictoeia stare.) 

But there — swear — I ’ll go ! — and I ’m going ! 

, Men may say ** It ’s the Shah that this show ’s about ! ” — 

^ And pother “ You’re an ass, Sir ! 

’Taint the Shah-in-8hah at all— you ’re a long way out ! ” — 

“ Go on ! ”— he ’ll say,— “ ain’t it Hass’e ? ” 

C%orws.— Ho, it ’s Ab-dtje-eahmah, &c. 

So I ’ll dress the part as near as can be. 

Please John B.— don’t you seel 
My close-fitting lambswool and silver filagree, 

Empress Y. — ^might find “ free.” 

Should the tribesmen twig this peculiar rig 
,They ’d think their Ameer had turned Infidel Pig. 

What a toff !— Well, I ’ll say— I ’m here— to see the Empress I— 
What is that “ coon” all the comics sing about ? 

Mister Beown"— Johnt Jambs ! 

If as to me Mister Bull has a doubt, 

Go on !— I ’ll say.— My names ? 

Chorus. 

Why, they’re Ab-dtje-eahmah, son of Aeztjx, son of Dost 
Mahommed, wearer of the Afghan Crown. 

Don’t you know me ?— Go on ?— W eU, yon wiU very soon. 

For I’m Ab-d'de-eahman’ Khant, the dandy Afghan coon I 

“ Hale Fellow, well met.”— “ Pieebe Blahc, the hale Savoyard 
of eighty-eight, took his usual place in the French Chamber,” reports 
the correspondent last week, “and delivered one of Ms cus- 
tomary addresses.” 

“What a charming party of three, 

Bismarck, Blanc, and Mr. G., 

Decidedly yerv much alive, 

IJaited ages Two Four Five ! 
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COUNTER-IRRITATION. 

A Study at a Winter Sale, 

THAT PRECIOUS DONKEY ! 

(An Episode in fhe Life of A. BrUjie^Sy Jvmor^ Et>q,j Ba/rrister-ai-Law, 
m Three Fa/rts.) 

Part II .— Passing ofihe Picture, 

It may be remembered that the gift of my grateful if eoceutric 
client had been put in the box-room at Justinian Gardens. There 
the presentment of the donkey languidly watching jaded villagers 
reposed, amidst the possibly congenial surrounfings of broken 
perambulators, superannuated folding- doors, and half-forgotten 
wide-awake hats. I rather regretted the fate of the picture, as it 
seemed to me that it might have served as a not invaluable adver- 
tisement. As a large proportion of the forensic world knows, I not 
infrequently during the Yuletide season entertain some of my friends 
at the Bar, and I snoxdd have been pleased to have been able to point 
to the canvas as a sort of testimonial. However, the painting had 
disappeared, and there was nothing more to be said about it. 

I am reminded by this reference to my vacation entertainments, 

^ that it was at one of “ these feasts of reason and flows of soul” (as 
! my learned and distinguished friend Appleelossom, Q C., is kind 
enough to call them) that my fortunes underwent a change for the 
better. The inhabitants of Justinian Gardens are accus^med to do 
things very well. When there is a ball, the number of vehicles 
(always mth one horse apiece, and sometimes with a pair) is quite 
considerable. On such occasions a stranger might imagine that the 
Gardens had the advantage of a chronic cab-stand. At 97 (which 
I think I may describe as our show-house) there is a butler, and 
^ere are few at Justinian Gardens who cannot boast of a “ buttons.” 

1 I do not secure the services of a man-retainer myself, and am con- 
sequenGy not quite in the fashion. However, when I entertain, I 
d® oest to be worthy of the^ prehtige of my neighbours, and put 
mrth all my strength in making my house an object of interest. 
The walls of my modest dwelling-juace are adorned with several 
mementoes of my not -altogether- common -jdace career. For 
instance, I have had my commission as a Lieutenant of Volunteers 
(I served for nmny years in the Bishop’s Own, and was graciously 
? permitted by Her Majesty to retire with my rank) glazed and 


framed, and have treated the pasteboard distinctions I won at 
school in a similar fashion. Y^en I purpose entertaining my 
friends at the Bar. I have these gratifying landmarks in my 
life’s history polished up by an individual known in my house- 
hold as “the handy man.” This person (towards whom I enter- 
tain a friendly regard), for a certain sum an hour undertakes to 
do anything I require. I believe that he can paint a house, 
build a conservatory, cut down a forest, and. reconstruct an 
aquarium with equal facility. But it is only right to say that 
I make this statement on the faith of his guarantor— the gentle- 
man who was good enough to procure for me the advantage of 
his services— and cannot speak from personal knowledge.^ So 
far I have only had the opportunity of testing his capabilities 
in window-cleaning and the dusting of works of art. In per- 
forming these domestic duties he shows great energy, and even 
daring. He seems to delight in standing on window-ledges 
and the outer edges of flights of stairs. I have been given to 
understand that ne glories in these displays of hardihood, as 
they remind him of the diys and nights when he acted as a 
rather prominent member of the Fire Brigade. 

“Mr. Wilkins,” I said, on my departure for the Temple, 

^ “I shall esteem it a favour if you will be so good as to 
employ your leisure to-day in repainting the waterbutts, sweep- 
ing tne kitchen chimney, putting glass in the conservatory, 
regilding the mirror in the study, and, if you have time, dust- 
ing my testimonial.” 

“ Certainly, Sir,” replied my valued acquaintance, and before 
I had closed the hall door, the sounds of the rumbling sticks 
told me that he had already commenced to remove the super- 
fluous soot from the culinary smoke-hole. 

I had rather an arduous day at Pump-Handle Court. I had 
quite an accumulation of circulars, and a consent brief that 
re^iuired very careful attention. The latter was not endorsed 
with my name, but I saw to it on behalf of a colleague. After 
I had spent some hours in the little frequented (during the 
vacation) realms of the Temple, I returned to Justinian Gardens, 
which I need scarcely tell an experienced cabman is in the 
neighbourhood of that continually rising locality — Earl’s Court. 
The door was opened by Mr. Wilkins in person, who antici- 
pated the turning of the proprietorial latch-key. 

“ I am sorry to say, Sir.” said my trusted employ&^ “ that I 
have had an accident. While I was dusting the military en- 
listment card ” 

“ You mean commission ? ” 

“ I do, Sir, It came down with a run. You see, Sir, you 
have had him rather heavily framed. Unfortunately, Sir, 

when I passed the polish brush over him the nail did not hold, 

and it gave suddenly. The picture made a nasty mark on the 
wall, and smashed up when he got to the flooring. I would have 
reframed him, but all the shops close early on a Thursday, and I can 
get no glass.” 




“ Well, what have you done ? ” I asked, in a tone of some annoy- 
ance, for I pride myself on my commission, and am proud of showing 
it to my friends. 

“ Well, Sir, I went up to the box-room to see if I could find any- 
thing that would do, and have looked up an affair that I think wiU 
meet with your approval.” 

By this time I had reached the place where the wall was damaged. 
The spot was covered by a picture. 

“I did my best. Sir. I washed the canvas with soap and water, 
and put the polisbiog brush over the frame. Of course the subject 
ain't worth much, but for a stop-gap it isn’t bad. How is it ? ” 

I then found that Mr. Wilkins had hidden the faulty hall paper 
with the picture that had been presented to me by the gentleman 
who had raised a claim to the throne of the Celestial Empire. 
Secretly pleased that I could now have an opportunity of referring 
to the gratitude of my client to my learned and distinguished friend, 
Appleblossom", O.C., who had promised to dine with me that evening, 

I readily accepted the apologies of the penitent Wilkins. 

“I will put it allright to-morrow, Sir,” said my distressed 
employ L “ I will get some glass, fix up your enlistment card, and 
have it done before I rebuild the pantry and whitewash the ceiling 
of the bath-room.” 

Satisfied with the promise I thought no more of the contretemps 
until after dinner, when my attention was directed to it by Apple- 
blossom, d.C., who had made himself vastly agreeable after the 
ladies had retired and left us to discuss the chestnuts and the port. 

“ Hullo, Beiepless,” he exclaimed ; “where did you get that Old 
Boots?” 

I told my story of the grateful client, and young Bands, who I : 
fancy is thinking of reading in my chambers, regarded me (I venture 
to believe) with increased respect. 

“ Bless me, you have a treasure I ” continued Applebossom, Q,.C., * 
who seemed wrapt in admiration. “That is a genuine Old Boots. 
You can always teU him from Young Boots by ttie manipulation of 
his animal’s ears. Look at those. Sir I Splendid ! Why, who could 
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paint a donkey like that ? By Jove, Bbtefless, you are in luck I 
Yon ought to make a fortone out of it at Chbisites ! ” 

“ "Why, is it very valuable I ai^ed. “ I am not much of an 
art connoisseur, and I frankly confess I know very littJe of Old 
Shoes.” 

“ Old Boots, Sir ! ” cried Applebiossom, Q,.C. “ Why I thought 
all the world knew Old Boots ! One of the grandest painters of the 
eighteenth century ! He got that particular delicacy of touch which 
you can trace in that donkey’s ears by never commencing to paint 
his animals until he was recovering from delirium tremens^ Why, 
i Sit, that animal is simply superb. Look at his mane, Sir ! Why, it 
is simply marvellous ! ’’ 

I did look at the donkey’s ears and mane, and, with the assistance 
of young Baio)S, went into an ecstasy. The ears of the animal were 
certainly magnificent. 

I must admit I was excited during the rest of that eventful even- 
ing. I determined to keep the secret of my good fortune to myself. 

I thought I would surprise the lady who does me the honour to bear 
my name, by telling her that I had become a rich man after I had 
cashed the cheque I was sure to receive. All the followiag day I 
made plans for the spending of my fortune. I would have a box in 
the Highlands, z. pied-a-terre in Paris, and a pyramid in Egypt. I 
would present my Inn with a massive gold snuff-box, and Poe- 
TiHOTOH should have a silver-mounted meerschaum. If my age did 
not bar my progress, I would seek service in the Militia— as a lieu- 
tenant-colonel. There was no limit to my ambition. 

When I returned, Mr. Wiikins (who is thoroughly conscientious), 
having finished the rebuilding of the pantry and the whitewashing 
of the bath-room, had departed. He does not waste his time, and 
only charges me lor the hours he actually expends in honest labour. 
I hurried to the spot where my Old Boots was temporarily resting 
before removal to the far-famed auction-rooms in King Street, 
St. James’s. I turned pale, 

“ Why, what is this ?” I asked, trembling with emotion. 

“Your commission, dear,” said my‘ better seven-eighths. “It 
looks better than the picture, although I must say the donkey im- 
proves on acquaintance. It really was very well painted. I am 
quite sorry Mr. Wilkius has taken it away.” 

“ Wilkins taken it away ? ” I gasped out. 

“ Yes. He said that you didn’t seem to care for it, so he went off 
to trv and seU it.” 

“Why ! ” I exclaimed, and m 3 r voice, through my deep emotion, 
dropped almost to a whisper, “ it is an Old Boots ! ” 

“ An Old Boots ! ” cried my better seven-eights, becoming as 
excited as myself. “ Why, qur fortunes are made ! An Old Boots ! 
Oh, why didn’t you tell me ! An Old Boots ! Fancy having an 
Old Boots! ” 

‘ ‘ But we haven’t,” I returned, almost in tears. “ The handy-man 
has gone off with it I What are we to do without our Old Boots ! ” 

“ We will get it back I ” returned my better and more important 
fraction, with determination. 

Whether we did recover our lost treasure, or fail in the attempt, 
must, owing to the exigencies of space (so I am given to understand), 
form the subject of another and concluding contribution. The chase 
after our Old Boots was not without adventures of a distinctly 
exciting character. 

MY PETTY JAYNE!* 

Am — “My Pretty Jme** 

t Mv Jatne, my Jatne, my Bishop Jayne, 

0 never, never more be sly, 

You ’ll meet, you ’U meet with no green even in 
This correspondent’s eye. 

“Char^,^ (^STEK, charge.” Do what you 

Your di- o- cese will stand. 

But do not, do not stain with i-n-k 
Your Q-othenburgian hand. 

So Jayne, my Jayne, my petty Jayne, 

0 never, never more be sly. 

You’ll meet, you’ll meet with no green even 

This correspondent’s eye. 

* See recent letters and article in Times within the last fortnight. 


“ To Home for Sixteen G-tjineas.”— The travellers, it is an- 
nounced, will be “ lectured by the Bishop of Peteeboeotjgi-h: and Mr. 
Oscar Browning.” What a delightful prospect for a pleasant trip I 
Fancy being lectured all the way as to what ip eat, drink, and RY'oid, 
on comportment and deportment, on smoking, on registratioif of 
baggage, on economy, etc., etc,, by a Bishop and one of the Oscabb. 
0 what a time they will have of it I 


BONNIE W. a 

A Song of the Snowy South. 

[“* 'W'e were caught in a snowdrift’ was Mr. G-ladstone’s explanation. 

‘ In Scotland they would have cleared it away in no time, but here they are 
not accustomed to deal with snow ; ’ and, with upright bearing, and carry- 
ing a travelling rug which he refused to iive up to a servant, he marched 
out of the station with a springy gait,” — Central News Telegram from CannesJ\ 

Connie DundeeP 

^ 1 To our own Gr. 0. M. ’twas 

^ ont’of I 

!/ll li'lV Mil '5'ou are now eighty-five, 

. %;]' r though a wonder you be ; 

' ^ iflf honnie 

^ I ^1 * 










\ 

'' Not sunshine, but train- 
stopping snow-drift and 
sleet 

Yet be “ pops up ” at Cannes as alert as can be, 

After five hours long snow-block, our W. G-. 

Then fill up the cup to our Cbichton at Cannes. 

Nestor wasn’t a patch on our own Hrand Old Man ; 

May he come hack as bonnie as bonnie can be, 

For we ’ve not seen the last of our W. Q-. 1 


OUE BOOKING-OFFICE. 

It is noteworthy how in recent years, in the matter of fiction, the 
star of Empire shineth in the North. After Walter Scott estab- 
lished the sovereignty of Scotland in 
the world of British fiction, there 
was a long pause. In our generation 
William Black came to the front. 

Later, we have had Stevenson, 

Barrie, and Crockett. Now here is ; 

Ian Maclarbn with Ms cluster of 
gem-like stories gathered Beside the 
Bonnie Briar Bush (Holder and 
Stoughton). My Baronite tells me 
that of the collection Mr. Gladstone 
likes best “A Doctor of the Old 
School.” Where all is good it is difid- 
cult to establish supremacy. But for 
simple pathos and for the skilly of 
drawing with a few touches living 
figures of fle^-h and blood, tMs sketch 
is certainly hard to heat. Yet “A 
Lad of Pairts ” runs it close, A very beautiful hook, full oi human 
nature in its simplest form and most pathetic circumstances. 

Says the Baron, “ What I who have read Mr, Bram Stoker’s latest 
romance could tell you about The Waiter'' Mou^ would make your 
mou’ watter with longing desire to devour it. It is excellent : first 
because it is short ; secondly, because the excitement is ^pt up from 
first page to last ; and thirdly, because it is admirably written 
throughout ; the scenic descriptive portion being as entrancing as the 
dramatic. It is brought out in the Acme Series in charge oi A 
Constable, and its full price is only one shilling.” 

A good snort story is to he found in ^ Clear Case of the^ Super- 
natural, by Eeginald Lucas, only as it is by no means a clear 
case,” it might have been appropriately entitled, Fluke or^ook. 

The Baron de Book-Worms. 


Most Appropriate. — “Gunner J. C. Rockett promoted to rank 
of Chief Gunner in the Q,ueen’s Navy.” Of course, quite right to 
send up a Rockett. Only^ got to present him with a house at 
Gunnershury and the thing is complete. 
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"A DIVIDED DUTY” [ 

[“■What we fail to perceive, at least to any adequate extent, in the ■ 
pleadings of the spokesman of the Lancashii*e Cotton Trade, is a recognition 
of the paramount importance, even from a commercial point of view, of the . 
Imperial interests that depend on the just and liberal government of India.’* : 

Times,'\ 

Am — “ Orem Grow the JtusheSf 0 1 ” 

^ Mr. John Bdxl sings 

DiNO-dong the lasses go ! My patience it quite passes, 0 1 
My brain it turns, Qiough with Eos Burns, I dearly love the 
lasses, 0! 

There’s right and wijong on either hand; that’s clear to aU but 
asses, 0 ! 

So hold your whist, drop each your fist, and to me list, fair lasses, 0 1 

Lancashire lass, I like you weU. You’re buxom, brave, and 
bonny, 0 ! 

But do not slight your sense of right in hasty greed of money, 0 1 

When North v. South “clemmed” many a mouth, what patient, 
patriot spirit, 0 1 

Lancashire showed! All England glowed. That spirit you 
inherit, 0 1 

But in jour wrath you’ve missed the path of fair and patriot 
dealing, 0 1 

Nay, do not pout. You’ll wake, no doubt, to right Imperial 
feeling, QT 

The Empire ’s wide and can’t be tied by shackles greed-begotten, 0 1 
My only duty now, my beauty, ’s to sell your cotton, 0 1 

Of bulk and bale your sale won’t fail — ^if you keep up the quality, 0 1 
And do not trust to “ devil’ s-dust”— which mars our merchant- 
polity, 01 

Some rascal-mufEs, with loaded stuffs, have spoiled the Eastern 
market, 0 ! 

Miss India, there will tell you where, and when she whispers, hark 
it, 0 1 


But with good goods you’ll hold your own, despite that import 
duty, 0 1 

But you can’t have all your own way, my bold— but angry — 
beauty, 0 ! 

Mijss India there needs constant care ; she has not your resources, 0 ! 

You raise your voice against my choice ’twixfc two unwelcome 
courses, 0 1 

But I— though loth— considering both on my responsibilitj, 0 1 

Have done my best, and for my pains from both meet incivility, 0 i 

I’ve tried to bear the balance fair, ’twixt countries, trades, and 
classes, 0 ! 

And lo I my lot is anger hot from both you bickering lasses, 0 ! 


Miss India’s eyes, at the Excise, excitedly are fiashing, 0 1 
My dusky dear, ’tis hard to steer ’twixt interests wildly clashing, 0 1 

I love ye both, and I were loth to make— or see— je quarrel, 0 1 
But— a divided duty’s mine, and that ’s my homily’s moral, 0 ! 

And so, my dears, abate your fears, and likewise stint your shindy, 0 1 
The Lass of Lancashire should shake hands with the Lass from 
“Indy,” 01 

I’li do my best for East and West. Brim high three bumper 
glasses, 0 1 

And let’s drink health, and love, and wealth to both my bonny 
lasses, 0 1 

A Colourable Correction. 

- “ Bored to blues by a Blue-Book ” ? I fear you are not 
Up to date in your choice of a tint, my dear fellow. 

The type of sheer boredom, and dulness, and rot. 

Is not now the Blue of old days, but the Yellow. 

As Blue-Stockings now half the sex might be mustered, 

The New Woman doubtless wears hose hued like custard. 

Next best thing- to the Persian Locomotive Carpet op 
Eastern Fable.— The “ Travelling Bug ” of Western fact. 
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Me. Botx. “ NOW, GIBL8, STOP THIS ! EEMEMBEE I AM EESPONSIBLE FOE YOU BOTH.” 
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THE COUNTER-CHECK QUARRELSOME. 

Ur, Delasparre, “I will ask tou to favour mb, Madam, by refraining from laughing at mb on the Stage 

DURING MT Third Act/' Misi Jones [sweetly), *‘Oh, but I assure you you’re mistaken, Mr. Delasparre; I never laugh 

AT you ON THE STAGE— I WAIT TILL I GET HOME I ” 


THAT WEDDING PEESENT. 

London , — Jones is going to be married. Of course, I must give 
him hometluTig. But what ? A biscuit box ? Commonplace. Good 
idea to look for something more interesting and unusual during my 
holiday. J ust off to North Italy. Will keep my eyes open along the way, 

Paris , — Walk in the E.ue de la Paix and Boulevards. Everything 
labelled “ Article AnglaisP Must really get him something made 
abroad. Give up looking in Paris. Shall find tomething farther on. 

Lucerne, - No good to take Swiss wood carving. Can’t carry home 
a huge sideb >ard. All the smaller things can be bought in London. 

Milan, — The very place. There is an exhibition here. Shall pro- 
bably see something beautiful. Italy, cradle of the arts, and all that 
sort if thing. Besides, so nice to say to Jones, “My dear feUow, 
here ’s a little trifle ; got it in Milan, you know. It's modem, but 
then the Italians are always so artistic.” To exhibition. Why, 
there are pictures here ! Of course, just suit me. Hurry to picture 
gallery. Several rooms. Enter eagerly. After a short time, totter 
feebly out, and ask the official at the door where 1 can obtain a little 
branay. He, evidently alarmed by my horror-stricken face and 
8ta§*gering movements, asks civilly if I am ill. Would I like a 
chair ? Should he fetch a doctor ? Thank him, and say it is nothing 
serious. 1 have only been looking at a few modem Italian pictures. 
Crawl to the refreshment bar, and am revived with cognac. Then 
insp' ct the rest of the exhibition. Am the only visitor, which is not 
surprising, for there is nothing to see but bottles ! Au exhibition of 
bottles ! They are said to be full of wiue, but I do not see how that 
maizes them more beautiful. Absurd to buy Jones some bottles. 
And equally absurd to buy him some Italian wine when he can get 
good French wine in England. Betides, can’t carry bottles in my 
Gladstone hag. Therefore, give up Milan. 

Venice , — The chief manufactures here are lace and glass. Now 
Jones never wears any lace, except in his boots, and never wears any 


glass, not even in his eye. So what good would these be to him ? 
See one or two palaces to be sold. But can’t take them home. So 
give up Yenice. 

Pologna,—MoTe useless local productions ! Here they make sau- 
sages and soap. Jones is not a starving scarecrow for want of 
sausages, nor a Simeon Sttlites for want of soap. Must therefore 
give up Bologha, This wedding present begins to weigh me down. 
At each new place it obtrudes itself between me an all the beautiful 
things I look at. Must really get something in Florence. 

Florence , — Great Scott! It’s worse here. A life-size marble 
statue, or a mosaic table weighing nearly a ton. Have serious 
thoughts of buying, at a great Tednction, an extra large statue, 
hitherto unsaleable on account^ of its size, and then telhng J.ones 
that his wedding present is waiting for him here, if he will come 
and fetch it. The dealer asks 2.000 lire. I understand shopping in 
Italy. Early one morning offer him 50. He at once comes down to 
1,000. 1 go np to 100. Discuss for one hour, haggle for another 
hour, dispute angrily for a third. Then go off to dejeuner. Closing 
prices— dealer 725, myself 250. Back again after interval for 
refreshment. Begin quietly. Opening prices— dealer 720, myself 
251. Discussion, haggling, dispute as before. Indignant marcmngs 
out by me, frantic pursuits by the dealer. Final prices — dealer 
■ 403, myself 396. Each of us, hoarse and exhausted, refuses to yield 
another centesimo. So do not buy statue for Jones, and give np 
Florence. Genoa is the last chance. 

Gewfia.— Yelvet ? "What ’s the good of velvet to Jones ? Besides 
it is fabulously dear, something like attar of roses at so much a drop. 
Must give up even Genoa. 

London,— Back a^ain. Have bought a biscuit box and sent it to 
J ones. Since then have met J ones’ s cousin, and Smith, and J ones’ s 
brother-in-law, and Mrs. Robinson, and a few other mutual friends. 
We disagree in many things, but in one we seem to be unanimous. 
We have all given him biscuit boxes ! 
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A PSALM OF (HOLIDAY) LIFE. 

What the heart of the Small Boy said to the 
Dyspeptic Pessimist. 

Tell me not, in Christmas ambers, 

Yule is a dyspeptic dream, 

A tradition that but cumbers 
What smugs call “ the social scheme,” 

Yule is joUy, Yule is earnest ! 

A sick-bed is not its goal ; 

Prig who rich plum-pudding spurnest, 
Thou art destitute of soul. 

iN'ot mere “ sapping,” which means sorrow. 
Is youth’s destined end or way : 

Bat-yto think that each to-morrow 
Brings us nearer Christmas Day I 

Terms are long, and Vacs, are fleeting, 
And our “ turns,” though big and brave. 

Know that there ^s an end to eating 
Wheu at lessons we must slave. 

Oh, the railway’s welcome rattle I 
Oh, the feeling of fresh life ! 

Oh, the Christmas Show of Cattle I 
Oh, the fun of fork and knife I 

Blow the Future ! it ’s unpleasant ; 

Pat the Past clean out of head. 

What J like’s the (Christmas) Present* 

Ko mere ghost, as Dicicek's said. 

All his jolly books remind us 
Christmas is a glorious time. 

Don't let bilious bogies blind us 
To its larks, which are sublime. 


Only wish there was another 
Coming-in a month— again ! 

Stodge is bad for boys ? Oh, bother ! 

I can stand it, right as rain ! 

Let us, then, be up and doing, 

(With a kiiife and fork and plate,) 

All our tips at tuok-shops blueing, 

Learn to stodge, ere ’tis too late ! 

THE CHRONICLES OF A RURAL PARISH, 

X.— The Chair, 

As soon as we had agreed to allow the 
Parish Meeting Chairman to preside, Black 
Bob jumped up and proposed that Mrs. 
Lbtham Hayitt should be elected to the 
chair. She was a lady whose excellences he 
need not dilate on. She had excellent busi- 
ness habits, and, with all respect to Mrs. 
March, she had as much right to a seat on the 
Council as that lady. Then a miracle hap- 
p med, Mrs. March not only did not resent 
this reference, but actually seconded Mrs. 
Havitt. It was essential, she said, that 
women should be represented as fully as pos- 
sible, and she should, without hesitation, 
embrace this opportunity of securing a woman 
colleague. This made the station serious, 
not to say hopeless. After she had sat down, 
there was an ominous pause. At length I rose 
and proposed myself, j In impressive tones I 
pointed out that the hand of the electors had 
pointed in no uncertain way to myself, and 
that ^ since no one else had proposed mv 
election, at the risk of being misunderstood 
once more, I had, on public grounds, to do it 
myself. After anothp painful pause the 


Parson seconded my nomination. Then the 
voting, Mrs. Havitt’ s name was put flrst. 
She got 4 votes— Mrs. March, Black Bob, 
and his two comrades. I got 3— the Squire, 
the Parson, and my self. And so I was foiled 
again — by the Eternal Feminine. 

And so our Parish Council is at last com- 
plete, and ready for action, a corporate body 
in the eyes of the law. Possibly, in these 
pages I may from time to time be permitted 
to relate how Mudford progresses under our 
rule. Possibly, I may not. But in any case 
I ought to add that, being beaten by Mrs. 
Havitt has not — ^well, improved the domestic 
atmosphere. Wifely devotion seems to be 
out of fashion in these fin de siecle days. 

DUTCH ENTERPRISE. 

The question of alien immigration as aflect- 
ing the British Labour Market is one that 
ocoasionally occupies the attention of the 
Legislature. The subjoined advertisement 
cut from the Daily News suggests something 
even worse : — 

H olland.— THE first netherland 

STEAM MUSTARD and SPICE MILLS, 
visiting the whole country, wishes to represent a 
first English house in articles of daily consumption. 

It is bad enough to have foreign labourers 
competing with our people. But if they are 
going to send over, bodily, their mills and 
other labour shops, John Bull will be obliged 
to put his foot down and kick somebody. 

Seasonable (?) UKBETiNa por a China- 
man.— A Jappy New Year to you ! 
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VIVE LE TAILLEUR DU ROI. 

[“ Le due d’Orleans a voulu doiiner une 
leQon aux mauyais patriotes; il habite 
Londres, il charge ua tailleur parisien 
du soin de gamir &a garde-robe.” — 
Fremh Pms.] 

Along the boulevard’s busy curb 
That bristles bravely with Hrennes^ 
A thing has threatened to disturb 
The careless vie parisienne ; 

It isn’t spies or journalist black- 
mailers, 

It is the question of monarchic tailors. 

For lo ! from perfide Albion 
Has lately come a ducal note 
With patterns for a pantahn 
And therewithal a redingote : 
(Observe, in passing, that the royal 
billet 

Says nothing of the corresponding 
gilet). 

How while in matters of the gown 
The monde of Paris sets the mode^ 
Their gay flaneurs that paint the 
town 

Long since affect a foreign code. 
Developing in fact a steady passion 
For dressing in the latest London 
fashion. 

With any perfect pitriot 
How bitterly it stirs the bile, 

This craze for being clothed in what 
Is thought to be the Euglish style: 
It makes the language of his heated 
brain 

Occasionally verge on the profane. 

And now the Exile, armed with red 
Hot coals of living anthracite. 
Projects them on his country’s head, 
And more in pity than in spite 


FANCY PORTRAIT. 





THE EEHEARSAL; OE, PEACTICE MAKES PEEFECT. 

“Lord H-lsb-ey will be the principal guest at a smoking *At 
Home,’ Jan. 25th, at the W-stm-nst-r P-l-ce Hotel.”— Paper, 


Bids France that hunted him and his 
like rabbits 

Henceforth to execute his daily habits. 

Some fancy, romping at results. 

The constitution’s overthrow, 
A’view unworthy of adults, 
According to the Figaro ; 

It makesa democrat extremely nettled. 
To hear the thing is practically 
settled. 

Of course there may be gomething in 
That strange omission of the vest, 
Yet were it little short of sin 
To lay this unction to the breast ; 

A person isn’t worth a paltry fllei 
Who stakes the Third Eepnblic on a 
gilet. 

There lacks, you see, a final law 
To guide in France the statesman’s 
The casual ignited straw [game ; 

Wni set the camel’s hump aflame ; 
A redingote may raise enough eclat 
To bring about a pretty coup d'etaU 

A GENTLE HINT TO THE JUBILANT 
JAP. 

There is a Jappy land 
Far, far away, 

Where Art they understand ; 

Hone more than they. 

How in fair battle’ s ring [Wing, 
They’ve pummelled poor Pikg- 
All men their praises smg 
Who ’ve won the day. 

Bright in that Jappy land 
Beams every eye. 

But, though their pluck be grand, 
Bar-bar-i-ty 

Their choicest gifts will mar. 

Blood stains their rising star, 

Foul slaughter is not war. 

Fie, Jappy, fie! 


A CABINET SECEET. 


“BOYS AHD GHRLS COME OUT TO PANTOMIME!” 


{Fragment for the Hi^an of the Future.) Santa Claps, the afternoon pantomime at lie Lyceum, is even belter 

[After the Cabinet several of the Ministers present took luncheon with than Mr. OSCAH Babrbtt’s Cinderella of last year. There is plenty of 
the Chancellor OP THE Exchequer.— splendour iu the fairy piece, considered merely as a “spectacle,” 
There had been an exciting meeting of the Members of the enough, indeed, to make a “ pair of spectacles,” and to cause much 
Ministry. The gatheriDg had taken place at noon, and after several specularion as to how they manage to stow away all the scenery, 
angry altercations it had been adjourned. But the ohjeetor-iD-chief properties, and co&tumes at five o’clock every afternoon, in order to 
had admirably kept his temper. He came of a gallant and illustrious make room for King Arthur^ who, on the temporary abdi^tion of 
race, and blood is thicker t ha n water. Santa Claus (a part admirably acted and declaimed by Mr. W^illtaji 

“I must not forget the teachings of my Uncle Dick,” he. had Eignold), reigns at the Lyceum from eight till eleven. But besides 
murmured, as it was suggested that two of his favourite projects the dazzling bi^ancy of fairy pantomime, Ibere is in it not only rew 
should be slaughtered, like the infant Princes in the Tower. fun which delights the youngsters, for whom^ the entertainment is 

Then, when there was an inclination on the part of his colleagues primarily intended, but also a touch of dramatic pathos, as shown in 


to quarrel amongst themselves, he cleverly fanned the 
fire, and increased the incipient strife. 

“ It was the mode adopted by my maiden Aimt, Queen 
Elizabeth, and it succeeded in her time. Why should 
the passing of three or four centuries _ make any dif- 
ference ? After all, human nature is— in fact— human 
nature ! ” 

And so the dull minutes passed away. The time came / 
for luncheon. Then he smiled a smile full of mystic 
hospitality. 

‘^It will put the bloodhounds of the Press off the scent ^ 
! if I ask them to luncheon with me. It is sure to he ^ 
reported in the papers, and who wiE imagine that I 
would willingly entertain a possible opponent to the 
coming Budget ? Moreover, revenge is sweet ; not that 
I would take it ! not that I would take it ! ” 

And then he entreated several of his colleagues to 
“crush a cup with him,” using a phraseology that had 
found favour in the mouths of the Crusaders. 


the death of the devoted dog Tatters, a dog who has his 
day and dies, whose cruel fate excites the compassion of 
old and young alike. All are rejoiced when they find out 
that clever Mr. Charles Lauri, of whom it can be 
oomplimentarily said that “ he is a perfect htast,” is re- 
stored to life, and that the Heavenly Twins are happily 
revived. 

As the two toy soldiers Messrs. Harry and Fred 
EIitchen — ^the front and hack kitchen— are &st-ral€. 
But where aU are so good it is impossible, within the 
limits of a paragraph, to particularise. Messrs Barrett 
and Lennard are to he congratulated, and, as Hamlet 
saySj “The Pantomime’s the thing, and, as Shaks- 
pearian readers will remember, Hamlet's father went to 
wasn’t it “his custom always of an after- 
noon”?— only there’s no sleeping here, hut every- 
one very wide awake, and all “going h<'me to tea” 


And then he entreated several of his colleagues to * — one very wiae awaxe,^ au ijoing nome xo xea 

“ crush a cup with him,” using a phraseology that had • ^ thoroughly satisfied with Claus, ^ vvho says Le 

found favour in the mouths of flie Crusaders. . , , wtuMrt, when the Lyceum is crowd ^ 

“ And Eoset, will not you come ? ” The question was asked with matinees, and, out^^ide the doors of Old Drury, daily and 
much cordiality. The Premier did not reply. He merely smiled, nightly appear the placards, House Full ? 
and the smile seemed to be a sufELcient answer. , , — ^ 

Shortlv afterwards (as suhseauentlv reported iu the newspapers) A “Tit Bit.”— W hen they, roeak of some one of the Baby 
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“A PENNY PLAIN-BUT 
OSCAR COLOURED.” 

[An Entertainmmt Antagonistic 
to Amuicment) 

Scene — Anywhere, Charac- 
ters distributed about the 
Stage in more or less ad- 
mired confusion. 

Anybody, So we are living: 
in a penny romance. And 
this is Society. 

Charles his Friend, Society 
is everything but sociable. 

Somebody, But why should 
the Prime Minister be threat- 1 
ened by a professional black- 
mailer ? 

Charles his Friend. In mat- 
ters of this kind the Premier 
is the dernier. 

Someone Else, But surely 
the same sort of thine: has been 
done by Sardou in Dora f 

Charles his Friend, Why 
not? A dramatist has only 
one virtue, he never invents a 
drama. 

A Casual Visitor, Then we 
have only to regard the Adelphi 
as a model, and take the 
Wildest license with the 
dialogue. 

Charles his Friend, Quite 
so. After all, a paradox is 
merely a platitude. 

A Caller, But do great men 
do these things ? 

Charles his Friend, The 
great do all things because 
they are little. 

A Lady, Surely a wife 
should look uj) to her husband ? 

Charles Ms Friend, So she 
does— unless she wears high 
heels. 

A Person, And a wife, if 
“the found her hu«-band in 



INDUCTION. 

“Is THIS THE Fsw Baby, Daddy Yes, dear.” 
“Why, he *s got no Teeth 1” — “No, dear.” 

“And he’s got no Hair 1”— “No, dear.” 

“ Oh, Daddy, it must bps an Old Babv i ” 


trouble, would surely cleave to 
him? 

Charles his Friend, So she 
would, if she only knew where 
to find him. 

Another Person, That re- 
minds me that a play, to be 
successful, must have the plot 
of a shilling shocker— much 
diluted. 

Charles his Friend, A 
shocker shocks no one save its 
—publisher, 

A New Comer, Then the 
blackmailer \\as defeated in 
the end — as bad people inva- 
liahly are when vice is at a dis- 
count and virtue at a pre- 
mium. 

Charles his Friend, Virtue 
never is at a premium, save 
when it is mistaken for 
vice. 

A hlasi Man of the World, 
And yet, in spite of all this, 1 
have had a pleasant evening. 

Charles his Friend, So has 
an author when he is laughing 
in his sleeve and confuses 
black with white. 

Someone, But does the 
author never know the difEei- 
ence ? 

Charles Ms Friend, Wlmi 
does it matter ? If he thinks 
himself right, everybody will 
know that he is wrong ! 

The Audience, All this is 
very clever because it is ua- 
intelligible. 

The Author, So I believe. 
Only T stand upon my irre- 
spons'bility;. But is anyone 
satisfied with anything in a 
playhouse ? 

Charles his Friend, Only 
with the fall of the curtain ! ‘ 
[^Scene closes in upon nothing 
in particular. 


THE REAL NEW WOMAN. 

I OWN there are heights that she cannot 
attain. 

She is not at home with a gun. 

Ill mstimes where one living creature is slain 
Sue cannot perceive any fun ; 

a ^or feathered songster has died 
Her hat or her bonnet to grace ; 

And after the hounds it were torture to ride, 
Lest Reynard should lose in the race. 

And much she ignores that New Women 
should learn, 

And^ still she refuses to smoke : 

Oim wine from another she cannot discern, 
But she’s ^lendid at seeing a joke. 

Her love her friendship no labour can 
fret, 

No jealousy seems to alarm. 

In truth, not a mortal could ever forget 
Her humour, her kindness, her charm. 

Tlmugh dozens of friends of her fealty boast, 
Her desk with epistles is packed, 

Her very own relatives love her the most — 

A somewhat remarkable fact ! 

With bores and with fools she ungrudgingly 
hears. 

And though it may end in her loss. 

Wmh cabinen she never can wrangle for fares. 
Or haggle a counter across. 

Hot eyes, that are lo^yal and fearless and kind. 
At wrong or injustice will fiame, 


But they never seem anxious a failure to find, 

They never ap hasty to blame ; 

And well she is loved by the best and the 
worst, 

For syn^athy, courage, and truth, 

For friendship unfailing they love her, the 
first; 

The last, for her infinite rath. 

Oh, what if she never should do or should 
dare 

In regions by Woman untrod ? 

Yet, when her step passes, men turn from 
despair, 

And trust in the world and in God. 

Oh, what if no “record” she cares to eclipse, 

Nor manners nor morals defies ? 

But paiu she would f a(i<^ with a smile on her 
lips, 

, And death with a light in her eyes ! 


The Ghizeh Museum.”— A question has 
been asked in the Times as to why the name 
of Professor Petbie has been omitted from 
the Commission for the Museum of Egyptian 
Antiquities, The answer., whether satisfao- 
to]^ or not, is that considering the over- 
whelming learning on this special subject of 
the distinguished Professor it is probable 
that the energies of the other members would 
be “Petrie-fied.” 


Motto rob Hoerid Cold Wbatber.— 
“ B^d ’s the 


MBS. BLOOMEB. 

[“ The news of the death of Mrs. Bloomer, nt 
Council Bluffs, Iowa, revives many memories of a 
distant past ” — DHlg Graphic.] 

So Mrs. Bloomer’s gone I but let her name 
Once more appear in Mr, Punches pages. 
’Twas long ago, almost the Middle Age^, 
That Leech’s pencil advertised her fame ! 

Her costume was unlovely— let it fade 
For ever from the ken of human vision ! 
Though nowadays ’twould tcaroe provoke 
derision, 

If worn by pretty girls and tailor-made. 

For by the lady-cyclist, as i-he plies 
Her pedal, neatly clad in knickeihockers. 
See Mrs. Bloomer, first of Grund) - 
sh« okers. ^ 

Now vindicated in Dame Fashion’s eyes l 

But, hot in dress alone a i ioneer, 

She edited the temp’rance Water Bucket. 
And many a blow ’gain>t drink vith pluck 
hit; 

Then let us o’er her pas&ing shed a tear ! 


At the Emhbe.— T he celebrated chan- 
tense Mile. Mealy is engaged. We ’ve not 
yet heard her, but of course this lady’s songs 
should be of a ve^ delicate nature, as she 
herself must be “ Mealv-moufbpd.” 



Janttabt 26 , 1895 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARTVARL 


m-rrx. awt* wo nnTKT^ Ao iowiTO l>y Macbeth-M^dred (Mr. FsiirK Coorm) and his t ^tehiag 

THE COMTHS AND THE GOIM S OE AHTHUS. motha: Lady Macheth-Morgan-U-Fay (Miss Geitetieyb T^aeb). _ 

Tr was a pleasant sight, on the premiere of King Arthur, to see In Act Two, while KUen~ Gi^evere and otIs ^ out a-mayiiw in. 

Mr. CoMTNS Carr, poet, litterateur ^ art-critic, theatrical maiLaeer, one of the moirt lovely of * ‘ As You like it woodland scenes ('witn a 
orator, ioumalist, dramatist, and not a few other things beside, fool in the forest, too) ever beheld on ^y stage, L(^y M^oeth- 
eravelv bowing his acknowledgments as Arthur of the piece” Morgan and Macheth-Mordred overhear ■&elove-makmg of Guvnny 
at the Lyceum. Beshrew me, and by my haHdome, he hath done his and JLancy ; and in Act Three t^ese two cl^er ones, as PJpr 
work with so deft and cunning a hand as to puzzle not a little those Affery was wont to style Fhntwwh and Mr^ Clennam, revem 
who have their Goethe, their Tennyson, and some of the most truth to Arthur- Othello, who has t aken from the h^d oi the 
favourite plays of William vShaespeare at their fingers’ ends, and t^uicided Ophelia-JBlaine (Mss Lena Ashweil) a note, whim as^^s 
who are also more,,or{less acquainted with Wagnerianltrilogies. him in discovering the wickedness of sly Srr L^cy ^d the giddy 

We aIlknow“ Kettle Guinny. iS'tV Xancy cries, ‘ Strike on I Ktng Mmry 

began it.” Well, Wao- . .. Arthur is just “ on strike ” when he exclaims I cannot M thee, 

nee begins this, in the Excalihur, a notablv sharp blade on occasion, fads him now. 

^dogue, with spirits Laney is banished; and ,-^es it. very giuetly, wing out like a 

wd wate, ».e., mere 

snirits getting along Guinevere in charge of Str Macbe^Mordr^ aiA Mrs. Morgan- 

swimmingly in a kind I mlaM U-Fay, female , professor of necromancy, table-toming-medium, 

of Niehelnngen lake - “parties attend^,” &c. ^ ^ j i x ‘ 

wid-oavem scene. Not In Aetkst G»i«e««re.is mpnsonedma tower, aadis madeloveto 

nntil the enrtain rose _mm. by that awfully Bad Knight, ^r Mordred, who se^es this chance of | 

^ any sort of atten- playing Sir Brian .de Eots-ffw»»^< to Gmimy s .^Secca, only 

tion paid to the music, that there is no window from which can threaten to throw 

whioh might have herself : and so the wicked wooing comes to a rather toe eonolT^on. 

^ +-u« In the last scene iifac- 

Sirito NoSs leth-Mordred and: 

instead^! : 

having been exquisitely 1 * 

written by King An- aueen, and poor Be- 

QTTT^;TTrAT 7 ® hecca-Gmnny is gomg . 

Arthur to be burnt d la Juive, ; 

when the herald’s chal- ■ 
leuge is answered hy a i 

^ ^ very Black Knight, 

suggestive of til '' who keeps himsdf aw- ’ 

andE«ng«o,toseeWag- folly dmk, and who ; 

neman , water -mtches .| MF n<rt ray, “I am ' 

StdL^^*St^rd^by ^ ' 

men,^TOim awtor^ \^lv. ' '-y &n t^l^ghT*^ i 

gain presumably, them HW \;j%^ iL . jlii a bad cold), reveals ; 

bathing -machines. . k^«|^ “The Eng!” Then ^ 

m the^fight-and i 

^vert^^ifep^'^- one of the swords 001^ ‘ 

6 ^inevere% Margm- W , . M ^en ^tahEd^to d^lh 

in a Vision. After f — / by his own weapon, 

?^hT^ ater, h ^^ / while at the same 

which, of course, is ’that ^ ■ 

blade of the very first ••• - ' \ ^ I she could have drained 

water, Excahhur. • a poisoned cnp, and- so 

Arthur accepts the •• X , I'r - obtained her 

sword with thanks, ob- ^ ^ ^ grdeeJ^ 

serring that ‘ ‘ if neces- ^ J/^ if But no ! Comtns 

sary he will use it to ' \\ Carr would have none 

make any cuts the piece ' ^ " ....- r rz:.-— '[ wicked 

may require.” More ^ flourish. Someone said 

chorus of water-sprites, ( i xt,, that /Sir XawceZo^ was 

and end of prologue. C~rr {rising to the oceasion out of the mystic mere). “ Up I come with my little plot I Miedi ‘ ‘ without,” but 

armour, and the story begins in real earnest. Here is Eilen Terr:^ off i! gj, j washing out little sanguinary 

sweet and majestic as the Bume-Jonesxm Gumeaere, and j ..w ^ordred got an engagement in the 

here, too, is Pokbes-Eobeetsoit as Lanoelot,.a. p^ which he plays sP®*^ “ ^ r^at the auSoLe Low of King 

and looks to perfection. The or^der has h^n given All wip abandon :^vmoes +>,-06 (ineens of the Wight (perhaps 

ye who enter here,” thatis as fax as the mde prmmpals axe con- thathe -stoofl mth three^^^^^ V 

cemed; so they all “keep their hair on ”Md thus ]^imr lEvraa si^^g riiat he ventared on a wate^pay^^ mentioned hy 
in armour looks more like the “ Knight of the WoeM^untenance, ^laee^down the river, where he was said to he 

OT a moustaoWoless Don Quixote, than the glorious Chairman of the kept guard the well-known “Water- 

Goodly Ecuud Table Company. 1.- 1. 1._ i.uii W-Twnt^ ” HnwcTcra]lthMit^"’- °"^ ""i”‘*- One thing w certain 

no^tn&toreSiiidlt oo“ tCu&leHshri^ 

“ Pm homd to keep on lovin' yer.' d'yerfm-f" and he is watched I wharts-your WPEUkSHAKaeiamE noo . 


VOL. crmi. 



THE SWORD EXCALIBUR. 

{Scene ^rom '*Kmg AHhur*^ up to date,) 

"ShAUL I THKOW THB SwOBD INTO THN MeEB?" 

TBT, I^OPIDl” ' ’ ** ‘“IThBOW THE SWOBD IlITO THE MeeeI' Wht, I HATBN’t IOST THE SOABBARD 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


•' \v'^ fOl) 

,>^isyriv ■ 

SOMETHING LIKE A CHARACTER. 

Svndmm, {on being mtrodwed fofviure Wife ofM. F. S.). “ Peoto to make YOtm ACftFAlOTAlTOB, Miss 1 
Miss, FOR NIGH ON TeN SEASONS, AND NEVER SAW *IM TITEN *IS ’EAD PROM HANVTHINQ AS WAS JUMPABLE 1 KNOWS A OSS ^D 
KNOWS A OUND 1 OAN RIDE ONE AND *DNT T'OTHER J AND IP THAT AIN’T AS MUCH AS CAN BE LOOKED FOR IN A USBAND, BflISS, 

WHY, I ’ll be jiggered ! ” 





THE SWORD EXOALIBDR. 

A Very Tqpsy-turvied Arthwricm Legend 
Up-tchDcUe. 

Dramatis Personje. 

King Artliur (for this occasion) Sir W. H-rc-drt, 


The Bold Sir Bedivere . 
Sir Gawain (Just to oblige) 
Mordred 
Sir Lancelot . 


Mr. J-HN M-rl-y. 
L-rd E-s-b-rt. 
Mr. Jn. K-dm-nd, 
Mr. G . 


Then, ere that last weird. Battle ’gainst the 
Lords, 

There came on Arthur, sleeping, in his 
chair. 

At Malwood.— musing, By his own fireside. 
After much totting up of Trade Returns, 

And Ravy Estimates—a whiimer Blown 
Along a wandering wind, andf in his ear 
Went shrilling, “Hollow! hollow! Forfar 

Our sma5 majority shall pass away 
Farewell! There is thine Hampdiire rest 
for thee. 

But I am Blown aBout a wandering wmd, 
And ‘Follow! follow! foUow!’ day and 

The fitting factions of our army cry 
To me — ^their ‘ Leader ! ’ And I cannot face 
Five w^s at once, and it ’s a Beastly Bore ! 
And if I could, how can I get a Bill 
Passed By the Lords ? ” , „ , 

ATid Arthtje woke, and calLed. 
“Who spake? A dream! 0 light upon the 
wind, [‘cries’ 

Thine, Gawain, was the voice— are these poor 
Tbine? Ordoth that same army, gro^ngjdld. 
Mourn, wishing it had gone along with Me ? 

This heard the Bold Sir Bedivere, and spake : 
“ 0 me, my Chief ! to pass whatever Bill, 
Upstairs, seems hopfless. Tory glamour 
clings 


To all high places like a darkening cloud 
For ever. Is it your intent to ‘ pass ’ 

(In Tennysonian sense), since your Bills 
won’t ? ” 

And Arthur said; “Sir Bedivere, Blue 
funk 

Sits ill upon a knight. Gawain is light— 

Ro one at least can say the same of me ! 
(Bedivere murmured, “Wo, By — Behe- 
moth!”) , _ ^ 

“ I hear the steps of Mordred m the West, 
And with him many of the people By rights. 
And thine, whom thou hast served, un- 
grateful grown, , 

The idiots !—splittmg up their ranks— and 
ours ! 

But ‘ pass,’ in Tennysonian sense ? Ho fear ! 
I shall arise and smash ’em as of old ! ” 

Then to Ki-ng Arthur spoke Sir Bedivere : 

“ Far other is this battle, our great test. 
Whereto we move, than when great Lance- 

LOT . n N 

(How far cavorting in the snow at Cannes) 
Thrust his great rival from St. Stephen’s seats. 
And shook him thro’ the FTorth. Ill doom is 
ours 

To war against our rivals, and each other. 

The chief who fights old followers fights 
himself. 

And they, old friends who loved us once, the 
strote 

We strike at them is a Back-stroke to us. 
Hay, even the stroke of your Excalihur 
Hath scarcely its old swashing force. Men say 
it shall not strike again,— men whisper so ! — 
That she, the Lady of the HiBemian Lake, 
Awaiteth its return. Ah! you unsheath it I 
Say, must I take it— take Excalihur, 

And fling it far into the middle mere^ 

Mark what occurs, and lightly bring you 
word ? ” 


Then spake King Arthur to Sir Bedivere 
“ 0 sombre litue-faith, miscalled the Bold! 
Not if I know it ! ’ Tis a Beauteous Blade — 
Broad, and Bejewelled, and But lately gript 
By my long-waiting hand. I have it now. 
And if indeed I cast the Brand away. 

Surely a craven donkey I shall Bel 
What good should follow this, if this were 
done ? ^ 

What harm undone ? By George! Sir Bbdi- 

’Twixt frivolling G-awaxst and too doleful yon, 
I have a pretty pair of knightly pals,— 

Nay, I mean pal&y’d knights I— to back me np. 
Is this the loyalty of the Table Bound ? 

Were Mordred a worse traitor ? or e’en he. 
The Midland Knight, who pushes for my 
place 

As he did for Sir Lancelot’s ? Oh, get out ! 
What should my dauntless Derby henchmen 


aa [white 

Shoxdcf I, on Wednesday, show the feather 
Anfl say I ’d chucked the sword Excalihur 
Away, unchallenged, in a fit of funk ? 

I lose the sword? I^ve not yet lost the 
scahhard ! , . - , , 

Nay, I shall flash it flaming in their sight,^ 
And brandish it, and promise swashing 
blows 

Of the keen blade, as ofttimes heretofore. 

I ’B outshine Tennyson, out-hero Irvtng ! 
Trust me ’tis not yet time for that weird arm, 

‘ Clothed in white samite, mystic, wonderful,’ 
To emerge from out the misty middle-mere 
Anfl suatch from Me the Sword Excalihur ! 

[Freezes on to it. 

Certain. — Mr, Kato, the new Japanese 
Minister to Great Britaiu, is expected to he a 
success. On hearing his axjnaments, the ob- 
servation that will spring to Lord Bosbbery s 
lips will he, “ Kato, thou reasoUest weU. 
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A FRIENDLY WARNING. 

First Tramp, **I wadna advise ye tab oang dp there I” 
^co7id Tramp. “W;hat "wye? Is there a muoklb Dodg?” 
First Tramp. **No ; BOT THERE 's A DANGER O’ Ware 1 ” 


TH4T PEECIOUS DONKEY ! 

{An Fpisode in the Life of A, BriejUss^ Junior , Fs^.^ Barrister-at’Law 
. in Three Parts.) 

Part III , — The Apotheosis of the Picture, 

Those who 'Ifave done me tke distinguished honoxir of reading the 
story of my find of a genuine 7on Bootz (in my agitation last week 
1 reierred erroi^usly to the great master as Old Boots) will re- 
member that I Lad got to the point where the picture I now so deeply 
prized had been remold by the handy-man to be sold, no doubt: at 
a crushing sacrifice. When put to it (as all my friends know) I am 
T iron will and a steel determination. There is no sacrifice 

1 will Dpt make to carry a fixed plan into execution. It was this iron 
jnll and steel determinafeion that enabled me (somewhat late in life) 
to conqpr the apparently adamant intention of the Examiners at 

^ crisis in my life’s 

history the reserve forces of my nature came to my assistance, and in- 

mLKiNS^ moment’s delay to the dwelling-place of 

Before discoyermg that the Ton Bootz had been removed I had 
assumed (as it is wont after returning from Pump-Handle 
Without wai^g to amend my costume, without 
lingering to recover nay umbrella (now reclining in its stand, seem- 

mgly exch^ging confidences with my walking-stick) I started for 

tenished me' W this 
Mdress tbeatodeof meunoon.soiously-fugitive'WiLKttrS. Without 
* ^*^®**-^ ® heatetioa I hail^ and entered a four-wheeler. 

®sterg Road, Eixton Rise,” I said in *Khe 
mS w^^ Wiameioir ordering the adyauee of the 

The cabman shook his head, then seemingly pondered, then lobked 

SrifSjiGS* Aet SI 


I have always considered Mr. Wilkins a model of sobriety. But 
then I have only known him in the hours devoted to duty, to the 
sweeping of kitchen chimneys, to the re-buildmg of wash-houses, 
to the re-papering of studies, to the removal of grand pianos from 
basement to attic, and other little domestic ofiSlees. In his moments 
of relaxation he may be a genial viveur, and in this character 
was more likely than not to live in close proximity to the no doubt 
hospitable tavern to which the driver had referred. So I answered 
nay Jehu that I thought it exceedingly possible that Mr. Wilkins 
did dwell near the “Green Compasses.” We started, and after a 
drive for which I was charged (and in my opinion rightly charged) 
five-and-sixpence, arrived safely at Panorama Place, Nine Sisters 
Jtoad, Bixton Bise. 

The shadow of anxiety that had followed me through what I may be 
permitted to term my hackney peregrinations had passed away. I 
had feared that when I had successfully tracked outMr. Wilkins to 
his suburban nest I should find him flown. But no, the eagle had 
not lost the child, the handy man was still the possessor of my 
pictorial treasure. At least so I presumed, as he smiled when I put 
to him the all-important question, “ Where is my Yon Bootz ? ” 
“This is what I have done with him. Sir,” said my house- 
renovator, leading me gently into what I take must have been his 
study. The apartment was furnished with two spades, a saw, two 
hammers, a pot of glue, a model of a fibre-engine, a couple of stools, 
and a sideboard. 

“Look at this little lot. Sir,” cried Mr. Wilkins, whipping ofiE a 
cloth, and exposing to view two earthenware fiower-vases, and a 
small model (in chalk) of an easily illuminated (there was a recep- 
tacle in the interior large enough to contain a taper) cathedral, 

“ What are these ? ” I demanded, in a voice more or less suggestive 
of thunder. 

“That’s what he gave me for the picture, and, asking your 
pardon. Sir, I think I have done well with him. It was one of those 
Italian image-men, who took a fancy to it. He offered at fibrst only 
those vases. Then he sprang to a statuette of Garibaldi. But, 
after a deal of discussion, I got him to chuck in Westminster 
Abbey, Sir, which, as you see, can be lighted up magnificent.” 

For a moment I was struck speechless with sorrow and indigna- 
tion. No doubt the foreign hawker, having received an art educa- 
tion in Italy (the renowned dwelling-place of the Muses), had 

recognised the value of my picture, and had . I paused in my 

train of thought, and jumped from despair to j oy. There, resting on a 
uewly-renovated perambulator, was my Old Master. I almost wept 
as I recognised my nearly lost Von Bootz. 

*! fkerc it is ! ” I hoarsely whispered, pointing to the picture. 
The canvas, yes Sir — the Italian chap only wanted the frame. 
He called the donkey lot rubbish.” 

Again my iron will and steel determination came to the front. To 
secure the canvas, charter another four-wheeler, and deposit myself 
and my prize within the cab’s depths was the work of not more than 
five-and-twenty minutes. I drove as hurriedly as the congested 
trafidc would permit to the house of a well-known connoisseur. T 
sent up my card, and was immediately admitted. The celebrated 
cntic was a perfect stranger to me. 

“This must serve as an introduction,” I said, and exposed my 
Yon Bootz to view. The connoisseur iuspeoted the canvas, the 
leaden sky, and the villagers with languid interest. At last his 
g^e fell upon the presentment of the donkey. His eyes sparkled, 
his cheeks flushed with excitement ; and although he was evidently 
attempting to master his emotion, he almost shouted “ Magnificent ! ” 

“ Are not the ears splendid? ” I asked. 

“ Splendid ? Glorious ! Immortal ! ” 

“ Have you seen anything to equal the mane ? ” 

Never I Emphatically, never I ” 

And then the art connoisseur shook me by both hands. Then we 
once more inspected the donkey’s ears, and in our delight nearly 
rose and floated from the floor in a sort of medieval saint-like 
ecstasy. 

“You see it has one fault,” my conscience made me say ; “it has 
no signature.” 

“Aproof that it is a genuine Yon Bootz. The grand old forger 
never signed anything except copies. As you know, he was scarcely 
ever sober, and in his drunken moods used to write his name on any 
l^d of canvas at the rate of a tumbler of port a signature.’^ 

■n i ^ add,” I continued, in my charaett^r of 

^evu 8 Advocate, and using a piece of information I had picked up 
4 ^^deblossom:, Q;.C., “that it is not in the least like a print 
"^^ch IS supposed to be a contemporaneous engraving.” 

“ The best possible proof that it is an original. Old Yon Bootz 
glorious old scoundrel — ^never painted anything that was really re- 
produce. He preferred to betray his public by signing the works of 
subortoates. That ’s the reason why he is so scarce. Oh, those 
ears ! ” ’ 

4Dd the art connoisseur and I returned to our medieval saint-like 
ecstosy. I am almost certain that, carried away by our enthusiasm, 
we floated from the carpet. After a while I thought it time to return 




to what the Philistiae (by the way, aJl things considered, a very 
reasonable fellow) would call “ business.” I suggested that it was 

No,* my dear Sir,” corrected the critic ; “not for sale. The Yon 
■ Boot z must be mine. You will not be so cruel as to deny me. I am 
the master of tens of thousands- nay, I might say without exaggera- 
tion— hundreds of thousands. It you will leave yourself in my 
Wds, I think you will lind that I am a man of honour.” 

He sat down at a desk which I ;iow noticed was made of ebony and 
decorated with old gold and diamonds, and other precious stones. 
He drew a cheque. Then he rose to give it to^ me. But as he 
passed the picture it once more attracted his attention. He resumed 
his medieval saint-like ecstasy for a second, and then returned to his 

“ i muf^t he honest,” he murmured as he filled in the figures of | 
another cheque. Then he turned to me. “ You must pardon me for 
giving you the purchase-money in two drafts ; hut my first cheque 
exhausted my account at one hank, and I had to draw upon my 
balance at another to supply the necessary lesidue.” 

I nearly fainted when f read the amounts. 

“Notawoid,” said the art connoisseur as he shook me by; the 
hand. “Although you have, I confess, half my fortune, I am richer 
than I was when I met you. The Yon BooTZ-wiy Yon Bootz— is 
bimply of priceless value.” . . . -l j 

And so the picture that had been sent to the box-room and nar- 
rowly escaped the uncultured clutch cf the Italian mage-man, had 
raised me from comparative poverty to superlative affluence. I paid 
' in the cheques at my hankers, and a murmur went up from the 
clerks, and the manager waylaid me at the door to press my hand. 
‘Then I drove to my favouiite stores and purchased a trffle in 
! diamonds to present to my 'wife. Fortunately, I had my cheqne- 
j book with me, or otherwise my deposit aooonnt would have been over- 

1 drawn by a thousand. . .. i ^ • i 

“ To-morrow,” 1 said to my better (from a spiritual, not a nnancial 


point of view) seven-eights, “we will acquire the nine-hundrtd-ton 
y acht, the best part of Norway, and the Palace at Yenice. The latter 
will cost a few more thousands than I care to spend. But I sup;^se j 
the foreign dukedom that comes with it in itself is almost worth the five 
figures. To-morrow I must see if I cannot secure that Colonelcy of 
Yeomanry. Then, if yon like dear, we will take the six centre 

boxes in the grand tier at Co vent Garden for the season, and ” 

“ Oh, I am so happy 1 ” almost wept the partner of my joys and 
sorrows ; “ and to mink that we should have sent the mine of all this 
prosperity into the box-room ! ” 

“ Yes dear,” I replied. “ It was you, dear, who always wanted to 

be free of it.” , . i ^ tij. x 

“ I told you, sweet one,” was the triumphant response,^ to get 
rid of it, and are you not now pleased that you took my advice ? ” 

And I admitted I was. 


IN PRAISE OF 

[“ The healthiest place in England is 

Is it sadey ye’re fadin’ an’ pale, 
me bhoy, 

Loike a sprat that has swallered 
a whale, me hbny ? 

The best thing Oi know 
Is a sixer or so 

On skilly an’ wather in jail, me 
bho:j. . , 

Ye’re free feom all koinds o 
temptations, lad. 

Ye can’t overate on tbim rations, 
lad, ^ , 

There ’s so much a-head 
0* skiUy an’ bread 

Accordin’ to jail regulations ,Jad, 


PENTONYILLE. 

Pentonyille Prison .” — Daily Graphic ^ 

They trate y e wid fatherly care, 
me hhoy. 

They tell ye o* what to beware, 
me hhoy. 

They taehe ye to be 
Teetotal, ye see. 

For ’tis nothin’ but wather is 
there, me hhoy. [me lad, 
flo, whin ye ’re beginnin’ to fale, 
That ye’ve dhrunk enough whisky 
an’ ale, me lad, 

The best of all ways 
To lengthen your days ^ 

Is to spind a few wakes in the 
jail, me lad! 
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THE UNTAMED SHEEV; 

OR, Wanted a Petbxxohio. 

{A Shakspearian Foreshadowing of the Situation 
in Fromce.) 

Prophetic Swan I To picture in advance 
Tke future’s pageantry of personage 
And scene was thine xmiq.ue prerogative ; 

So easily thy creations take the mould 
Of ^tertimes and characters unborn. 

Paris to-day seems Padua, thy fair shrew, 
The tricksy termagant, “ curst Katharine^^ 
The Paduan Xantippe^ prickly, perverse. 

Yet fascinating vixen, dons to-day 
A Gallic guise, and fumes in Prench, and 
flounces 

In skirts d la Ripublique, 

What said Gremio f 
“ Your gifts are so good, Kerens none will 
hold you I 

And who may hold the fair Lutetian shrew ? 
No man, “I wis,” is “ half-way to her heart 
But if he were, doubt not her care should be 
To comb his noddle with a three-legg'd stool, 
And paint his face, and use him like afooV^ 
Here ’s Katharine^-lauk where’s Fetruchio ? 

“ What ! shall I be appointed hours^ as 
though, belike 

I knew not what to take, and what to 
leave, ha ! ” 

There speaks the sweet-faced shrew, and 
takes to-day 

What she will leave to-morrow. Yet she 
shines 

In the description of Hortenm. 

“ With wealth enough, and young, and 
beauteous ; 

Brought up as best becomes a gentlewoman ; 
JECer only fault (and that is faults enough) 

Is, that she is intolerably curst. 

And shrewd, and f reward: so beyond all 
measure. 

That, were my state far worser than it is, 

I would not wed her for a mine of goldJ^ 

And yet there be good fellows in the world, 


’An a man could but haply light on them, 
Would take the veriest vixen ^^with all 
faults*^ 

And many a one hath said, or seemed to say, 
“Jhr I will board Jm', though she chide 
as hud 

As thunder, when the chuds in autumn 
erdekf 

But with what issue ? Like Hbrtensio, 

His head is broken by the vixen’s lute. 

Ere he hath time to teach her government 
Of frets or stops, or skilful fingering. 

How many, with Hortensio, might say, 
When asked if he could break her to the 
lute, — 

“ Why, no ; for she hath broke the lute to me, 
I did but tell her, she mistook her frets. 

And bow\d her hand to teach her fingering ; 
When with a most impatient devilish spirit, 
‘Frets, call you these?’ quoth she; ‘I’U 
fume with them : ’ 

And with that word, she struck me on the head, 
And through the instrument my pate made 
way ; 

And there I stood amazed for a while. 

As on a pillory, looking through the lute ; 
While she did call me, rascal fiddler. 

And twangling Jack ; with twenty such vile 
terms. 

As she had studied to misuse me so. 

Her masters have not 1 Wned true mastery. 
And he, her latest would-be teacher, turns 
Too prompt and pusillanimous a back 
Upon his wilful pupil, beaten off 
Cluioker than buneted ^[ortensio 
In poor, poltroonirii, post-deserting flight ; 
Leaving the lute whose harmonies his hand 
Should have bowed hers to, broken and 
unstrung, 

In the shrew s angry and outrageous grasp : 
See how the Gallic Katharine in her lume, 
Flouting all mastery, fljouncing imcontrolled 
^ furious an^er, flings the shattered lute. 
Unstrung, aside, as did the Paduan shrew. 
Spuming all government— till Fetruchio 
camel 


“ Come, come you wasp ; i^ faith you are too 
angry V* [friends. 

So, in Fetruchids words, say France’s 
Whilst foes and half-allies look doubtful on. 
Prom the chill Eastward or more genial North, 
Wondering what stable faith, in love or hate. 
May rest upon such shifting shrewishness. 
Where waits Fetruchio, and will he come 
In purple velvet, or in soldier steel. 

Or simple, civic, hero-covering cloth. 

To tame tnis Katharine of the Phrygian cap, 
And smiling, in the mocking calm of power, 
Say of the riirew, like him of Padua 
“ Think you a little din can daunt mine ears f 
Have I not in my time heard lion*$ roar f ^ 
Have I not heard the sea, puffed up with 
' winds, 

Rage like an angry boar chafH with sweat f 
Have I not heard great ordnance in the field, 
An^ heaven) s artillery thunder in the skies f 
Have I not in a pitched battle heard 
Loud Harums, neighing steeds, and trumpets' 
clang f ’ 

And do you tell me of a woman) s tongue ; 
That gives not half so great a blow to th) ear 
As will a chestnut in a farmer's fire f 
Tush ! tush I fear boys with bugbears , — 

I fear none ” 

THE UNVEILING OF ISIS. 

Thebe was a Vice-President, Jtjdoe, 

Who proved a big fraud d la Sludge ; 

But good Mrs. Besant 
Sighed “ Let ’s keep things pleasant I ” 
And Funch, d la Burchell, cried “ Fudge I ” 
“My dear Annie Besant— or is it 
BESANrP— 

Theosophy’s trick, superstition and cant.” 

To lift Isis’s veil was a difficult task, 

But Beavatskt’s fox-nose 
Is not hard to expose, 

For that vulgar Isis wore only— a mask I 

Shakspbabb fob the Cxjbtain-Lecttjbed. 
— “ The rest is silence ! ” 
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THE UNTAMED SHREW; OR, WANTED A PETRUCHIO. 

“ HER ONLY PAULT (AND THAT IS PAULTS ENOUGH) 

IS, THAT SHE 18 INTOLERABLY CURST, 

AND SHREWD, AND PROWARD.”— Tominsf o/<Ae -SArew, Act L, Scene 2. • 
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TAI I TAI CO f\c ooriDT- AAir\ a rM/i-iki-fi mi- ' prof undity of design and daring of execution, she’d give a man- 
IML.!. lAi-CiO Ur orlJK I AiMU ADVEIMTURE. | eating tiger two stone and a handsome beating over any course you 

I.-THJE PINK HIPPOPOTAMUS, (oontdtobd.) ' I resolved to be avenged. Never shaU it be 

^ ^ said that the descendant of a thousand kings had the oomether put on 

Shortly after the great victory of the Dead Marshes, the British ' idm by a ciader-faced old omadbaun like that. See here now,” he 
Army, under the command of Sir Bonamt Battlehorn, took pos- ! continued, drawing me closer to him, while he glanced furtively 
session of Balmuggur, the capital of the country, known far and rcund and sank his voice to a whisper, “ it *s yourself I ’m talking to. 
wide as the Diamond City of the Banee. There was a faint show of ! S[®st heard of the Pink Hippopotamus ? ” 

resistance, but after I had defeated in single combat six picked' “What!” I replied; “the sacred animal of the Seringapatamese 
mollahs of the Eoyal G-uard, the disheartened garrison laid down its ' the dweller in the inaccessible mountain fastness of JamTirnova, the 
arms, and the place surrendered at discretion. We had brought I deathless guardian of the royal race of this island ? ” 

Hadju ThAr Meebhoy with us, although, in his perforated condi- | “The same,” he answered calmly; “ no mortal foot, save those of 
tion, it was a matter of some difaculty to transport him. Still it , his priests, has ever yet approached him. The perils are manifold, 
would have been barbarous to leave him behind to the tender | the attempt is well nisrh desperate, but you ’re not the game chicken 
mercies of the neighbouring peasantry, and we resolved to attempt I take you for if you don’t accomplish his capture and discomfit the 
ms conveyance ^ Balmuggur. Fortunately we succeeded beyond haughty Ranee. Crikey, but I ’d like to hear the old gal squeal 
our most sanguine hopes. I was able to render him some alight when they tell her her bloomin’ hippo ’s got took. Blime if I 
services on the march, and, after the ci^ had fallen, I paid him wouldn’t.” 

"^isics, during which I conceived a sincere and lasting friend- “ But how shall I set about it, what steps ought I to take ? ” 

ship for the gallaut fellow whose only fault, after all, had been the “Is it steps you mane? What in thunder is the man wanting? Here, 

notion that he could defeat one who boy, take these papers. I have set 

has never yet given way an inch down in them clearly how the 

before the ^ hottest attack even of matter may best be undertaken, 

overwhelming numbers. It was Peruse them learn them well, 

quite touching^ to see his swarthy ^V ****^ If yon have resource, courage and 

face brighten into a smile when i prudence, within a week the prize 

entered the room. He looked for- In Jjji shall be yours, and the insult offered 

ward eagerly to my daily visit, and ^ shah be expiated.” 

often told me that the siinple tales ‘With that he pressed a bundle of 

of my courage ^ and daring with papers into my hand, and bade me 

which I entertained him were of leave him. 

more use to him than all the oint- v. As I left the tent I heard a 

ments and bandages and medicines scufSing of feet. I darted in the ^ 

with which dear old Toby O’ Grady dbection in which I thought they 

used to treat his wound. On his I and there sure enough, 

side the Meebhoy, too, was conii- running as if he wanted to break 

dential. Many an hour have I n ^ hundred yards record, I per- 

spent with him listening to his ^ eeived the Ranee’s Chamberlain. I 

stories of court plot and palace ^ after him, nothing loth to 

intrigue in Balmuggur, dark epi- give an example of my speed. Be- 

sodes of passion and crime and sides, if the old fellow had over- 
sudden death. ^ ^ f heard ns onr doom was sealed ; it 

One morning I was sitting as ^ was necessaryto capture and silence 

usual by the Meebhoy’ s bedside. I Q him. In ten strides I was close up 

had just related to him my adven- biTvi , In another moment I was 

ture with the Lord Mayor of Dublin, \ near enough to seize him. I stretched 

whom, as readers of contemporary Cylmm 'YaW hand to do so, when snd- 

jonrnals will remember, I had been ^ denly he gave two short yells, 

compelled to chastise for the un- ^ M turned roimd in a swift pirouette, 

pardonable affront of calling me by if and, before I had realised what 

my Christian name at a public ^ - • - " j ^ had happened, landed me a tre- 

meeting, by kicking Mm bodily AM ‘ ^ // mendous kick full on the chest, 

from end to end of the Rotunda, Tiie force of the blow was terrible, 

breaking three chandeliers as he ^ and only my iron bones could have 

spun through the air, and imprint- withstood it. Seeing that I stiH 

ing the shape of his back on the advanced he made at me again, 

opposite wall, where it may still be time, however, I was too 

observed by the curious. This ad- "" "" * quick for him. I seized him by Ms 

Tenture, and the story of my sab- « j perceived the Kanee’s Chamberlain.” uplift^ ^He, and, regar^ess of 

sequent escape from the dungeons _ _ _ his appeal for m^qy, wMrled him 


“ I perceived the Ranee’s Chamberlain.” 


of the Dublin Mansion House, have rarely failed to extort ajjplause three times round my head and fixing him from me. His shoe remained 
from those to whom I have narrated them. But on tMs occasion the in my hand, but beyond that no trace of the miserable Chamberlain 
Meebhoy was silent and distraiU He lay for some time drumming has ever been discovered. He simply vanished from human knowledge 
in an absent-minded way with his fingers on the front alnminium as completely as though Ms body had been resolved into its elements, 
door of Ms wound (the famous operation had by this time been sue- It is true that Professor Spoors of the University of Caffraria 
cessfully performed), and made no comment whatever on the tale declared that a new meteor had on t^t very day appeared in South 
I had related to Mm. Then suddenly he turned, looked me full in Africa travelling eastwards. His discovery was scoffed at by the 
the face, and addressed me. “ Harkye, Sirrab,” he observed, “ your scientific, but for my own part I have sometimes thought that, with a 
story has interested me strangely ; but there is that in my mind telescope of sufficient power, the learned Professor might have been 
wMcb demands an exit. Methinks that they who hold governance able to establish an identity between Ms supposed comet and the lost 
here mistake me strangely. Because I am all but corpsed, they Chamberlain of the Ranee. 

tMnk they can neglect this Joblnny. The Ranee has but once sent ’ Having thus dispatched my foe, I returned to my own quarters to 

a stable-helper to inquire after me. Grammercy, hut such treat- study the papers of the Me hbhoy. 

ment is scurvy, and I mean to show the old witch that Hadjtt Thar As I entered my room a terrible sight met my eyes. 

knows what’s what, and, by Jingo, he’s going to haye it all the , {To he continwd,) 

time. That’s so.” I have forgotten, I tbmk, to mention that my - — 

friend had learnt his English in Seringapatam from such examples 

as he could lay bis bands on in that remote island, and the result The Great Trott-ing 3M[atch. 

was a certain patchiness of style, wMch did not, however, by any [Albert Tbott, in the latest representatire cricket match between Mr. 

means, interfere with the vigour and fluency of Ms diction. ^ Stoddart’s Eleven and All Australia, scored two “ not out” inuings of 38 
“ Do you suppose,” I said, “that tMs slight is intentional? and 72, and took eight wickets for 43 runs,] 

Really, 1 cannot believe that the Ranee would willingly neglect so Giefen’s hoys were tMs time, w< 

i gallant and devoted a servant.” Eleven fno manv for stout “ Si 


1 gallant and devoted a servant.” 

' “ That shows me yon little know the Queen of the Diamond City. 

"Why, blow me tight, she ’s as artful as a cartload of monkeys, and in 


Giefen’s hoys were tMs time, we may say without banter, 
Eleven too many for stout “ Stoddarx’s Lot ” ; 

We oft read of matches as “ won in a canter,” 

But tMs one was won, it would seem, hy A. Trott I 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVAEL 


[Januabt 26 , 1895 . 



AN APPLIED PROVERB. 

Calhy, *Ere, I sat 1 Oklt a Bob ? Wot *s this ? ” 

Footmm .^ “ Why, yott ’aven’t drove the Young Lady across the Square 1 ” 

Oabhy, ** That may be. But if ‘a Miss is as good as a Mile,’ she’s equal to Three Miles, and ought to pat more than 

DOUBLE PARE 1 ” ’ 


LETTEK TO A DiBTTTANTE. 

Deahmi Oladts, — I have heea compilin^r & sort o£ dictionary for 
5 ou, with a view to your second season, I send you a few selections 
from it— with, notes of advice. 

A subject of discussion; mild at tea-time, often heated after 
dinner. ^ \_Note , — Do not take sides. Mention that Whistler has a 
picture in the Luxembourg, or say— with a smile or not, as the 
occasion may suggest— that Sir Frederic is the President of the 
Academy.] 

AUruistrf^ Boring some people about other people. [iVo^e.— !N‘ever 
en^urage Yiews. They take up too much valuable time.] 

Beauty, An expensive luxury, 

Ji “dear,’* any effective man under forty. If “horrid,” 
ab >uL twelve, and to be propitiated with nuts, feves and ships. 

Do not offend him.] 

Blasphemy, Any discussion on religion, \_Kote , — Look shocked, 
but not bored.] 

Coquetry, A manner sometimes assumed by elderly ladies and 
very young gentlemen. 

Cynicism, Truthfulness. 

Referred to by relations who wish to be disagreeable. 

Change the subject.] 

Divorce, The occasional result of friendship. [JYoife.— But you 
mimt not Imow anything about it. Bead only the leading articles.! » 

Bccenirxdty, Talent. 

Btiquette, Provincialism. 

Flirtation, Once a favourite^ amusement, now dying out; but 
still sumving at Clapham tennis-parties and Kensington subscrip- 
tion balls. ^ 

J^reigner8„ Often decorative ; generally dangerous. 

Friendship, The mutual dislike of people on intimate terms. Or, 
a euphuiam for love. 

Fiilure, An entertainment to which one has not been invited. 

(xoodness, The^conduct of one’s mother. 

Sygiene, ISTeverJbothering about one’s health. 


Idiocy, The opinions of those who differ from one. 

Justice, Enthusiastic praise of oneself. 

Kleptomania, Stealing things one doesn’t want. 

J.ove, ^ A subject not without interest. 

Moonlight, Depends on the other person. 

Marriage, The avowed and justifiable object in life of young 
girls. The avowed and justifiable terror of bachelors. 

Nature, It has gone out of fashion, except in novels you must not 
say you have read. 

Obviousness, To be guarded against. 

Philosophy, An innocent amusement. 

Palmistry, Only if he is really very nice. 

Quarrel, A proof of love, or of detestation. 

Quixotism, Defending the absent-minded. 

Romance, Friendship in London, \_Note , — Do not be so absurdly 
credulous as to believe there is no such thing as Platonic affection. 
It is extremely prevalent ; in fact, there is hardly anything else.] 

Sincerity, Rudeness. 

Toleratwn, Culture. [iVb^c.— You may as well be^in to be 
tolerant at once, and save trouble. It is sure to come in time,] 

Ugliness, Rather fashionable. 

Untidiness, The picturesque way in which the other girl does her 
hair 

Vanity, Self-knowledge. 

Wilfulness, A desire to give pleasure to others. 

Youth, Awreciated in middle-age. 

Zoological Gardens, Of course not. Nobody goes there now. 
Besides, you never know whom you may meet. 

There,^ Q-iadts, dear ! Write soon, and let me know when you 
are coming back to London. Sleeves are larger than ever, and 
chinchilla But I daresay you have heard. 

Ever your affectionate friend, Marjorie. 

“Mr Old Dutch I”— See Exhibition of Old Masters’ Works, 
Burlington House. 
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A RENCONTEE. 

(For imestigatim hy the FsycMeal 
Society,) 

The way was long, tlie train was 
slow, 

As local trains are wont to go, 

A feeble ray of glimmering light 
Strove vainly with, the darkling 
night, 

And scarce enabled me to see 
The features of my vis-d^vis. 

Pale was his brow: no paler grow 
The snowdropslnrkingin the snow; 
Hollow his cheeks, and sunk his 
eyes 

That gazed onme inmonrnfulwise. 
So strange a man 1 ne’er had seen, 
So wan a look, so weird a mien. 
And, as I eyed him, I confess 
A feeling of nncanniness 
Crept slowly over me and stole 
Into the marrow of my sonl. 
Awhile we sped, nor spake a 
word ; 

Nought but the droning wheels 
was heard ; 

But as we journeyed on together. 
By tentative degrees we fell 
From observations on the weather 
To talk of other things as well. 
“ 1 had a few hours of,” said he ; 
“ So I just ran across to see 

The last inventions 1 refer 

To Kensington Museum, Sir. 

You know it ? What a grand dis- 
play ! 

A splendid exhibition, eh ? 

I never saw so fine a show 
Of coffins anywhere, you know ! 
And there is one that’s simply 
sweet, 

With handles, knobs, and plate 
complete ! ” 

“ A coffin ! ’’—Cold a shudderYan 
A down me as I eyed the man.. 



AT LITTLE PEDLINGTON. 

Jones. “Do voxr use Gas?** 

Village Operator. “Yes, Sib. But I much pbefbb Daylight!** 


“ Aye, to be sure. What else ? ” 
he said. 

‘ ‘The one that ’s just been patented. 
Why, my good Sir, I will engage 
It is the marvel of the age ; 

For, mark you, they no longer use 
Your clumsy, antiquated screws. 
But just a simple catch and pin 
That maybe managed /rom with- 
in ! ” 

He ceased, for we had reached 
a station 

That chanced to be his destination. 
“ My home 1 ” he murmured, with 
a sigh. 

“Home — Thorne! Sweet home! — 
Good-night !— Good-bye I ” 

“ Good-night I ” I answered ; and 
my heart 

Leaped when I sawhisform depart. 
But as we slowly glided past 
The spot where I had seen nim last. 
Upon the station lamps, me- 
thought, 

The letters of a name I caught. 

I looked again. — ^My hair uprose, 
The very soul within me froze, 
For lo ! upon the lamps was seen 
The curdling legend — Kensal 
Green ! 


SUGOESTIONS TO THE NiAGAHA 

Beal Ice Seating Haxl Mana- 
ger. — The floor is perfect for 
skati%, but, as there are many 
who do not skate, why not have a 
“ sliding roof ” ? and visitors to 
the latter not to be charged full 
price, but admitted on a sliding 
scale. Nice to see Mr. Edward 
Solomon, who, as conductor of 
the band, cuts a very pretty 
figure. Dangerous, though, to 
the real ice, to have “Sol” so 
close to it ; that is, if there could 
be “ melting moments.” 


THE LAUREATE SOOIETT. 

The annual gereral meeting of the Amalgamated British Society 
for the Supply of Laureates to the public was held yesterday. There 
was a numerous attendance of authors and reviewers with a sprink- 
ling of publishers. Mr. Grant Allen was moved to the chair. The 
Chairman in presenling the report of the Directors regretted that he 
was unable to congratulate the Society on having accomplished the 
primarv object of its existence, the filling up of the vacant laureate- 
ship. Sfe himself, he said, had done his best. He had discovered a 
new sun in the firmament of poetry at least once a month, and had 
never hesitated to publish the name of his selection in one of the re- 
views. He was still willing to take seven to four about Mr. John 
Davidson and Mr. Francis Thompson, Mr. William Watson 
barred. The balance-sheet of the Society did not show a very 
flourishing state of afairs. As assets they could enter fifteen 
sonnets, twelve irregularly rhymed odes (one by Mr. Btchabd le 
Gallienne), twenty -four volumes of a strictly limited edition issued 
from the Bodley Head, four tons of the Yellow Book, and an unpub- 
lished selection of manuscript poems written by a victim to delirium 
tremens whose name he was not at liberty to mention. On the other 
side, however, they had to face the fact that their expenses had been 
heavy. It was becoming more and more costly and difficult to feed 
the public on geniuses, and he was inclined to advise the discontinu- 
ance of this branch of the Society’s operations. 

At this point some commotion was caused by Mr, Le Gallienne 
and Mr. Arthur Waugh, who rose simultaneously to protest against 
the Chairman’s remarks. Mr. Le Gallienne was so far carried 
away by his agitation as to hurl a pamphlet at Mr, Grant AlLlen’s 
head. In the uproar which ensued, Mr* Le Gallienne could^ be 
heard ejaculating “beautiful phrases,” “richly-coloured musical 
sentences,” “ ideal and tianscendental,” “ nothing finer since Lamb,” 
“ all for eighteenpence,” and “ a icenius who sleeps below the wood- 
pigeons.” The pampnlet thus discharged proved to be by a Mr. 
John Eglinton, and Mr. Le Gallienne was removed in the 
custody of a police-inspector, who was described by Mr. Waugh as a 
Philistine. 

’ i^When calm had been restored, Mr. Alfred Austin asked where 


he came in. He had never allowed a birth, a wedding, or a death, 
in the upper circles of Royalty to pass unsung ; and though he had 
been a constant subscriber to the Society it didn’t seem to have done 
him any good. Besides, he had discovered Ireland last year. Mr. 
Lewis Morris and Mr. Eric Maceat made similar complaints. 
The latter ofiered to write patriotic poems with plenty; of rhymes in 
them against any other living man. Would the meeting allow hiTn 
to recite ? 

At this point the Chairman interposed, and said that the Directors 
had decided against recitations— a statement which provoked loud 
murmurs of dissatisfaction. Eventually, Mr. Le Gallienne (who 
had returned, disguised in proof-sheets), proposed a vote of thanks 
to Mr. John Davidson, who proposed a vote of thanks to Mr. Grant 
Allen, who proposed a vote of thanks to Mr. Francis Thompson, 
who proposed a vote of thanks to Mr, Arthur Waugh, who pro- 
posed a vote of thanks to Mr. John Lane, who proposed a vote of 
thanks to Mr, Le Gallienne. All these having been unanimously 
passed, the meeting broke up. 


QUEER QUERIES.— 'War of Words.— propos of Mr. Plow- 
den’s decision in the “Flannelette case,” can that worthy magistrate 
have foreseen some of its effects ? For instance, wanting to buy a 
sideboard, I went to a furniture-dealer’s, and saw one, apparently 
made of the best mahogany, which took my fancy greatly. I casually 
asked of what wood it was composed and was astonished to have 
the answer given me, “ Mahoganette,” by the shop-walker. So I 
walked out of the shop. When I want painted deal I can inquire 
for that article. Again, I have noticed during the last few days a 
great faUing-off in my butter (though not in its price). ^ On my 
remonstrating, the seller frankly admitted that the article was 
“ butterette,” not butter. “What does ‘ette’ mean?” I asked 
him. He said it meant “ little,” adding, with a wink, that I should 
find “precious little butter, too,” And this was the case. What 
are we coming to ?— Indignant. 


“ Oyster The prohibitive price of natives and the typhoid 

scare. 



OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The anonymous author of Spot an Au- 
tobiography (floxJLSTOir AND SoNS, Pater- 
noster Square), whoeyer lie may be, has a re- 
markable insight into dog-nature, so far, that 
is, as one who is not a dog, but a mere lover 
of dogs, can judge. Spot tells his own story 
in a straightforward, honest, doggy style, 
which must commend him at once to the 
hearts of his readers. His reflections, from 
the canine point of view, are admirably just. 
He never eared for flowers. “ How vapid, 
he says, “ is the scent of a rose, for instance, 
compared with that of an old seasoned 
bone.” The force of the remark must be 
appreciated by anyone who has watched a dog 
exhuming with furtive labour a bone he had 
buried a week before. A firm foe to cats, he 
yet makes an exception in favour of his 
house-cat, as all civilised cat-destroying dof s 
do. The bull-dog’s greeting to him is, ml 
itself, a revelation of character. “ Cheer up, 
youngster I Any good smells hereabouts r” 
says that redoubtable animal; whereupon 
they saunter together round by the back of 
the house, “passing few smells of any im- 
portance until we arrived_ at the ashpit.” 
But I cannot here quote at greater length 
from his wise remarks. I can honestly advise 
all lovers of dogs (boys especially) to read this 
wholesome, pleasant, clever little book. 

The Bahon de Book-Woems. 


SiTOHT Improvement.— France has “ come 
to the Faure,” ^ That’s good to begin with. 
From a Republican to a ** Bourgeois ” Minis- 
try is not much of a step, but still it is a step, 
Faure-wards, or rather upwards, as a consci- 
entious, self-respecting Bourgeois can never be 
an anarchist. Louis Philippb was a “ bour- 
geois king,” and, after him, France “ went 
Hap” and returned to Imperialism. But 
where ’s the Imperialist ruler now ? Is the 
latest betting Faure to one on the Republic ? 


BLACK MAGIC. 

We ’ d done the latest picture-shows, 

Had honoured some with our approval, 
Expressed a cultured scorn for those 
That merited a promjpt removal. 

And then, to pass the time away. 

Disliking melodramas tragic, 

We chanced to go- oh, hapless day I— 

To see some “ feats of modern magic.” 

I don’t deny the tricks were good, 

Nor could you easily see through them. 
And few of those who “ understood 
Exactly how they ’re done,” could do them. 
But when the wizard said he ’d try 
To pass a watch to any distance. 

And find it in the audience— why 
Did I aflord him my assistance ? 

I thought to spoil the trick he ’d planned, 
Hor did I even feel embittered 
When made before the crowd to stand, 
Although my fair companions tittered. 

But then the scoundrel in their view 
Remarked, “ Is this your usual habit ? ” 
And from my pocket calinly drew 
The wstohr-suspended from a rabbit ! 

The foolish people laughed and cheered. 

And as I fled in hasty fashion. 

My cousins even gaily jeered 
Instead of showing me compassion I 
I’d grant them almost any boon. 

But though they ask it, never that form 
Will grace, as on this afternoon, 

A vulgar necromancer’s platform ! 


Rdmotje.— As ruler of the domain where 
stands our great theatre and our opera house. 
Sir Drdeiolantts, it is reported, is to receive 
the special distinction of K.C.G., which, in 
his case, is the Knight of Covent Garden. 
Bene meruit* 


VIEWING A HARE. 

{And the Prospect of a Good Bun.) 

The Dramatic Arthurs Society is having 
a nice time of it mst now with Aethuk , 
PxNEEo, Aethtje Jones, Aethxte Law, ; 
Aethtje Roberts, Xing Arthur^ at the ' 
Lyceum, aud Aethxe a Beckett at the 
Garrick Theatre, where Faded Flowers^ 
revived, are once again blooming. It is a 
pretty piece, well played by Mr. Aethxte ; 
bouECHiE a— encore un Arthur-^-m^ Mrs. 
Boxtechier, known to the public as Miss , 
Yiolet Yanbedgh. a little Teeey boy, aged i 
nine, is in it, and Me. Bxjist does his very • 
Buist, or best. The occasion of the revivm 
was the resuscitation of A Fair of Spectacles^ I 
in wMch Mr. John Haee is better than ever ; : 
and, indeed, he has made it one of his very 
best eccentric comedy parts. Again Mr. 
Geoves delights us with his hardwareish im- 
personation of “the man from Sheffield,” a 
very happy thought on the part of the , 
author-acfapter, Mr. Grxtndy. 

The occasion of the revival, too, was also 
noteworthy as being the debut of another of 
the Teeey family, the ingenue qf the comedy 
being plained by Miss Mabel Teeey Lewis, 
who certainly inherits no small share of the 
Teeey Talent. Mr. Geeald dxt Matjeibe, too, 
is excellent in a marvellously made-up ^mall 
character part ; and Bertie Haee— the heir 
of Hake— IS very good as the youngster. Mr. 
Haee has fitted on this “ pair of spectacles” 
just in time ; not to have done so would have 
been shortsighted policy ; and through them 
no doubt he sees his way to a long and highly 
satisfactory run. These two reviyala Mr. 
Haee may consider not as “ a pair of specs,'^ 
but as “ a couple of certainties.” 

Petee Peosit. 


Why is the Modern Fictionist like a 
D oG-FANCiEE?—Bt cause he is so fpnd. of 
short tails. 




VOl. uvjli. 





INTERESTING INVALID, 




THE INTEEESTmG INVALID. 

An AHce-in~ Wonderlandish Sea-Dream, 

[“ An inquiry into the circumstances under 
which the cultivation and storage of oysters and 
other shell-fish around our coast are carried out, 
which it is stated Mr. Bryce is about to institute, 
wiU serve a useful purpose, especially in the case 
of * other sheB-fish.’ — Daily ChronideSl 

’Twas the voice of the Lobster, I heard him 
declare, 

** Doctors frighten our Dandos, and that isn’t fair. 
‘ Inquiry on Shell-fish ’ ? Oh ! blow Mr. Bryce ! 
Ton will soon be all right if you take my advice !*' 

“Well, I hope so, stire,” said the 
Walrus to the Carpenter, 

“ Or else what is to become of our pleasant 
little picnics on the sea-shore?” said the 
Carpenter to the Walrus. 

The "Walrus and the Carpenter 
Were hovering round the bed 
They wept like anything to see 
Each Oyster hang his head 
“ If they go on like this,” they cried, 

“ They ’ll very soon be dead ! ” 

“Drat ’em I” grumbled Nurse Crab. 
“ They ’ve been taking a drain too much, I 
feel sewer, 

“You ’re another, Mrs, Gamp^ mur- 
mured a Native, lifting his head Imply from 
his brown-sand bolster, and dropping it back 
again with a disconsolate dab. 

“If you make bad puns to ’em in their 
present low state I won^t answer for the con- 
seguences,” said Dr. Lobster, pulling Nurse 
Crab’s shelly apron in professional re- 
monstrance. 


Nurse Crab squared her claws like Ama- 
zonian elbows, and rolled her protuberant 
eyes scornfully. 

“Eeel their pulses,” suggested the Car- 
penter. 

“They haven’t got any,” snapped Dr. 
Lobster. “ Besides my claws are not suited 
for pulse-feeHng.” 

“Make ’em put their tongues out,” hinted 
the Walrus. 

“Tongues?” sneered Dr. Lobster, de- 
risively. “Don’t you know that, like 
Charles Beade’s nigger, oysters are ‘ darned 
anomalies,’ — 

‘ Because they have beards without any chin, 
And get out of bed to be tucked in.’ ” 

“Old riddles are more painful than bad 


Uid ndclies are more painrui tHEm Dad 
puns,” protested the bed-ridden bivalve. 
“ Tucked in, indeed. WeU, I ^all never get 
out of bed again, that’s one thiog,” he con- 
tinued, with a spitefully triumphant look at 
the Walrus and the Caipenter. 

“ Oh, donH say that!” said the Carpenter, 
tearfuUy. 

The Artful Oyster looked at him. 

But no word more he said ^ 

The Artful Oyster winked his eye. 

And shook his fevered head ; 

As who should say “ ’Tis not for you, 

I ’B leave the oyster-bed.” 

“ Silence in the sick-room, or I ’ll turn you 
all out of it,” snapped Dr. Lobster, making 
his claws click like infuriated castanets in the 
Walrus’s ears. 

As a duck in a thunderstorm, quite thunder-struck, 
Each sixpenny bivale looks “ down on his luck.” 
Fancy six bob a dozen ! You ought to be nice, 

Xou dear little darlings, most dear — at the price 


What have you been doing to make yourself sick 
Like a lot of slum-dweUers ? Come, answer me 
quick ! 

“’Spect they’re shamming,” said Nurse 
Crab, crahhily. 

“I’d like to poison the lot of you!” 
muttered the irascible invalid. 

“ Just what you ’ve been trying to do, you 
murderous mossels I ” retorted Nurse Crab. 

Mussels f No! Come now! we’re not 
as bad as they are,” protested the hetter-olass 
bivalve, indignantly. “ Mussels^ indeed ! 
Mussels are low things, , cheap and nasty 
shams, sold by costers at a penny a plateful, 
and eaten by the ravenous rabble with hlack 
pepper and their fingers ! ^ Eugh ! ” The 
superior moUusk’s soul-shaking, upper-class, 
highTtoned shudder shook it into a sharp 
attack of svnoope, from which it was with diffi- 
culty that Dr. Lobster’sministrations ralliedit. 

“ Call yourself a nurse said the Doch r 
to Mrs. Crab. “ You ought to be ashamed 
of yourself. How would you like to be com- j 
pared to a whelk or a winkle? You and 
your mussels! Consider the gentleman’s 
feelings ! ” 

“I didnH say musseh--'l said mossels 
muttered Nurse Crab, sullenly. 

“Well, well,” quoth the Lobster. “Tou take 
my advice, 

And I fancy we’ll do without Huxley or 
Bryce. 

Mere mussels or mackerel, lower-class grub, 

That flounder iu baskets, or flop in a tub, 

At six for a shillmg, or tuppence a pound. 

May go sick if they like, hut we rnttsi bring you 
round ! ” 

lAnd Mr. Punch hopes they will. 
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LITTLE MOPSEMAN. 

{The very newest Dra'inoiiic Allegory from Norway,) 

PERSONS. 

Alpred ERTTrsEOR: {Man of Letters), 

Mrs. Spreta Ebtiyseck {Ms wife), ^ , 

Little Mopseuian {their Fudeldachs, six years and mne 
months old), 

Mopsa Brovik {a little less fhan hin to Axpred). 

Sanitary Engineer Blochdrahit. 

The Yarmestt-Blok. 

Translator’s Note. — ^The'word Kke the analogous Norwegian 

geyser,'^ implies merely an indiyidnal — ^not necessarily a shady one. Cf. 
Elen and Cheyalier, passim, 

THE FIRST ACT. 

A richly-upholstered garden-room^ full of art-pots and other 
furniture, Mrs. Spreta Erttyseck stands beside the table, 
unpacking the traditional bag. Shortly after. Miss Mopsa 
Beovir enters by the door ; she carries a pink parasol and a 
rather portly portfolio with a patent look, 

Mopsa {as she enters). Good 
morning, my dear Spreta ! 

{Sees the bag,) Why, you are 

tmpacking a travelling-hag on ; 

the drawing-room table! Then j 

Alfred has actually come ‘ , • ' ; 

home? {Takes off her things, ^ i 

Spreta {turns and nods with , * 

a teasing smile). As if you 
didn’t Know ! When you 
have never been down in these 
parts all the time he has been 
away! {Unpacking a flannel 
vest and a respirator,) Yes. 

He turned up last night, guite 
unexpectedly. 

Mopsa, Then it was that 
that drew me out here ! I 
felt I must. My poor dear 
mother, Kaia,— sne that was 
a Miss Eoslt, you know,— was 
like that. She always felt she 
must. It’s heredity. Surely ^ 
you can understand that f 
Spreta {takes out a bottle of^ 
cough mixture, and closes the 
bag with a snap), I am not 
quite a fool, my dear. But 
really, when you have such a 
firm admirer in Mr. BlocU- 

DRAKN ! 

Mopsa, He is such a mere 
bachelor. I never could feel 
really attracted to any un- 
married man. All that seems 
to me so utterly unmaidenly. 

{Changing the subject,) How 
is dear Alfred ? 

^ Spreta, Dear Alfrep is 
tired, but perfectly twins- 
figured by his trip. He has * 

nevOTonoebeeE away W me «He backs out ormgiiigly. . . . : 

all these years. Only think! ^ 

, Mopsa, That would account for it certainly. And I really tbinV 
he deserved some little outing. ( With an outburst of joy,) Why, I 
shouldn’t wonder if he has positively finished his great big book 
while he has been away ! ^ 

Spreta {with a half smile). Shouldn't you ? / should. But he has 
not mentioned it — ^perhaps he was too tired. And he has been trying 
to teach that miserable Little Mopseman tricks ever since he came 
back. I never did care about dogs myself, and really Alfred > is so 
perfectly absurd about him. Oh, here he is. 

Aoj'red Eruysecr enters, followed by Little Mopseman on his hind 
legs, Alfred is a weedy, thin-haired man of about thirty-five 
{or thirty-six) with tinted spectacles and limp side-whiskers, 
Mopseman wears a military tunic and a shako very much over 
one eye, and is shouldering a small toy musket. He is bandy- 
legged, wifh a broad black snout and beautiful intelligent eyes. 
His tail is drooping and has lost all its hair, 

Alfred {beaming), J ust see what really wonderful progress Little 
Mopseman has made already with his drill. Why, my dearest 
Mopsa ! {Goes up and kisses her with marked pleasure,) You have 
come here the very morning after my return ? Fancy that. 

Mopsa {gazes fixedly at him), I couldn’t keep away. ' You are 


looking guite splendid ! And how have you got on with yo^ won- 
derful large book, Alfred ? I felt so sure it would go so easily when 
once you had got away from dear Spreta. 

Alfred (shrugging his shoulders). It wonderfully easily. The 
truth is my thick fat book on Canine Idiosyncrasy— gone 
— entirely out of mv head. I have been trying thinking for a 
change. It’s easier than writing. 

Spreta, Yes, Alfred, I can understand that. And then, when 

you had never really got farther than the title 1 

Alfred {smiling at her). No farther than that. Somehow, none of 
the Fretsecrs ever do. My family is^ a thing apart. And now I 
have determined to devote my whole time to Little Mopseman. I 
am going to foster all the noble germs in Mm, create a conscious 
happiness in Ms mind. ( With enthusiasm,) That is my true voca- 
tion. 

Spreta, You shouldn’t have dressed the poor dog up like that. It 
does make him look so utterly ridicidous I 
Alfred {speaking lower and seriously). Only in the eyes of the 
PMlistines who couldn’t see any pathos in poor Mrs. Solness and her 
nine dolls. The trulv reverent have no sense whatever of the ndi- 
colons. Still, it would certainly be better in future to keep Little 

Mopsbmann indoors, oecause 
if the dogs in the streets saw 
Mm in those clothes — {clench- 
ing his hands) — and after he 
has had that unfortunate 
accident to Ms tail, too ! 

Spreta, Alfred, I won’t 
have you bringing up that 
again I There’s someone 
Imocking. Come in. 

The Varmint- Blok {enters 
softly and noiselessly. He is 
a slouching, sinister figure, in 
a fur cap and a flowered 
comforter. He has a large 
green gingham in one hand, 
and %n the other a hag which 
writhes unpleasantly). Hum- 
bly beg pardon, your wor- 

f ships, but you don’t happen 
to feel in the humour to see 
how tMs little wounded war- 
rior here {points to Mopse- 
man) would ipolish off the 
lovely little ratikins, do you ? 

Alfred {with suppressed in- 
dignation), We most certainly 
do not. He is intended for 
Mgher things. Get out, you 
have frightened him under 
the sofa. 

The Varm,-B, He’ll come 
round right enough. . . . There, 
didn’t I tell you I See how he 
sniffs at my legs. It’s won- 
W derful what a fancy dawgs do 

M w seem to take to me— follow me 

0 anywhere, they will. {With 

sr— a chuckling laugh,) Seems as 

if they ’d got to. 

Spreta, There is certainly 

“He backs out crmgingly. . . . Mopseman slips out after Mm.” becomesMthem^e^Hw^dc^^ 



The Varm,-B, [with glittering eyes). Oh, they ’re safe enough, the 
sweet little creatures, lady. I ’m very kind to ’em. And if I could 
only induce you to l0t your lovely poodlekin tackle a dozen rats, 

wMoh ’nd be a holiday to a game little sportin’ dawg like him Not 

tMsmornin’ ? then here’s a loving good-day to you all, and thank 
ye kindly for nothing.? 

[He backs out cringmgly, as Spreta retires to the verandah, fanning 
iherself elegantly with her pocket-handkerchief; Mopseman slips 
out after him, unnoticed by all, ALFRED sees Mopsa] s portfolio, 
Alfred {to Mopsa). And have you positively lugged tMs thing aU 
the way out here. Wasn’t it heavy ? 

Mopsa (nods). It had to he. It contains all the letters written to 


my. poor dear MotW— by Master-builder Solness, you know. My 
Motner had such a rich, beautiful past. I thought, Alfred, we 
might look them through together guietly some eveMng, when 
S^beta is out of the way, [Looks attentively at him, 

Alfred {uneasily, ^ himself). Oh, my good gracious! (Aloud,) 

It would certainly hape to be some evening when But on the 

whole, perhaps, i— I really almost tMnk we had better It isn’t 

as jf you were really my second oousia ! 

Spreta {re'-entering fromf verandah). Has that horrible person 
with the rats gone ? &6 has given me almost a kind of turn. 



Fbbrtjaby 2 , 1895 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 


63 


Alfred, He is a sort of itinerant Trope, I suppose. TalJ^gr of 
turns, did I tell you ttat I, too, have experienced a kind of inward 
revolution away up there among the peaks ? . . , I have, 

Spreta. Oh, heavens I Alfred, was it the cookery at those high 
mountain hotels ? 

Alfred {eootlmigly^ patting her head), Hot altogether — ^be very 
sure of that. But it is rather a long story. I should recommend you 
to sit down. {They sit down expectantly,) I will ^y to tell you. 
{Gazina straight before him,) WTien I look hack into the vague 

mists that enshroud my earliest infancy, I seem almost to ^ 

Spreta {slaps Mm), Oh, for goodness’ sake, Alfred, do skip the 
introduction ! 

Alfred {disappointed). It was the most interesting part! But the 
long and the short of it is that I have resolved to renounce writing 
my wonderful work on Canine Idiosyncracy ! I am going to act it 
out instead— on Little Mopseman. ( With shinina eyes,) I intend 
to perfect the rich possibilities that lie hidden in tnat rather unpre- 
possessing poodle. There ! 

Spreta {holding aloof from him). And is that all f 
Alfred, H’m, yes, thaV^ aU. But you never did properly appre- 
ciate poor Little Mopsemae’ I 

Mopsa {pressing his hand). She never did, Alfred. But I do. 
And we will teach him the loveliest new tricks together. {Fixes her 
eyes on him,) Just you and I. 

‘ Spreta, Alfred, 1 won’t have the dog taught any tomfoolery. 
You shall not divide yourself up like that. Do you hear ? 

Sanitary Engineer Blochdrdhn {enters by door). Aha, so you’ve 
got your husband thoroughly in hand, as usual, eh, Mrs. Frutsece: ? 
{To the others,) I bring glorious news. I have just been called in 
to see to the Schoolhouse drains again ! I only laid them last 
Autumn ; but there seems to be a leakage somewhere, Cluite a big 
piece of new work, really 1 
Mopsa, And you are beaming with joy over that ? 

San, Eng, Bloch, I am indeed, And afterwards I have several 
important drains to disconnect at the great new hotel in Christiania, 
and the most tremendous scientific safeguards to grapple with and 
overthrow. What a glorious thing it is to be a plumber and make a 
little extra work for oneself in the world I Miss Mopsa, can I per- 
suade you to take a little turn in the garden ? Do I [Offers his arm, 
. Mopsa {tahes it). Oh, I don’t mind— provided you don’t talk either 
shop or sentiment. [ Thev go out together, 

Spreta {looks after them). What a pity it is that Mopsa can’t take 
more to that Mr. Blochdrahn, isnH it, Alfred ? ‘ . 

[Looks searchingly at him, 
Alfred {wriggles). Oh— er— I don’t know. For then we should 
see so much less of ner. 

Spreta {vehemently). Oh, come I So much the better ! {Clutching 
him round the neck,) I want you aU to myself, Alfred. 1 


love vou so much I could throttle you. I’ve good mind to, as 
it is I 

Alfred (choking). You lare * My loyal, proud, true-hearted 
Spreta, d-don’t ! [Gently refuses himself, 

Spreta, You have ceased to'care for me. Don’t deny it, Alfred I 

[Bursts into convulsive weeping, 
Alfred, I will frankly admit that, like most married Norwegians, 
I am— h’m — subject to the Law of Change. 

Spreta {with increasing excitement), I saw that so plainly last 
night. I sent out for some champagne, Alfred, expressly for wm. 
And you didn’t drink a drop of it f [Looks bitterly at him, 

Alfred, I knew the brand. (With a gesture of repulsion,) Q-oose- 
berry, my dear, gooseberry 1 

Spreta,^ You never even kissed me, either. But you can Mss Mofsa! 

ed, iJeed drMi^tic dialogue descend to t!^ese sordid details ? 
this is verging on a mere vulgar row I And when you know, 
too, libw I have always regarded Mopsa almost as a sort of sister ! 

Spreta, I know that sort of sister, Alfred. She comes from Nor- 
way 1 But I am none of your fish-blooded Mrs. Solnesses, or half- 
witted Beata Eosmers, and I’m not going to stand it ! I decline to 
share you with anything or anybody — ^whether it ’s a thick fat book 
that never gets even begun, or a designing minx that helps you in 
your precious “vocation,” or a gorging little mongrel, with his evil 
red and green eyes, that I ’m often tempted to wish at the bottom of 
the fiord ! [ Confused cries and harks are heard outside, 

Alfred (shocked), Spreta! When I am going to bring all his 
desires into harmony with his digestion I Sow unkind of you : 
(Looks out for a moment,) What in the world are all the dogs 
barkMg at down there ? ^ v n 

San, Eng, Bloch, (re-entering with Mopsa, by glass door). Only 
some organ-grinder’ s monkey. They have j ust frightened it into the 
fiord. iS'wcAfunI 

Alfred (in an agony of dread). Can it be our Little ? But he 

is burying bones in the back garden. And he is not a monkey^ 
either. And if he were, monkeys can all swim. . . • What are they 
saying now ? . . . Hush I . . mi. 4 * -a- 

San, Eng, Bloch, (leans over verandah railings). They say, He 
is still shoindering the little musket I ” t 

Alfred {almost paralysed). The little ^it is Mopsemajst I I 

taught bim to do it so thoroughly I ( With outstretched arms,) He 
cannot shoulder a musket and swim too I (Glancing darkly at 
Spreta.) Woman, you have your wish I Henceforth my lif e wm 
be one long ranMe of remorse I [Sinks down in the armchair, 

Mopsa (with an affectionate expression in her eyes). Not alone ^ 
Alfred ! We will rankle together— just you and I. 

Alfred (rises, half distracted). Oh, my gracious goodness! 

[Se rushes down into the gar den 



THE BATTLE OE ETESHAM. 

Who won it ? 

Dear Sir,— The answer to this question is 
simplicity itself— my League did it. ^We got 
the Labourers Allotments and we gained our 
quid pro quo (this 
phrase has kindly 
been supplied by a 
distinguished patron 
of ours) in votes. All 
efforts to prove that 
Impet’s the friend, 
not Lono, were in 
vain. But the credit 
that it was not so 
is ours. — The Secre- 
tary OF THE Truly 
Rural Labourers’ 
Leaoue. 

Dear Sir,— From 
careful inquiries 
made in London, 1 ’m 
convinced that the 
principles underly- 
ing our League resulted in Clolonel Lono’s 
return. Eng lishm en axe, after all, sports- 
men ; and Worcestershire is an integral por- 
tion of England. If more proof is wanted, 
I need only mention that only one day before 
the polling we received an application from 
iSvemam for the formation of a local branch. 

Tedb Sec. of ttub Sportive Lbaoue. 

Dear Sir, — We ^d the “tojk. W e had five 
canvassers per man in the division, and during 


the contest we paid 53,219 visits, leaving 
2,159,549 leafiets. We’ve learnt our tactics 
from organ-grinders who are paid to go into 
the next street. Rather than keep us with 
them, the electors promise us their votes. 
Next please I The Secretary of the 
Irish TJlstebical Brigade, 

Dear Sir, — ^I believe some were foolish 
enough to imagine that South Worcestershire 
men were going to abandon their Codings to 
follow Home Rule. But, as I knew^ it could 
not be, and it was not. The agncultural 
labourer knows his friend when he sees him ; 
and Colonel Long is M.P. to-day because of 
the unceasing efforts of the Labourers’ 
Friend, J-sss C-ll-ngs. 

Dear Sir,— It is very good of you to ask 
me my opinion. I think that the Evesham 
contest ended in the way it did because of 
{a) the Register, (h) the Floods, (c) the Out 
Yoters, and (d) the Independent Labour Party. 
The connection with the last named may not 
be obvious. In pouit of fact, it isn’t. But, 
as a true Liberal, I feel bound to allege it. 

The Man who did not G-et In. 

Dear Sir, — ^I glaHy find time to answer the 
question, — “ How did I win Evesham ? ” I 
won it because, whilst my opponent got only 
3,585 votes, I polled 4,760. As 3,585 is, even 
to the naked eye, distinctly less than 4,760, 1 
was declared elected. In my humble judg- 
though I faeely admit that I am an 
interested party — ^the Returning Officer took 
the only course that was open to him. 

The Man ’who did Get In. 


DERBY AND JOAN. 

Modern Midland Version. 

(As Su/Kig by Sir W-ll-am H^rc-wrt,) 

Derby, dear, I am old and grey, 

Fifteen years since our wedding day ! 

Shadow and shine for every one. 

As the years roll on. 

Derby, dear, ’tis in vain they try 
To chill your heart, or to luxe your eye. 

Ah ! dear, we stick, now as then, 

The tenderest wife to the best of men. 

Always the same, Derby my o\m. 
Always the same to your old Wife J oan ! 

Derby, dear, hut I did feel riled 
When the Party on Primrose smiled 

Until men whispered, the young Scotch 
Has he greatly scored ? [lord, 

Derby, dear, I to Malwood went. 

My aiu fireside, with a heart content. 

Ah ! dear I though the Cause look queer, 

I feel so much better when you I ’m near. 
Always the same, Derby my gwi. 
Always the same to your old Wife, Joan I 

Hand-m-hand we stiU go to-day, 
Haud-in-hand, spite what Joe can say. 

There comes a chance for every one, 

As the years roll on. 

Hand-in-hand, though the Times may sueer. 
(Once to its columns my pen was dear.) 

Ah I dear! I ’m sure of you, [hlTi?* 

Though Scots go wrong, or the Welsh'* look 
^ways tiie same, Derby my own, 
Always the same to your old Wife, J oan 1 
Always the same “to devoted J oan ! 
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“MBIT! MEAT!” 

[“ We do not profess to assault every fortress 
and monopoly at the same moment. If we did we 
should get well thrashed for our pains. We take 
them one by one, ... It must be left to those 
who have the responsibility of determini ag what 
is to be done, when it is to be done, and how it is 
to be done.**— iSir William Sarcourt at Derby. 

Much’-worried Cat^s-meat Merchant 
loquitur : — 

CoNPOirNT) the cats and drat the dogs ! 

Sc-a~a-t. Mungo ! Down, Grimalkin ! 
Te jest carnt he all sarved at onst, an* so 
Haint no use talkin\ 

. I Ve lots o’ stuff, ah ! quite enough to give 
ye all yer dinners, 

If ye ’ll ^t kindly bide yer time, ye scurry- 
funging sinners ! 

, But not a mite ! It’s bark, yelp, bite; it’s 
flurry, scurry, worry, 

Cam't use my knife upon my life I Where ’s 


yer inf arnal ’urry ? 

At the big lump ye ’d like to jump, each one 
o’ ye, fun gobble. 

If ye don’t stop I ’H shut up shop, and leave 
ye in a ’obble 1 

Ho time, I’m sure to slice and skewer. Te ’re 
greedy, flerce, and narrer. 

Each wants fust glut, and the best cut. 
Who ’d keep a cat’s-meat barrer ? 

Bah! cator dog,they’reallagog,a-squabble 
and a-quiver 

Eor the best paunch, fust cut of haunch, or 
shoe of shm or hver. 

Te greedy brutes, beware my boots ! Tour 
yelping and your yow-ing, 

Ton scrub-haired pup, won’t hurry me up ; 
nor ye^our shriu mol-rowing, 

Ton wild Welsh cat. What are you at, you 
^ lurcher? Think you Laboim 

Will benefit when you have bit or worried 
every neighbour?. 


Bless my old bones ! your snarling tones, my 
angry Iri h tarrier. 

Between you and the grub you’d grab will 
only raise a barrier. 

Tour quarrelsome temper is your cuss, if you 
could only know it. 

Ton snap all round like some mad ’ound. 
B|te your own tail— eh . ! g>ii\ 

All oit-and-dog arter the prog, all savage, 
snappy, yappy. 

Upset the lot, and then I ’ope you’ll all be 
bloomin’ ’appy I 

Tab! bust the pack o’ ye, I says. Tour 
shindy gives me dizziness. 

I’m arf inSdned to chuck my “round,” or 
else retire from bizziness. 

It ’s aggrawacious, that it is, arter such long 
years sarving ye. 

Picking ye out the ehieest lumps, the primest 
slices carving ye, 

To be a-chivvied like this here ! Here ’s lot 
o’ fust-rate wittles, 

And with your chance of a blow-out you ’re 
jest a-playing skittles. 

Won’t even give me time to carve, much less 
a chance to skewer. 

More ’aste less speed ! Ton will not find a 
maxim wot ’s much truer, 

Eor dog, or cat. J ack, Sandy, Pat, or Taei'y 
— ^ whose first turn it is 

To-day by rights— your spitfire fights may 
go on for eternities. 

And bring no good, nor yet no food. Wait, 
^d ye ’ll all ’ave suthink. 

But if you will not take your turns, you’ll 
none o’ you get nothink 1 


Abbey Thought!”— “TA e Quest of the 
Moly GraiV^ These piotores are being ex- 
hibited^ just at the right time, when the 
Arthurian legend is attracting at the Lyceumi 
Mr. Edwin A. Abbey has been five years at 
work upon this most striking series. Their 


beauties are many : their faults very few, and 
when these are pointed out to the Anglo- 
American artist, he gaily replies, “ What|s 
the odds as long as I ’m Abbey I ” ^ Which is 
true ; as none but himself can be his parallel. 


A WILDE “IDEAL HUSBAND.” 

Mr. Oscar Wilde’s Ideal Husband, at the 
Hay market, is an interesting play up to the 
end of the Third Act ; and if this climax had 
been contrived more artistically, and less cou' 
ventionally, the situation at the fall of the 
curtain in this act would have been a very 
powerful one. As it is it is frittered away in 
cmventional dialogue, and the Fourth Act is 
decidedly weak. It is throughout excellently 
played by Miss Julia Heilson and Mr. Wal- 
ler in the two principal characters. Mr. Haw- 
teky’s performance, in spite of his curious 
habit of raising his voice to such a pitch as to 
suggest his playing to the cab-rank outside, 
is admirable. There are here and there sharp 
bits of dialogue in it, though scarcely a line 
in the lighter vein that rises above farcioal 
comedy. 

Mr. Bishop’s Earl of Caversham is a 
thoroughly natural piece of acting, and 
Mr. Beooicpield’s Fhipps, the Butler, a bit 
of character so perfectly rendered that, like 
Sam Weller^ s Valentine, it makes you “ wish 
astherewasmoreinit.” Miss Fanny Brough, 
having plenty to say, but not much worth 
listemng to, does her best with a poor part. 
Miss Maude Millett is nice, and Miss Flo- 
rence West as unsympathetio as her part 
was intended to be. That when Sir Robert 
Chiltern proposed to retire from Parlia- 
mentary kfe no one suggested to him that 
he shoxud take “the Chiltem Hundreds” is 
evidently an oversight of the author’s, which 
no doubt he now deeply regrets. The play, 
though in sharp dialogue not up to Mr. 
Wilde’s high spirits-and-water mark, is an 
unmistakable success. 
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COY CLIENTS. 


LINES IN PLEASANT PLACES. 


ROBERT ON COUNTY G0UN8ELLERS. 


In the new Commercial Court, A thin \ 
sprinkling of Juniors^ one or two Q, C^s, 
tlshers^ and the usual contingent of 
people from the street who are glad of 
shelter and a seat^ and who do not even 
pretend to take any interest in the pro^ 
ceedings. 




The Judge, 
Odd, that the 
mercantile com- 
munity does not 
even now seem 
attracted, to this 
Court. You are 
sxire, Mr. RedbaGt&e, that the inducements 
which we olfer to litigants are widely known ? 

Mr, Redhagge^ Q,C, The of&cer of the 
Court tells me, m’lud, that he has sent 
round circulars to every mercantile estabhsh- 
ment in the City. 

The Judge, Our scale of commissions is 
STirely generous enough ! By the new Rules 
of Court which I have made, a bonus of £500 
is offered to any merchant who swears, on 
affidavit, that he was about to resort to arbi- 
tration but decided to come here instead. 
Then I think the plan of giving his head clerk 
one ;!^ear’s rent of his dwelling and a free 
fortnight at Yarmouth for himself and his 
f^ily, as a reward for inffuencing his prin- 
cipal to resort to us, was rather adroit — eh, 
Mr. Redbagge Y 


Mr, Redbagge, Q, C, Excellent ! And the 
boxes of chocolate to his door-keeper, and 
free tickets to the music-halls for other sub- 
ordinate members of his establishment, ought 
to have brought a plethora of business to this 
court. 

The Judge, ftuite so. Not to mention the 
fact that we pay counseTs and solicitor’s 
fees out of public funds, instead of looking to 
the litigants themselves to provide them. If 
that isn’t cheap justice, I Should be glad to 
know what is. 

Mr, Redbagge {deferentially). And the 
mercantile classes must surel> be aware that 
no Judge on the Bench has a greater know- 
ledge of the law than your ludship. 

The Judge [ignoring the flattery). Unfor- 
tunately the mercantile classes seem also -to 
have a knowledge of the law, and not to like 
what they know of it. So they resort to the 
ruinous— I repeat, the thor.»ughly ruinous — 
practice of arbitration. 

Mr, Redbagge, It is really a serious state 
of things, m’lud— for us, not for your ludship. 
“ Those who live to plead, must plead to live” 

, — and it’s a little difficult to plead when — 
[breaking down) — ^there are no clients. 

The judge [soothingly). We must think 
of some other plan of attracting them, I sup- 
pose. How would it be if, instead of troubling 
them to come here, the Court offered to go 
to their offices and sit there f Or perhaps a 
few baronetcies scattered about among them 
might have the desired effect. Well [rising) 
as there are no cases on oux list, and no 
prospect of any, the Court is forced to 
adjourn ! [Do«s so. 


ON THE ICE. 

When the sun was shining brightly, 
When the world was gleaming whitely, 
And Jack Frost held Nature tightly 
In a vice, 

It was joy supreme, though fleeting. 

Fair Amanda to be greeting. 

When the country side was meeting 
On me ice 1 

Happy he whom smile the Fates on. 

Whom they shower tete-d~tetes on. 

How I used to whip her skates on 
In a trice ! 

And, as off we ’d skim cross-handed, 
Leaving all my rivals stranded, 

1 was glad, to be quite candid. 

On the ice I 

How we gave evasive answers. 

When they praised our skill as dancers, 
And to skate a set of lancers 
Would entice ; 

How we thought them crude and “ crocky ” 
Loving pairs to try and jockey 
Into wild delights of hockey 
On the ice ! 

To the flgure-skating shilling 
Snug inclosure we were willing 
To subscribe— ’twas cheap but thrilling 
At the price : 

Yet the busy scandal-riggers 
Wiffi sarcastic little sniggers 
Talked of people “ cutting figures” 

On the ice I 



All my heartj as I would hold her 
Little hands in mine, a-smouldei — 
’Twas a fact I nearly told her 
Once or twice : 

But, each time, what put a stopper 
On my declaration proper 
Was a sweet and timely cropper 
On the ice ! 

Then the thaw came. Oh, the bother ! 
Oh, the words we had to smother ! 
Ne’er again we’ll And each other 
Half so nice : 

Now Amanda ’s always seizing 
Opportunities of teasing ; 

Oh, she wasn’t half so freezing ” 

On the ice I 


Mrs. R. wants to know where that old 
quotation comes from, so applicable now— 

“ And Freedom shrieked when Paderewski 
played! ” 

Of course Freedom went into the free seats 
(if any) and shrieked with delight. 


Me and Brown, and snm two or three of 
onr most intimetf rends, has had a most liberal 
offer made to us, rite in the werry art of Sent 
Pancras, to go out a eanwassing for the 
County Counsellers when the elections begins 
shortly. 

I need scarcely say as they havent made 
much effect upon me, 
as I knows em too well 
from what I hear about 
em at our own Oildall 
and the Manshxm House, 
but the terrems is sut- 
tenly werry hheral, both 
in refreshments and in 
premisses, hnt they aU 
dependsnpon their suck- 
cess, and from what I 
hears that aint likely 
to be werrv great. Of 
conrse in the grand old 
Citty that wont be not 
notmnk, but ewen in 
Sent Pancras I hears 
as it wont be anythink 
werry grate. I ’ve bin 
np to their own Q-ildall 

at Charing Cross again, ***«.».« 

siteh dredful long speeches that they quite 
tires me out, and they are all about such 
dredful tiresome subjecs that I soon gits 
weary on em. 

I was told down at Gildall that one of our 
most poplar aldermen had quite made np his 
mind to try and turn out the Prime Mnister, 
Lord Roseberry, I think his name is, from 
representing a County Council, hut there must 
have been sum mistake sum where, for Prime 
Ministers aint exactly the sort of gents as is 
ginerally selected to represent her most 
gracious Majesty the Otjebn, as I spose as 
the Prime Minister does, and to he a County 
CounseUer as well. No, no, them sort of 
things dont exacly go together. Our Uildall 
peeple dont seem werry much alarmed about 
the fuss has has been made about their 
Unyfecation, as I think they calls it, which is 
supposed to mean that they are all to he 
turned out of Gildall, and all London to he 
created into one great body of Common 
Connselmen I And what is to become of all 
our numerous Aldermen and Beppertys, and 
settera, not none of us knows a bit I But of 
course that’s all nothiuk but mere nonsence, 
that helps to keep our reel gentlemen in 
good burner. They dont seem in werry had 
sperrits, for sum of the mo'st importentest 
of em. all had a grand meeting on Tuesday 
last, and laid the werry fust stone of a 
hutiful new Manshnn, werry close to Gildall, 
which I am told is to cost about thirty-flve 
thowsand pounds, and will take a hole year 
to bild, so that didn’t look as if they were 
quite fritened out of their wics ; and just to 
^ow the principle gents among em as 
there wasn’t not nothmk to fear, the nobel 
Gent as took the chair inwited amost a 
hundred of em to dine with him in the 
most scrumpsheous way possible, and drunk 
their helths all round ! There was only 
just about harf a dozen of County Counsellers 
present, and they was just about as q^uiet as 
they ginerally is when reel gents is with em. 

Brown tells me as how as he hears that 
the Prince of Wales is most strongly oposed 
to the Old Citty being interfered with, and 
that amost all the great House of Lords 
agrees with him, so there aint much fear of 
much being done, after all, Robert. 


An Appropriate Quotation to be placed 
ON THE Urn oe the Ashes op one Cre- 
mated. — “ Wen done I ” 
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FROM THE QUEER AND YELLOW BOOK. 

L— 1894. 

{By Max Mereboom.) 

“ Linger longer, Lticy, 
linger longer, Loo. 

How I M like to linger longer, 

Linger longer. Loo ! ” — Old Ballad, 

I SUPPOSE there is no one that has not wished, from Time to Time, 
that someone else had lived in another A^e than his own. I myself 
have often felt that it would have been nice to live in 1894 ; to have 
seen the “ Living Pictures ’’ at the old Empire^ to have strained my 
Eyes for a glimpse of Mrs, Patrick Campbell^ broken my Cane 
applauding May Yohe^ and listened to the Blue Hungarians while 
dining, on a Sunday, at that quaint old Tavern the Savoy, At that 
time the Beauties from Hew York had not quite lost their Yogue. 
CBmisxoPHEn Columbus, who discovered the United States, left it to 
the Prince of Wales to invent their inhabitants : peraonally, I am 


Perhaps in my Study I have fallen so deeply beneath the Spell of 
the Age, that I have tended to underrate its unimportance. I fancy 
it was a Sketch of a Lady with a Mask on, playing the piano in a 
ComJdeld, in a low dress, with two lighted: Candles, and signed 
“ Aubrey Weirdsley^^ that first impeUed me to research. 

But to give an accurate account of the Period would need a far 
less brilliant Pen than mine ; and I look to Jerome K. J erome and 
to Mr. Clement Scott. 

II.— TOOHALOORA. A Fragment. 

{By Charing Cross,) 

« « ♦ * ♦ ♦ , 

“ Mt hair ? ” she said. “ It touches the ground.” 

As she spoke, she seized her fringe by the roots and fiung it on the 
fioor. 

“A marvellous feat for a European,” I murmured with some 
diflBicalty. “ Will you have another drink P ” 

“ Yes,” said Tooraloora ; “ I make it a rule always to get in- 
toxicated in a public-house.” 



Pictwre by Our Own Yellow-Boohy JDaubaway WeirdsUy^ intended as a Puzzle Picture to preface of Jmenile Poems^ or as nothing vn particular. 


more implected with their Botany ; and am, indeed, at this moment, 
engaged in a study of the Trees in America. Much of this remote 
Period must remain mobled in the Mists of Antiquity, but we know 
that about then fiourished the Sect that was to win for itself the 
Title of the Decadents, What exactly this Title signified I sup- 
pose no two entomologists will agree. But we may learn from the 
Caricatures of the day what the Decadents were in outward sem- 
blance ; from the Lampoons what was their mode of life. N^htly 
they gathered at any of Ihe Theatres where the plays of Mr. Wilde 
were being given. Hi^htly, the stalls were fulfilled by Row upon 
Row of neatly-curled Fringes surmounting Button-holes of monstrous 
size. The contrasts in the social Condition of the time fascinate me. 
I used to know a boy whose mother was actually present at the 
‘‘first night” of Charley^ s Aunt, and became enamoured of Mr, 
Penley, By such links is one Age joined to another ! 

I should like to have been at a Private View of the New English 
Art Club,^* There was Crotchet, the young Author of the Mauve 
Camellia ; there were Walter Sickert, the veteran R.A. ; George 
Moore, the romanticist ; Charles Havotrey, the tragedian, and many 
another good fellow. The period of 1894 must have been delicious. 


I did not offer her a chair, I flung one at her head. That impulse 
towards some physical demonstration, that craving for physical cop- 
tact which attacks us so suddenly with its terrific impulse, and 
chokes and stifies us, ourselves, beneath it, blinding us to all except 
itself, rushed upon Tooraloora then: and she landed me one in the 
eye. How, this was the moment I had been expecting and dreading, 
practically, ever since her hand had left my ear the night before— 
this moment when it should strike me again. I do not mean oon- 
ciously, but there are a million slight, vague, physical experiences 
and sensations within us of which the mind remains almost uncon- 
scious ; and I have no pretensions to physical courage. For a second 
I felt the colour rise to my face. Every expletive that should have 
been forgotten, I remembered. My pulses seemed beating as they do 
in fever, my ears seemed full of sounds, and I felt the cold touch of 
the policeman^ s grasp like ice upon my shoulder as a voice murmured. 
“This means forty shillings or a month.”. . . When we reached 
the station I fiung myself upon the floor, leaning my head upon my 
hand, the white powder upon my coat still lingered. I seemed 
to hear Tooraloora murmur, “ ^E don’t know where ’E are ” 
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AT THE OID MASTEES. 

The following selections may 
assist the Art-stndent visiting 
Burlington House : — 

T^o. 3. By Heoege 'Romnsi, 
Not so much a “ Rum Knee” as 
a queer left arm. Gout appa- 
rently, skilfully depicted. 

No. 6. By Sir HENsr Eae- 
BTOT, R.A. Lorenzo and Jes^ 
stca^ at 50 and 40 respectively. 

No. 9. By Sir Joshua Rey- 
nolds, P.R.A. Selected from 
Reynolds^ Miscellany, Portrait 
of a gentleman in full uniform, 
out for a walk, on a stormy dav, 
on the sea-skore. He is evidently 
saying, “Here ^s a nice predica- 
ment ! I Ve powder on my hair, 
no hat, and it^s coming on to 
pour cats and dogs.” 

No. 13, By Sir Joshua Rey- 
nolds. A Portrait of TAeATar- 
quis of Granby, Presentedj of 
course, by Mr. Wellee, Senior. 
Probably the oripnal sign of the 
inn of which Mr. W. was pro- 
prietor. 

No. 16. By Geoeoe Romney. 
Portrait of Mrs, Farrer, 
Charming. Might go Parrer 
and fare worse. 

No. 24. By Geohgb! . . . 
Romney. Portrait of Lady 
Hamilton, “ Unfinished” — 
but perfect. 

No. 38. “A Constable”— who 
arrests our attention. This, you 
may depend upon it, is a Con- 
stable with a warrant. 

No. 60 . ByRsMBKANDT. Man 



lAtUe Pinks, “I only caeb to talk to Women who let me make 
Love to them.” 

Big Bounderson, “i only cake to talk to Women who make Love 

TO Mm!** 


yarding a hawk. Very grace- 
ful, but a Hawk-ward sort of 
person. 

No. 51. By Gebahd Tebbubo. 
A lady, after taking something 
which has disagree with her, 
“ Prithee, why so pale ? ” 

No, 68. By Van dee Helst. 
It IS called a '^Family Group^^ 
— ^probably in consequence of 
the wife being shown as pre- 
senting her husband with a 
hare. 

No. 73. By Dick Hals. Re- 
gard the wondrous collars. It is 
“ Collar Bay,” Must have been 
the work of two artists, as this 
could have been painted by no 
one Hals ( ! ! ) 

No. 94, By Sir Thomas Lau- 
EENCE, P.R.A. “ The bells are 
a ringing for Sarah,** Curtain 
rises and Saeah steps forward 
to sing. 

No. 122. By Jacob JoEDAENS. 
Splendid. “ Try our stout, 
Jane!” 

No. 126. ByJ.M.W'.TuENEE, 
R.A. ‘‘ SmiDstorm,** Wonder- 
ful ! ! But where was the artist 
when he took it ? 

Do not leave without closely 
examining No. 181, by Fean- 
Qois Clouet, “ Portrait of a 
Princess,** And do not neglect 
the “gems of the collection” 
in the Water-colour Room. 
This is full of “interesting and 
remarkable cases” which have 
been fully reported in all the 
papers. The exhibition is open 
till March 16, Don’t miss it. 


Born, February 13, 1849. 

Died, January 24, 1895. 

Gone ! — ^like a meteor whelmed in night. 
Who should have shone as fame’s fixed star I 
Unwelcome loss, when sons of light 
So few and so infrequent are. 

To fiare athwart the startled sky, , 

A prodigy portentous, fills 
The vision of the vulgar eye, 

The common soul with wonder thrills. 

And much of meteoric glare 
Seemed herald of that steadier course. 
Which, drawing less the general stare, 

Spoke to the wise of light and force. 

Now all’s extinct in early gloom. 

Eclipsed in shadow premature. 

A brilliant soul, a bitter doom I 
And who shall read with judgment sure 
The secret of the light that failed, 

The mystery of the fallen star ? 

Though whilom worshippers have railed. 
Though clingers to the cdUqueror’s car 
Reviled a vanquished victor’s name. 

The brightness of that brief career 
Defies the dullards who defame. 

Confounds the incompetents who sneer. 

But yesterday, in sooth it seems. 

The promise of the platform’s pride 
Inspired a Party’s youthful dreams, 

And filled to flood their hope’s high tide. 
Now all is hushed,— save the sad voice 
Of admiration and regret, 

Which, si)ite of faction’s smeenful noise. 
Ne’er failed stout son of England yet I 


Hr took a house in Hampshire, Why ? Be- 
cause^helsaid he liked to visit his old Hants. 


A PEELING PROTEST. 

Sib, — ^I have recently seen letters and para- 
graphs in various newspapers instigating 
travellers going abroad to choose the Folke- 
stone and Boxuogne route instead of going 
via Dover and Calais. I forget what particu- 
lar reasons are given for advocating this 
substitution, nor do I care what they are or 
what they may be. Why? Because, first, 
undeniably via Dover to Calais is the shortest 
route, and to those of Britannia’s sons and 
daughters— gallant islanders all— who detest 
the sea as much as does the humble individual 
who now addresses you, the saving of twenty 
minutes or half an hour, or in some instances 
it may be even more, of the sea-passage would 
be well worth any extra expense (if extra ex- 
pense there be, which, an’ I remember 
rightly, is not the case), especially when aboard 
such steam-vessels as are now provided; 
though, be the steam- vessels what they may, 
there is still in one and all of them that 
peculiar flavour and motion about which I 
would rather not speak, or even think, lest I 
should be unable tonnisn this important letter. 

But there is yet another reason why the 
Dover and Calais route is the best of all ways 
to the Continent, and that is on account of 
the excellent dejeuner — still, as I believe, 
xmequalled at any port or at any station in 
Europe— served to the many poor hungry 
and thirsty travellers quickly, hotly, and as 
comfortably as the confounded bustling cir- 
cumstances of travel will permit. Why the 
railway company which takes us to Paris 
cannot give us three quarters of an hour for 
our very necessary toilette (after the sea 
passage) and our food, and then do the 
journey in double quick time, or in the same 
time as now for the matter of that (for what 
does it matter to the accomplished traveller 


who does know where he are” and where 
he will be, and has pre-ordered everything 
wisely and well ?), and so get up to Paris in 
time for a little late supper and an early bed? 

For those who value their digestions, and 
who love good food and drink, even when 
they have but a short time for refreshment, 
there is but one route to Paris from London, 
and that is vid^ Calais, i,e, via the buffet. 
Only, cher messieurs les direcieurs de la ligne 
du Nord^ cannot you possibly manage to ex- 
tend our luncheon- time at Calais to just 
three quarters of an hour, instead of giving 
us only a beggarly twenty-five minutes at 
best, and do the thing well while you are 
about it? As to the Boulogne route, well, 
one goes to Boulogrne to stay, and so the 
buffet, en passant^ is of small importance. 

May this reach the eyes and touch the 
hearts of all in authority, for it is a cri du 
coeur from An Inconstant Traveller. 


TO ATALANTA. 

Ah, Atalanta ! timely wise. 

When the disdain within your eyes 
That wondrous vision daunted. 

The golden apples, they whose spell 
Both gods and mortals knew right well, 
Eternally enchanted, 

You instantly the race forbore, 

You made your choice for evermore 
And gathered up the burden ! 

The ancient spell had conquered you. 
The distant goal you did not rue, 

You won a dearer guerdon ! 

Oh, modern Atalanta, stay, 

Wnen with Hippomenes to-day 
You arduously grapple ! 

An instant ponder on your case 
If you should ever lose the race. 

And likewise lose the apple ! 




OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Delighti'xjl renaiijiscenoes are these of G-eorge Atjgtjsttts Sa-JDA-’s, 
told in his own peculiar rattling-ofi, rnnniDg-on, one-anecdote- 
down-V other-coin e-on style. Of all^ ‘ people he has met*’ he has plenty 
to say, hut nil msi honum ; all writ with a magnnm-h mnm pen. 

Once he was a “ Gipsy King, 

vv ha! ha!” hnt, long ago, as 

' he tells ns, he renounced all 
claims to the throne of Bo- 
hemia, abdicated, retired, 
and, no more a Bad, has led 
a Reformed Club life. Who 
wrote the burlesque Eugene 
Aram verses, ending with,— 

* And Geosge Augustus 
walked before, 

With gyres upon his wrist ” ? 

All the notabilities of his 
earlier days were mentioned 
in that poem, at least so 1 
believe, for does it not belong 
to a date when the Baron 
hadnot come.witiun measur- 
Iii the Baron’s Good Books. able distance of bis title 

when he watched the grf at 
guns from afar with awe; when he saw them in the Cyder 
('ellars and at Evans’s, both of which ni^ht resorts he, having 
been ■first taken there by a kindly but iiyudicious man-about-town, 
subsequently patronised on such holidays as were offered to 
him by the jovial nights after the Eton and Harrow matches at 
Lord’s, and on the eve of such a festival as the University Boat 
Race. The Baron in those happy days and nights was attired in 
the costume in which Richard Doyle has dressed young Clive 
Nemcome when he accompanied his father, the Colonel, on that ever 
memorable evening to The Cave of Harmony, and heard the song 
that made him so wrathful. There are no Cyder Cellars, Coal Holes, 
and Evans’s nowadays, which owlish resorts were strictly restricted 
to the use of the male sex, youug and old. But even if a kind, 
considerate legislature uces insist on extinguishing the lights, and 
turning us out in the streets at 12.30 precisely, are morality and health 
so very much benefited by the process ? Isn’t it cheerful to read of the 
pleasantly convivial late hours in the Georgian Augustan Era ? The 
celebrities at home and abroad that he kaew were legion, and I’ll 
be bound (as the Book said) that he hasn’t emptied his memory 
stores by many a cupboard fuU. There is one sentiment which 
appeals to the Baron’s head, heart, and pocket, and delighteth him 


hugely— it is George AuGUSTTrs’s righteous den'unciation of “the 
unjust and iniquitous income-tax,” The Baron says ditto to 
Mr G. A. S. at p. 310, vol. ii. Inter aha^ the autobiographist is 
correct in sajing that Madisov Morton’s Box and Cox was con- 
cocted from XIne Chambre d Deux LiU and another French 
farce,” of which, as he doesn’t give the name, the Baron will here 
take the liberty of mentioning it. It was a farce with music, that 
is to say a comedie-vaudeville en un acte, written by Messrs, La- 
BtCHB and Leebanc, and produced at the Palais-Royal in 1846. Its 
name was Frisette, Box and Cox was pr.oduced in 1847 at the 
Lyceum. Very little furniture for the English farce was taken from 
Une Chambre d Deux Lite, but packages of dialogue were handed 
in to Box and Cox from Frisette, The Baron de B.-W. 


A GOD IN THE OS-CAR. 

[“ Amongst the candid ites for the Regius Professorship of History at 
Camhridge is Mr. Oscab Browning.”— Faper,] 

The History Professorship — But should Lord R, o’erlook his 

Who ’ll from the Premier get claim, 

the post? Oh ! wiU 0. B. be wildly riled, 

Here’s Mr. Oscar Browning, one In fact, will Oscar Browning 
Whose name is chosen from the then 

host. Develop into Oscar Wilde ? 

GUEER QUERIES.— Costly Colours,— Could some reader inform 
me whether it would be of any use "to request the Works Committee 
of the London County Council to paint my back door for me ? It has 
become a little discoloured through age, and a local carpenter has 
offered to put on “two coats of good sage-green enamel paint” for 
five-and-sixpenoe. But as I see that the Works Committee only 
spent £2,186 over the painting of Hammersmith Bridge, I fancy 
that it would be cheaper to employ them, if I could. It is pleasant 
to think what exceptionally fair wages they must have paid oyer this 
job (using the word in its natural meaning), and how much time "the 
poor men engaged in it must have been able to give to there family 
circles. This is as it should be.— True Progressive. 


Niagara Hall.— They say the sham ice here is almost perfect, i 
very nearly as good as the real ice, in fact so Httle is the difference 
between the real and sham that a skater, unless he had ^ied it, 
would hardly real-ice it! The baud plays, “Hwfa (Williams) of 
thee I ’m fondly dreaming!” as the patineurs and patfnews yvho 
have paid their three or five shillings glide about at the rate of either 
eighteenpence or two-aud-sixpence a foot. 
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TO LUCENDA. 

( Who had made “ Co$y of Me.) 

The Iriglit September wlien we 
met 

My prospects were not oyer 
nealtliy, 

TKougli you were, Ido not forget, 
Extremely wealthy, 

I kuow Dot why it chanced to be, 
But this I recollect most 
clearly— 

It neyer once occurred to me 
To love you dearly. 

’Twas not'your.'fault, so do not 
vex 

Yourself, for I admired your 
beauty, 

Since admiration of your sex 
Is Man’s Whole Duty. 

And thus it came to be our lot 
T 0 part without a si gnor token ; 

I went upon my way, but not 
The least heart-broken. 

Mv “fatal pride” does not object 
At your fair hands to be made 
verse on ; 

But p’raps next time you will 
select— 

Some other person ! 


UNAisrswEiiiBlE.— The Arch- 
bishop of Cantemuet, speaking 
at Folkestone last week, said that 
“ The Disestablishment Bill does 
not need auv answering : it an- 
swers itself.” An’ it please your 
Grace, if it does “ answer,” and 
answers its purpose, what more 
can be required of this Bill or any 
other ? 

The New WeatheePeoveeb. 
—It never rains— but it snows ! 



BRAVE GIRL 

Millicent {from the cowitry ). “ A-ow, Mabel ! let 's make a Dash 1 1 ” 


GDEEE QiDEEIES. 

FEEESI]S^«^ THE YEETEBEiB. — 
I am in the last stage of bron- 
chitis, compHeated with pneu- 
monia, influenza, and asthma, 
and a friend has advised me to 
try the new French cure of 
applying ice to the s^ine. Will 
some obliging physician tell me 
whether he considers such a 
course safe ? None but a recog- 
nised specialist need trouble to 
reply ; and if he does so, I shall 
have the satisfaction of feeling 
that I have saved his fee, as 
well as my own life. My boy 
advises me to go ekatbg, and 
“ I shall be sure then to have 
my back applied to the ice,” 
which he says is the same thing 
as applying ice to my back. 
But is it? A nepbew who is 
staging in the house also kindly 
offers to “ shy hard snow- halls 
at mj spine,” if that would help 
me in any way. It is a pity 
that the newspaper (from which 
I derived this medical hint) was 
not clear as to details; for 
instance, when I have applied 
the ice, what is to prevent its 
melting and trickling all over 
me ?— NoH-EATiKe Patieht, 


Meteorological Moralising. 

’Tis an ill-wind which blows 
nobody good, 

And one man’s meat another’s 
poison is. [mood, 

What is disaster to^one man or 
Is to another mood or man 
“gocdhiz,” 

What tcfc your dramatist means 
love’^s labour ’s lost, 

Tour would-be skater craves — 
“ a perfect frost I ” 


OUR BOOKING-OEEIGE. 

By the publicatiou of The Play Actress 
(S. E. Ceockett) Mr. Fishee Unwin fully 
maintains the success attained by his Auto- 
nym Library. My Baronite is least attracted 
by the scenes which possibly pleased the 
author most —those in which he describes life 
in the purlieus of London theatres. Mr. 
Ceockett is much more at home in Galloway, 
and with the people who sparsely populate it. 
The opening chapter, describing Sabbath day 
in the Kirk of the Hill is in his best style, 
as are others describing the Great Preacher's 
tender caring for his little grand-daughter. 
The Play Actress is just the sort of thing 
to buy at a bookstall on starting for a jour- 
ney. It will be felt to be a matter of regret 
if the journey isn’t quite long enough to 
finish it at a sitting. 

In The Worst Woman in London (“and 
other stories,” a subtitle craftily suppressed 
on the outside of the bock by F. C. Philips) 
the author gi^es us a number of capital 
detached stories of a most irritating abrupt- 
ness. Almost every one of these stories is a 
novel thrown away ; that is, every story is in 
itself the germ of what might have been a 
good novel. They are little more than “jot- 
tings for plottings.” Yet, to be read with a 
pipe or small cigar, they just sLflS.ce to wile 
awav time and obviate conversation. They 
are dedicated to Mr. Waxtee Heebies Pol- 
lock, who has on more than one occasion 
sljown himself an adept at real gopd short 
stories— not merely as plots, but genuinely 


complete in themselves and full of hurnoxu^— 
and from whom the Baron expects something 
more in the same line, or, rather, on the 
same lines. The Baeon be B.-W. 


A MODERN ECLOGUE. 

Scene— A Crowded Thoroughfare. Enter 
Steephon and Phyllis on licycles, at 
the rate of fifteen miles an hour, 

Strephon. 

We care not, Phyllis, my own, to-day, 
For walking in Kensington Park, 

To fiirt in the old conventional way, 

And saunter home in the dark. 

Nay, pleasanter far it is to “ scorch” — 

To hear your silvery bell. 

While the answering squeak of my horn 
may speak 

For the fact that I love you well I 
Both. 

Oh, isn’t it sweet to clear the street, 

While elderly persons frown 1 
“Now, stoopid, look out!” we pleasantiy 
shout, 

And bang goes a gentleman down 
Phyllis, 

Strephon, I love you, I confess, 

For who could fail to admire 
The humorous way you spoil a'dress 
And ruin a girl’s attire ? 

To see you silently careep along, 

And then with a burst of speed 


Spread liberal dirt on the feminine skirt 
Is a sight for the gods, indeed ! 

Both. 

Oh, isn’t it glee to do it, and see 
The lady-pedestrian flinch. 

With jubilant rush to scatter the slush 
And miss her foot by an inch I 

Strephon, 

I f lightened thosehorses, I ’mmuch afraid, — 
The excellent coachman’s riled! 

Phyllis, 

And I ’ve demolished a nursery-maid. 

And certainly hurt a child ! 

Strephon. 

I made that stately dowager jump, 

She leapt to one side, and puffed ! 

Phyllis, 

That leisurely cur, I ’m iuolined to infer, 
To-morrow will go to be stuJSed ! 

Both, 

So side by side we merrily ride, 

Aud scatter the murmuring throng, 

Who think the police should compel us to 
ceas% ' 

And mournMly ask, “ How long ? ” 


JirsT A LITTLE TOO MCH.— When a par- 
Kamcntary candidate or popular Member is 
rtceived with a torchlight procession, it is 
almost unnecessary for bis constituents tb 
present him, on a dark night, with “ an illu- 
minated address,” 


VOL. cvrn. 
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THE FKENCH AMHESTT. . j 

Bruxelles^ le 31. Janvier. 

Monsieuh, — I write to yon, M. f P 

Pwwo A, these some words, winch f Ij 

TONG. One^ has wrong, the his- 
torians have wrong, maie enfln^ 

me fairef 1 may not to write SUCCESSFUL SANITATION, 

the history of new. A Vavenir 

nousverrons. Bn attendant f at- Anxious Tourist. “Since tour Town has been newly drained, 
tends. And I stand, like my I suppose there is less Fever here!” ’ 

Great Ancestor, the arms folded, EotthKeeper {reasswrmgly). “Ach, yes, SirI Zb Teepoose (Tt- 
and frown towards, the frontier phus) is now quite ze exception ! 


Zb Teepoose (Tt- 


ofi^e Prance, la patrie ingrate. 
It is a fine atutnde, and I study 
it aH the days. 

Agreez^ <S*c. K 

Stowe^ the 31. January. 

Sir, — I tell you my thoughts as 
cainly as possibly, hut my heart 
hums 1 Heaven, what injustice I 
To France— ah j I say not her name 
without emotion!— to France I 
offered my sword, my service, my 
life! She refused them ! Ingrate- 
ful country ! Me who— but I go 
to be calm! When Casimir- 
PlniEE resigns I voyage without 
to lose an instant to Dover, I wait, 
I receive each instant some de- 
spatch, I regard the coast of France 
and weep, I am photographed I 
Me, the descendant of St. Louis, I 
am photographed I But in vain I 
I desire even to die for France, but 
I may not ! By blue, what ingjra- 
titude! And now she proclaims 
the amnesty and I am forgotten ! 
Me, the descendant of St. Louis I 
Me who desire the struggle, the 
efforts of a life of soldier, of a life 
of king, me I rest here in simple 
renter of movince ! Me who wish 
to die for France, I am obliged to 
live in England ! To Hve, just 
heaven ! And in England, which 
I despise, though she shelters me I 
Perhaps she is not worse than Bel- 
gium, Buckingham or Bruxelles ! 
It is eQual to me I Nor the one nor 
the other is France I AgainIweepI 
Ah, if I could shed tears of blood I 
I can not ! Heaven, that I should 
not have even that consolation 
there I And Rochefort returns I 
He may die for his country, for 
France ! Once more I weep bit- 
terly ! But me I may not I I con- 
clude, and mv last word shall be a 
word of order ! It shall be, though 
she spurns me, though she mock 
herself of me, “live France!’^ 
Again I weep! Receive, &c. P. 


"VOICI LE SABRE DE MON PERE!” 

[“ Let aU know that, in deyoting^ all my strength to the welfare of the 
people, I intend to protect the principle of antooracy as firmly and un- 
sweryii^ly as did my late and never-to-be-forgotten father.” 

The Czar to the assembled Deputies and Delegates in the Winter Balacei\ 

“ It was my father* s custom^ and so it shall he mine — 

One seems to hear those simple words ^midst all the show and shine 
Of the great, gay, white-pillared hall. The gold and silver chains 
Of deputies and delegates from distant steppes and plains 
GHeam in the winter daylight. The tall wmte-tunic’d Onards 
S^d with drawn swords, Autocracy’s serene and stalwart wards. 
All in the Winter Palace ; from regions vast and far 
They come of many a race and creed to welcome their young Czar. 
The nobles and the Zemstvos, too, are represented here. 

With tribes of the wild Caucasus, the hosts who love— and fear — 
The monarch of one hundred and twenty million souls. 

And through thine Hall, St, Nicholas, in full fiirm accents rolls 
The Yoice of armed Autocracy, unhendiag and unchanged. 

Unf altering the youthful eye that boldly roved and ranged 
Over that motley muster. He lifts Ms sire’s great sword. 


And with that calm odd dignity wMoh despotism boasts 
Establishes the Ego of Autocracy once more. 

Void le sabre de mon ! What Alexander bore 

Shall Nicholas not wear and wield ? The appanage of our line ! 

“ It was my father* s custom^ and so it shall be mine ! ” 

Old rustic song, your refrain long shall echo round our world, 
Until all burdens from the back of toiling men are hurled. 

Far, far off dajr ! Now proud and gay Autocracy’s strong thralls 
Muster to-day in fine array in those wMte-pillared halls. 

To not snubbed, say reassured^ that A^utocrats, still strong, 
Still give small heed to serfs who plead, to iheedom’s siren song, 


Or to “ absurd illusions,” which, slipped from mouth to mouth, 

Must still he silenced in the North, if heeded in the South. 

Those Zemstvos voices must he hushed. Autocracy’s sole hand 
Must wield the sabre of Ms sire, and sway a snent land : 

The Bear from the new Bearward gentler treatment well may hope, 
But hardly loosening of the chain or slackening of the rope. 

The patient Northern Bruin stands and rubs a dubious ear. 

Amnesty means not Liberty, Autocracy is clear 

In “ firmly and unswervingly,” with strength that doth not tire. 

Holding the mastery of its race, the Sabre of its Sire ! 

“Mr. Pepts’s Parish Church,” — ^The Rev. Altered Povah’s 
interesting work gives us the origin of the “Navy pew” in St. 
Olave’s. In such a church how appropriate was the old “ three- 
decker,” as tMs structure, wMoh contained clerk bdow, parson m the 
middle, and preacher in the topmost compartment, used to he termed. 

A Just Correction, — In Macmillan* s for tMs month there is an 
mteresting article entitled “ In the Wake of Captain Cook.** An 
Irish member of the club threw the number down, exclaiming, “ The 
man who wote that can’t write English 1 ’Tis not * in the wake ’ at 
aU. Sure it ought to he ‘ the wake,’ ” 

^GAL Clocrworx. — Towards the end of last week, the key of the 
dimonlty havinj: been found, the Justice- Vaughan- Williahs’- 
winding-np busmess was wound up, and J. Y. W., being wound up, 
was set going again. There is, however, still some difficulty, and a 
httle oil on the troubled works will be necessary. Mem. to the Lord 
Chancellor. — “ Please not to touch the figures.” 

Q, What is'the^hest sort of cigar to smoke in a Hansom ? 

A. A Cab-ana. 
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how you used to follow me about, just like a little dog ? And I used 
L I TTL E MOPS E MAN . to call you “ Little Mopseman,” because your name was Mopsa ; and 

THE SECOND ACT if I had had a dog, I should have called him Little Mopsemah-. And 

then how you used to sit up and hold a biscuit on your nose, my dear 
A little narrow g^en. with a slope in the background^ belonging io , faithful Mopsa ! 

I T f T -T *. ^ ^ — ^ ^ Tm. A M 7 y AAA M W I AA A A. nr Ts A A A M A « 7 a3 « f / .OTaaa a*7a aa a. a*aa ^ 7 - 


trees a table and chairs^ all made 


Alprei), Under the dripping trees a table and chairs^ all mado Mopsa, I wonder how you can be so childish ! [Smiling involun^ 
of thin birchstaves, Bverything is sodden with wet, and mist- tdrily,') It was a rich beautiful time ; but it was all over when you 
wreaths are driving about, Alfred Fruyseck, dressed in a married^^ I hope you have never mentioned all that nonsense to 
black mackintosh, sits dejectedly on a chair, ^ Presently Mopsa Spreta f 

BaoviK comes down the slope cautiously behind, and touches his Alfred, I may have. One does tell one’s wife some things—unin- 
shoulder ; kism'D jumps, ^ f Clutching Ms forehead,) But oh, how can I sit here 


BaoviK comes down the slope cautiously behind, and touches his 
shoulder; kism'D jumps. 


Mopsa, You shouldn't really sit about on damp seats in such and forget Little MoPSEAiAisr so completely H Have I no heart ? 

. 1 .1 i T 1 T 1 * J! 1 11 . T J.'l.* T 1 •_ * 1 




miserable weather, Alfred. I have been hunting for you every- Mopsa, If you have lost it, I think I know where it is. And you 
where. [Closing her umbrella with quiet significance, must turely give your grief a rest occasionally, too. 

Alfred [to himself), Bun to earth ! Oh, Lor’ ! [Aloud,) If you Alfred, I mustn’t. I won’t. I will think of him. ... By the 
would only be kind enough to search for Mopseman instead ! I way, are we to have dried fish for dinner again ? , , , Oh, there I go 
cannot unravel the mystery of once more —in the very middle 

his disappearance. There he \ of my agony— just when I want 

was, just entering upon con- to be torturing myself unsp-ak- 

scious intelligence— -full of the | ably with this gnawing crushing 

infinite possibilities of perform- ' ' regret ! What a wonderfully 

ing poodlehood. I haa charged ' \ ^ realistic touch it is, though, 

myself with his education. ' dramatic! But after 

After having been an usher at ‘ ‘ \ v ,0 all, I have you, Mopsa. I ’m so 

so many boarding-schools, I \ \ glad of that I 

felt peculiarly fitted for such a ^ Mopsa [looking earnestly at 

task. And then a shady scoun- ’ \ Vi. \ ' \ him). Surely you mean dear 

drel has only to come his way ' . \';T \ '• Spreta — not me, Alfred ? 

with rats in a bag 1 ' ' ^ .1 V \ i Alfred, What relation is a 

Mopsa, But we don’t in the \ ‘ ^ \ \ wife to her husband? None 

least know how it really all ' \ ' \ \ whatever. Now you, Mopsa, 

came about. ^ ‘ \ ' pou are very nearly a second 

Alfred, That infernal Yar- • \ ; cousin once removed, not quite 

mijst-Bloe: is at the bottom of A ' ' \v \ — because our family is a thing 

it, you may depend upon that! \ 'A A so entirely apart. We have 

Though what motive in tho \ y ! \\\ y always had vowels (the very 

world-— [Quivering.) It \ ^ .. \ best vowels) for our initials, 

not as if Mopseman would ever \ * '' '\^lW ^ and the same coloured specta- 

have faced a rat. He used to \ \ \' \\ j I \ cles, and poor relations we inva- 

Mt at the mere sight of a \ \ A riablycut, and great thick works 

blackbeetle even. The whole \ \ \ \ I never get really on with, 

^g is so Titterly meaningless, . \ \ \ ' \ ^ ^ mother, 

order of the univerfie requires Mopsa, And my Aunt— she 

_ . i , , that was a Miss Rebecca West. 

^ Mopsa. Have you indifiged It yW j feel so irresistibly drawn to 

in these abstruse philosophical \ disturb other people’s domestic 

speculations mth Spreta ? . |L/ ' harmony. But you must really 

Ilf P‘ B f )rget me, and try to care for 

capable of ^ (Mopsa 0 ^/ 5 .) I illffl M Alfred [vehemently). It’s no 

prefer d^soussmg them wiih you. |r ^ i 1 , W \ \ use. I canH, You ’ve entrance d 

There is something nnnatural ||H f ' | ^ f| \ me so thoroughly. [Helplesdy.) 

in imparting confidences to a R I Amew? you wonld! Do let me 

mere Y^hat ou earth have \ remain here with yon I 

Mopsa [takes a liUle house- Mopsa [loolu^wamlylthS^i 

Wife out ^ her pocket). Spreta r-A- Of course, if you really mean 

said you had lost the button off that, 1 cannot pretend that snch 

^ collar. I -■ ^ comradeship is Hush ! let 

th^gh^^wo^d se^it^on^jpr go my hand— there’s somebody 

^rmth.) I ’ll try not to run ' <^ i [SpiLta ant? Blochdrahit aw- 

me needle mto you. Yes, Alfred, Retnbution ! ” ter in waterproof s, sharing 

Alfred [absently). Ho ; it _ the same umbreUa, 

^y ^^9^8^bts a little. Where is Spreta, hy the way ? Alfred (annoyed). Why do you oome bothering here ? Sorely you 
^ walk with Blochdrahk. [Sewing,) must see that such au interruption is most ill-timed, 
rernaps it is hardly the weather for a stroll ; but then he was always Spreta [with a cutting laugh). We did gather that, Alfred. I came 

j 7 m— to Little Mopsemlan, you know. to see what you were about. 

Alfred [surpnsea). But Spreta wasn’t. She never liked him — Alfred, Mopsa was simply sympathising with me over Little 

not even as a puppy. And now tell me— don’t you think you could MopsEMA 3 Sf’s disappearance— that was all. 

^ Sympathising and philandering, Alfred, are synonymous 

iT’ {Covers her face with her hands,) You terms in the Norwegian Drama. And I may be allowed to observe 

mnstn t really ask me ^hy. [Looks at him through her fingers.) that other people can philander if they’re driven to it. 
p^anse 1 know I ®hoT^d tell you; you have such an irresistible [ 6 r/awc «5 ai{ Blochdrahn. 

Mnence over me, Oh d^r! oh dear I what wzVZ you think of me? Mopsa [taking her umbrella quickly, to Blochdrahn). We seem 
[Moves <dofe There s a button off your shirt-front now I to be somewhat de trop here. Suppose we withdraw ? [They do, 

+1* Am I to have 0 ^ sewn on too? Spreta, Doesn't it strike you, Alfred, that aU this morbid 

the right ‘thipg to do. Though how Spreta can harping on that missing mongrel may be just a little monotonous — 
^ V a VovnlBx audience, I me£n ? 

V ri ^ When I have you to look after me. Alfred [gloomily). They’ll have to sit through another Act and a half 

^ „ . of it-that ’sail. I shall harp if I choose. 1 Zfc harping. And you 

ii*w I remember I mended all your things, always detested Mopseman. You said he ate too much, and had evil eyes, 

like a sister. Lven then you never had quite all yonr buttons, haa Spreta, So he did — so he had! And you never really and truly 

z z JN , loved him either, or you would never have made such a fool of the 

Alfred [patting her hand). Not even then. And do you rememh^ dog as you did 1 


miserable weather, Alfred. I have been hunting for you every- 
where. [Closing her umbrella with quiet significance, 

Alfred [to himself). Run to earth I Oh, Lor’ 1 [Aloud,) If you 
would only he kind enough to search for Mopseman instead! I 
cannot unravel the mystery of 
his disappearance. There he 
was, just entering upon con- 
scious intelligence— full of the 

infinite possibilities of perform- ' ' 

ing poodlehood. I had charged ' \ x 

myself with his education. 

After having been an usher at ‘ ‘ \ \ 

so many boarding-schools, I v ^ \ \ 

felt peculiarly fitted for such a ’ ^ 

task. And then a shady seouu- ’ .’uAN \ ^ 

drel has only to come his way ' . \'j' ( 

with rats in a hag ! ' ' ^ .1 V 

Mopsa, But we don’t in the \ ‘‘ '• 

least know how it really all ' \ ^ 

came about. ' 

Alfred, That infernal Yar- . y 

miht-Bloe: is at the bottom of 

it, you may depend upon that ! , ' ’ • 

Though what motive in tho '> \ Mfm. 

world [Quivering.) It’s \ ^ 

not as if Mopseman would ever \ ’* \ \' 

have faced a rat. He used to ' \ \ \' \V j 

holt at the mere sight of a \ \ \ \\J 

blackbeetle even. The whole \\ \ \ ^ 

thing is so utterly meaningless, « \ \ \ ' \ x ^ \ ' 

Mopsa. And yet, I suppose the . • • ‘ 

order of the nniveree requires ' 

M^sa. 

There is something unnatural WVjmKKI^SBI^ 

in imparting confidences to a _ _ 

merewif^ What on earth have 

said ;^oa^d^iost the button off 

though^ wo^d sew it on for 

warmth.) I’ll try not to run ^ if 
the needle into yon. n y-. a ifp-j 

Alfred [absently). Do; it les, Aiirea, 


Yes, Alfred, Retnbution ! ” 


my thoughts a little. Where is Spreta, hy the way ? Alfred [annoyed). Why do you oome bothering h( 
^ walk with Blochdrahk. [Sewing.) must see that such au interruption is most ill-timed, 
rernaps it is hardly the weather for a stroll ; but then he was always Spreta [with a cutting laugh). We did gather that, 
so perfeOTly devoted to— h m^to Little Mopsemlan, you know. to see what you were about. 

Alfred [surprised). But Spreta wasn’t. She never liked him— Alfred, Mopsa was simnlv svmnathising with 
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Alfred, I bad renounced my wonderful thick book. I needed 
something to fill up my life ! 

Spreta, You might have chosen something better than a miserable 
little poodle with no hair on his tail I 

Alfred {turns pale). It is you— yow, who were the guilty one in 
that. (Harshlg and coldly, ) It was your hand that spilt the hot 
water over him as he lay comfortably on the hearthrug. It toas ! 
i And you know it ! 

Spreta {terrified, yet defiant). Better own at once that you came 
behind me and jogg^ my arm ! 

Alfred {in suppressed deeper atiort). Yes, that is true. You looked 
so entrancingly beautiful as you were putting the kettle on for tea, 
that I was irresistibly impelled to kiss you ! 

Spreta {exasperated), Alfbed ! This is intolerable of you. Bo I 
deserve to be reproached for looking entrancingly beautiful ? 

Alfred {uith sarcasm). Not in the least— wow. You are subject to 
the Law of Change. But what does all that matter ? We have both 
sinnedj if you lifce. While we had him, we both shrank in secret 
from him—we could not bear to see the tail he dragged about after him ! 

Spreta {whispers). You were so perpetually putting parafiSn upon 
it, Axpeed I 

Alfred {calmer). Yes, that, I tried to perfect its possibilities. 
But it was no use— I could never, never make it good again. And 
after that I dressed him up in military uniform, and then he had to 
remain too much indoors, so, tf course, he followed^ the Varmint- 
Blok, and then the street curs chevied him over the pier. And after 
I had trained him so thoroughly to shoulder a musket, he was^ so 
totally unable to swim. Oh, it all works out into quite a logical 
Retribution. And I must go away into the solitudes and writhe with 
remorse — by myself. 

Spreta {bitingly). Unless, of course, you can induce Mopsa to 

I think you mentioned once that she used to follow you about like a 
little dog ? 

Alfred {in a hollow rotce), I did. I remember now, That time 
when the tea-kettle Retribution! 

[J 2 e staggers into the thinnest hirchstave chair, which collapses 
under him, 

Spy'eta {menacingly standing over him). Yes, A le bed, Retribution I 

[Mopsa and BloCHDEAra return, 

Mopsa {pleasantly). Well, my dear Spreta, have you and dear 
-Aipred talked things thoroughly out ? 

Spreta, Oh, yes ; quite thoroughly enough, I really wm not he 
left alone with Alfred any more ; he is too depressing ! 

Alfred {on the ground). One cannot be expected to rollick when 
one is being gnawed with remorse I But perhaps Blochdbahn would 
be a more cheerful companion for you ; go on with him, while Mopsa 
helps me up again. We ’U follow you— presently. 

[Spreta and Blochdrabgst go off together; Mopsa tenderly 
assists Alfred to rise, 

Mopsa, Oh, dear me 1 it does seem such a pity I But Spreta 
always was peculiar. It must be so trying for you, dear ! 

Alfred, So much so that I can’t stand her any longer. I must get 
awav, anywhere— quite alone. Mopsa, will you come too f 

Mopsa {shocked), Alfred I How can you ? What have I said or 
done to encourage such a proposal ? So utterly unexpected I 

Alfred ifeehly), I really couldn’t help it. It’s the troll inside me. 
What am 1 saying ? That belongs to another Norwegian drama I 

Mopsa, All this part belongs to several other Norwegian dramas, 
dear. But we must see if we can’t get out of the old groove this 
time I 

Alfred, But why in the world ? When you showed such a 

wonderful preference for my society, too ! 

Mopsa {gently), I know, dear. But that was before — 7 . LetmeteU 




















what do you think ? (Alfred shakes his head hopelessly,) I ’m not 
Kata’s daughter at all, reaUy, I’m only adopted ! 

Alfred, But what difference does that make in our relations? 
Practically, none whatever ! , i. x 

Mopsa, All the difference, Alfred. I always pursued you about 
with reluctance and under protest. Being, as I supposed, descended 
from Kaia Fosli, and related to Rebecca West, it seemed so utterly 
the right thing to do. But I know now that I am nothing of the 
sort, and that if my real mother ever possessed such a thing as a 
Past at all, it was Plu-perfect. So heredity doesn’t come in, and, 
rather than interfere between you and poor dear Spreta, I have 
decided to go right away and never see you again. I reaRy mean it, 
this time ! L^he opens her umbrella and runs off up the slope, 

Alfred {takes up his hat sadly). Isn’t this play going to end pessi- 
mistically after all, then? {Shudders,) Are we actually going to 
][)e— moral f {More hopefully,) After aU, there ’s another Act left 
There’s a chance still! \_IIe follows hastily after Mopsa. 

Motto for the President of the French Republic.— “ Faure- 
warnedy Faure-armed.’’ 


TOO MUCH. 

{Pity the Sorrows of a poor Humting Ma/n !) 

Sportsman {suffering from intense aberration oj mind in consequence 
of the Weather, in reply to Wife of his bosom), “Put out ? Why, 0 
COURSE I 'm put out, Been just through the Village, and 

HANG ME IF AT LEAST HALF A DOZEN FoOLS HAVEN’T TOLD ME THAT 

IT ’s NICE Seasonable Weather 1 ” 

RETRIBUTION. 

( Wrought by a cheap Foreign Cigar, ) 

I ’m feeling — great heavens ! — all sixes and sevens, 

And dkzy, and giddy, and green ; , , 

Knocked flat as a pancake, I ’ve got a blank, blank ache 
I AU over— a sight to be seen ! 

Alas! for the reason ’tis easy to seize on— 

The same I ’U proceed to relate : — 

I ’ve just come from Brussels, whence, after some tussles 
With conscience, I rushed to my fate. 

For by Calais and Dover I safely brought over 
A contraband hatful of weeds ; 

Ah, why did I struggle to juggle and smuggle, 

Thus paying the price for my deeds ? 

They cost each five farthings, and goodness I they are things 
You ’d not get your worst foe to smoke, 

This “ Cabbagio Fino ” has giv’n me a beano— 

But there ! I ’m too seedy to joke ! 

So this crude composition I pen in contrition. 

My state of collapse to explain ; 

I thonght to be clever, hut never, oh never, 

Will make such a hargaiu again ! 

Contradiction.— A fortnight ago, in the law reports of the limes, 
were reported proceedings in han&uptoy “ in re Toby.” We have 
been requested to state that this gentleman is not Mr, Punch s 
“ Toby, M.P.,” nor is “ onr Mr. Toby” the gentleman mentioned m 
the same case as ‘‘the hankmpt’s brother, M. P. Tobt.” The coin- 
cidence was, natnraUy, somewhat startling. Our M.P. for Barks 
win, by now, hare appeared in his place at St. Stephen’s, 
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' A ginger-beer bottle and candle, 

A rat in a trap and a portrait or two, 

Say old Q-abibaldi, the Wandering Jew, 

And p’raps Julius C-esab or Handel. 

These gave satisfaction to parties aU round ; 
Bat ’tisn’t so now as I lately have found, 
They ask a whole National Q-allery. 

And every one wants Ms own f av’rite fust ofE. 
Q-ood old “ Moonlight Scene” ? Why, a yokel 
would scoff 

At anytMnk bluey-and-yallery. 

They claim fancy-chalks now, or pollycbrome 
pastel ; 

It ’s no use to tip ’em a storm or a castle ; 

They want “ local colour ” — a lot of it. 

Yes, something distinctly Welsh, Irish, ^ov 
Scotch ; 


My pitch in these critical days is no cotch ; 
^ worry and rot of it ! 


ERENCE. 

rpposB HE WAS Born in the Dark 1 ” 


«pity the POOE AETIST!^" 

[“ I hare had occasion to speak on the difficulties 
of a minister who finds himself pledged to a very 
large and extensive programme, to each poiat of 
wMch programme there is a large circle of adher- 
ents who consider it the foremost and the pre- 
eminently important point ,” — Lord Mouhery^ 

Westminster Vammmt Artist loquitur : — 
Who would be a political “screever”? A 
drudge 

Foredoomed to designing, and destined to 
smudge, 

like impressionist painters of 'posters ? 
Art’s in a rum way. Lori what humbug 
it is ! [PHI2, 

Far better the days of old Cbuikshank and 
Than our era of blobbers and boasters. 


With chalks, and my thumb, and a bit of old 

I can do fetter work on a rough slab of flag 
Than they do on smooth hot-pressed paper. 
But oh ! what a bother to s(iuat and to smear 
AH sorts of strange subjects, quaint, squifly 
and queer. 

To please every lounger and gaper. 

There once was a time when the old repertore 
The public would fetch. Now they want a 
lot more. 

And always a somethink that ’s novel, [two 
And then such a choice of ’em 1 Not one or 
Seascapes, vtith a liberal yaHer and blue, 

Or some picture of cottage or hovel. 

Two mackerels crossed, or a slice o’ red salmon, 
I A rasher o’ bacon, or lump o’ brown ** gammto,” 


Pity the artist ! What boots that appeal ? 

No! “Many help one,” or “A heart that 
can feel,” 

Won’t fetch ’em, however weU flourished. 

I did think that Q-uy Fawkes blow-up of the 
Lords [cold words 

Would caH out the coppers ; but shrugs and 
Have damped the last nope that I nourished. 

Awful cynicle lot ! Scarcely one a believer 
In me, it would seem, smce that there 
Grand Old Screever 
To my hands has turned his pitch over. 
There! I’ve touched up the lightning, and 
now I am rehdy ! [and steady, 

But, though I must look bright, expectant, 

I don’t feel percisely in clover ! 

[Left waiting for patronage, 

THE DECADENT LOVER OF FICTION. 

“ One love, one life,” was my ancient manner. 
For introspection I had no brain. 

But I would have died beneath her banner. 

Or I would have lived, her grace to gain. 

I loved her silent, I loved her sprightly, 

With Grecian braid or with glossy curl ; 

I loved her wrongly, I loved her rightly. 

But ever I loved a single girl. 

But now with ennui my love is laden 
Before it reaUy has quite begun ; 

If I win the heart of any maiden 
It makes me prefer another one. 

Dim passions stir me, deflections fleeting ; 

1 feel myself in a hopeless whirl. 

There never are less than six competing. 

Why can I not love a single girl ? 

Contented I and my love were mated 
In those brave days when we both were 
young. , . 

For marriage I ’m now too complicated. 

Too many-natured, too finely-strung. 

My spreadmg canvas aU zephyrs vary 
For one calm funnel how can I furl ? 

In truth, the statute is somewhat chary. 

And old, and grey, grows the dearest girl I 

Oh, love that was loyal, losing, winning. 

That time and change had no power to queU, 
That once could even dispense with sinning, 
And that possession could not dispel ! , f 
Your day is done, and your star’s d.eoliniag. 
The hero was but a brainless churl 
Who ever dreamed that without repining 
His whole life long he could love one girl ! 

And yet, I feel there is something wanting. 

The knowledge that love is sure to die 
To every lover is disenchanting. 

I would I loved as in days gone by. 

’TwAs braver foHy the height to capture. 
Though down from the height Fate often 
hurls. 

He misses woe, but he misses rapture. 

Who f aUs in love with too many girls I 
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SITTING OUT. 


A WINTER WEDDING 


In throbbing silence my glances 
stray 

O’er her nnreciprocal face, 

And I haven’t a notion what to 
say 

Now IVe finished with com- 
monplace. 

How I hate the slope of that 
cheerless chin, 

And the stare of Ihose vacant 
eyes, 

That take the commonest ob- 
^ jects in 

With placid and cool surprise. 

And I sit in a calm that she will 
not break, 

A desert that is not peace, 

And ever and ever the windows 
shake 

To a dance that will never 
cease. 

I cannot join the rout again, 

I am far too weary and warm 

Si I needs must^ suffer this 
speechless pain, 

In a draught, on the red baize 
form. 

There is one remark — it has 
proved a key 

Already to one long chat, 

Of course— 1 11 start it, for even 
she 

Must answer awhile to that. 

Bat horror I my agonised fingers 
curl, 

Did I say it to her ? I think 

It must have been to that other 

In the delicate shrimp-sauce 
pink. 

Shall I chance it again ! I must ! 
IwiU! 



A CASE, OF SELF-SACRIFICE. 


W BEN bleak, bluff, blatant bliz- 
zards blew, 

And hats from storm-tossed 
heads were carried, 

My enterprising friend, then you 
&ot married ! 

Soon spring had come, when 
doves can coo, 

nd fiowers blossom, had you 
tarried ; 

Instead, in January you 
Got married. 

Then in your honeymoon you two 

The gloom and snow of winter 
parried; 

It ’ s two to one two won when you 
Were married. 

And thus henceforward may 
vou do ; 

By life’s rough storms be 
never harried, 

Together face them all now you 
Are married. 


More Anglomania! 

pi. Felix Faubb, having gone 
out into the garden at about six 
o'clock in the evening, was makmg 
for the door leading to his private 
apartments, when he was stopped 
by a sentinel. The President could 
not ^ve the pass- word, and was ac- 
cordingly marched ofi‘to the Elysee 
guard-room, where he was fortu 
nately recognised. — Daili/ 

That Gallic statesmen rather 
like 

Trade Union methods can we 
doubt ? 

President Pbeeer went “on 
strike ” ; 

Now, Fauee has been “locked 
out.” 


With a stammer I’ve half 
begun— 

Saved! saved! the music at last 
is still. 

Thank goodness, the dance is 
done. 


Mrs, QHTnes. “No, Sir, Mr. Smite ain't a-bin in 'is Chambers not 
FOR A Week, Sir." 

Mr, Broum. ‘'Oh! Yoit're sttee now vou know the Gentleman 
I MEAN — ^Mr. Mellon Smith ? ” 

Mrs, Grimes. “Hi knows ’im right enough. Wt, I does all ’is 
Washin' and Mendin’ for 'im I” 


Deux Mots, — ^The retirement 
of one of the oldest and most 
popular actors of the Com^die 
Fran<^aisemayhe summed^up in 
two words, “ Got : gone.” 


“ART IS LONG 

The Daily Graphic of February 1, commenting on the time-eon- 
test between two pianists, suggests that exponents of the other fine 
arts should follow their example. The idea has been taken up at the 
Eoyal Aquarium with great success, as will be seen from the follow- 
ing press-cuttings 

From the “ Ma>gazine of Art,"' 

The Directors of the Aquarium are to be congratulated on their 
new departure, which takes the form of a highly exciting and sports- 
manlike contest between those two well-known entertainers Professor 
Here Homer and Senor Haedli Duddi in their great poster-paint- 
ing exhibition, ^^s consists of a trial of strength and endurance, 
the challenger, Senor Duddi, having given out that he wiU beat Pro- 
fessor Komeb’s previous record in time and area combined by one 
hour and a hundred square yards. As the public are well aware, the 
latter performer’s sensational achievement, '"Miss Letty Lindf 
stands at present imbeaten as an artistic poster, having far eclipsed 
his " All Beautiful in Naked Parity which attracted such 
attention oh the Royal Academy hoardings last year. As to time, Ms 
Lind tour de force (shown at the Society of Portrait Painters at the 
New Gal lery last autumn) was painted' in one continuous wMrl or 
sitting of fifty hours duration, and would have taken even longer, 
had not the accomplished danseuse fainted from exhaustion. (It is 
understood, by the way, that Miss Lind has issued a ch^enge that 
she will pirouette against the world, including Lord Yarmouth and 
Little Tick.) . ’ . ® 

Seiior Ddddi has hitherto made his mark with presentments of 
ultra-cAic young ladMs, wMchhave certamly taken up aMreat deal 
of space, and fiufiUed their purpose as “ tye-openers.’^ We have no 


details as to the time in wMch they were designed, but we should 
think about twenty minutes on an average. 

As the Aquarium contest will not be conolnded until after we go 
to press, we cannot give the result, hut at the time of writiug, after 
three days’ piiutiug without cessation, Mr, Homer had covered a 
quarter of an acre of canvas, while Mr. Duddi had traversed three 
hundred yards of advertisement hoarding. Both were going well 
and strong, the only people showing signs of exhaustion being the 
umpires and spectators. 

From the “ SportiTig Times.” 

What will our dear friends of the Anti-Sporting League say to 
this? Here’s yet another form of iniquity, the Poet Stakes at the 
Aquarium! We looked in last night at that classic abode, and 
found them all hard at it in the Bijou Theatre. We soon made a 
pretty book, and only regret we hadn’t entered Ballthooly and Doss 
Chid REDOSS. A black-haired colt was making the pace with what he 
called “ beautiful prose music,” quite as good as any we turn out in 
our first page. But the hackers rather fancied a Chestnut Pegasus, 
who was going well within his stride with his “ Odes and Poems.” 
There^ were one or two other dark horses in the field, that we pnt 
down for a place. That worthy and veteran sportsman, and cutest 
of tipsters, G. Allen, wielded the fiag, and got his little lot off, as 
we were told, with only ten false starts. We left at the filty- 
seventh hour, when the leaders had completed two hundred and 
twenty laps of very blank verse and other paces, it being a go-as- 
you-please contest. A sonnet divided the first and second, and 
there was ^ ragram and a half between the second and the third. 
As it promised to he a long- winded^ affair, and rather too noisy for 
our refibaed and delicate constitutions, we retired early. We give 
th odds, however, on another page. - 



■DISSOLVING-' VIEWS 1 



A PARLIAMENTARY HOUSE WARMING 

(FABTIES ABE OFTEN BENDEBED TEET ATTBACTiyB BT THE ADOPTION OF FANOT DBESS I) 



Febettabt 9, 1895.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. V 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIAE7 OF TORT, M.P. paiatively placid seas. 

* T -rt T TT cn j 'XT. T. sajs "WiLPEED La'wson, an authority on Church matters 

Tuesdav, ^5r«ory5.-House filled once more ^tiilm^e of new ‘‘it were cnstomary to commence the Session hy singing a hy^ T 
^aion. Xo1)hy crowded. Cotndors long silent, hnrst mto hn^g know what SainsB of Maxwood would giye out. It’s the Tne 
life. Seems to me, says Jejoit Lowther, lookiug on mth his beginning y* -«.u » uuc one 

juvenile-veteran air, “that the happiest day in a member’s life is And are we still alive 

the first of a Session, if iudeed the cup of his joy isn’t fuUer on the And see each other’s face ? 

day of prorogation.” 

For some the jubilation of the hour is toned down hy saddened , Thought it was to be all over before Christmas • Cabinet broken uu - 
thought. There is one step that will never more he heard in the everybody retiring • Parliament dissolved; demoralised Party finaUv 
lobby, one famihar face seen here no more, one voice, wont to sway smashed up at polls; the other side left to settle who was to be 
the passions of the House, that now is still. LT91DAS is dead, not who iu best of all Governments. ‘ Instead of which,’ as the Judge 
qxdte ere his prime, but in wbat, had fate been kinder, should have i said, here we are in for a long Session, with, as usual more work on 
been the fulness of his rich gifts. ! hand than could be done in two,” ’ 

The House kaew&EA^BOUPH, . “ So you haven’t resigned after 

as he presented .himself to Its ^ all?” I remarked, getting up on 

I notice from vanons pomts of ,• , v, " a chair to have a chat ■tritT, +1,“ 


view. First, an unknown new ' 

Member, rising from bench im- 

mediately behind Ministers, a i 

situation which, deliberately \ 

d^en, ^eemed ^to ^observant ^ 

! whil^ his Party was still in 
I office, he popped up from front 
j bench below gangway, and 
I pricked at ponderous hide of ' ^ 

SdATER-BooTH, pink of respect- • 

ability, sublimation of county- ^ 

gentry - Toryism. Then, mth 

sudden brilliancy and sustained ^ 

force, he rose on the firmament * ■ 

below the gangway in Opposition, 

tilting almost single-handed at 

the panoplied host, a majority (jX 

over a hundred strong, that 

seemed to make Mr. G.’s second ^ ^ ^ 

Administration invulnerable. For 
a moment in a famous uight iu 
June he was seen standing jubi- 
! laut on his seat at the corner of ' 
the bench, waving his hat, shout- ’ 7t \ ^ 
ing himself hoarse with cries of • 

victory. From this elevation he ... 
sprang lightly on to the Trea- 
sury Bench, and astonished 
Members who, with him, had 

heard th,c> chimes at midnight jKl 

and after, by the q^uiet dignity of ^ ' ’Wi .T 

his manner, his unerring tact, 

his unfailing skill of manage - 

ment. Never since the time 

'Prince Hal, boon companion of 

PaUtaff, became King Henry - ^ 

the Fifth, has there been seen -1^ _ j 

such transformalion. — 

Never was such a sudden scholar << MR. R-S-B-I 

made; 

Never came reformation in a flood, Hr. P^s^h-ry. Hullo ! Wher 

With such a heady currance, scouring Spectral Caretaker, “ * ’Ouse o’ 

faults ; 

Nor never Hydra-headed wilfulness 

So soon did lose his seat, and all at once, 

As in this king. 

The succeeding Session had a fresh surprise. It found our 
Gbandolph:, self-reduoedto the ranks, caressing his moustache on the 
comer seat behind the Treasury Bench. After a while he wearied of 
the invidious position, and went of to the races, to Norway a-fishing, 
to South Africa to observe the ways of lions from precarious 
proximity. But his heart was, after all, at Westminster. He came 
back broken in health, nndaunted in spirit. Nothing pluckier, 






“ So you haven’t resigned, after 
all?” I remarked, getting up on 
a chair to have a chat with the 
SOUIEE OE MaLWOOD. 

“ Ft tu, Toby I ” he cried. 
“I thought better of your in- 
telligence. I welcome re-opening 
of Session for one thing. Obliged I 








■ \ Session for one thing. Obliged 

5 "Iffl -7.^ W§ 

- ' House 18 sittmg people 

-dEL* ^ haven t resign^ That 

Ik ■ lOT should-don’t know that it will 

—check to certain extent what 
1 Derby I ventured distantly to 

aUude to as mendacious iuven- 
I have, as vou know, 

bBhK^Ii had a somewhat troublesome time 

during recess. Rarely got up in 
morning hut found by newspapers 
^ resimed overnight. Seldom 
^ without conviction 
^ glancing over even- 

papers that I had upset the 
Ministerial coach- 1, the mildest 
) il' roajinered man that ever sat in 
111/ W fil Council. Daresay you 

remember incident in almost 
I eqrially troubled career of Loxris 
^ m /fjJi When he was 

brought back to Pan-^ and lodged 
'^>5r i fe" ia Tuileries after bis flight to 
ys-rennes, the smis-cuhttes, Mes- 
sieurs et Madarnes, could not 
" ^ sleep in their beds at night from 

^ apprehension that king had again 
escaped. They used to make up 
^ parties, stroll down 

Loui^Capet 

-^"2: M to show himself. The King there- 
^ ripon got out of bed, put on red 

lY’S” DREAM. vandow. " Mes 

fants, he said, ‘you see I am 
B ’s the House of Lords ? ” here.’ ‘2Ve« 5im,’ said Mon- 

Lords,’ Sh*? Why, it ’s GONE ! I ” sieur, Madame, et le BehS, and 

_ , 04. A X • A, trudged back content to the 

Faubourg St. Antoine. Now that was all very well for a King 
I But you know, Toby, it can’t he expected of me in so-called holi- 
day times to be^ constantly attending knocks at the front door or 
even getting np in the dead of night, showing myself at ^e window 
and saying, My good newspaper friends, I have not resigned.’ ” ’ 

Business Just commenced. 


‘ The Poetbait op Nobody.”— When the signature “ Ounj» first 

■#-A A 1 V t Ct 


“MR. R-S-B-RY’S” DREAM. 

Hr. B'-s^b-ry, Hullo ! Where ’s the House of Lords ? ” 

Spectral Caretaker. “ * ’Ouse 0 ’ Lords,’ Sh* ? Why, it ’s GONE ! I ” 


nothing more pathetic seen in the House^ than his long stubborn a-ppe^ea to a pamphlet or an article, people wondered “ who ’tis ? ” 
fight against the paralysis that crept over him even as he stood at the ^.nd^ ow tis he knows all about it r ” The signature appearing 
t^le and tried to weave again the magic spell by which he once held again to an article in The New Review, No. 69, suggests that though 
the House. author has an anti-scriptural objection to a single-eyed indi- 

He died as he Hved, fighting, keeping Death at arm’s length for "^dual, perhaps ’Outw simply indicates a person who, with the 
a full month after the highest authorities had said it was a mistake majority of us, detests an egotist. Only one would hardly gather 

X- 1 1. • 1 Ai A c— this PYnlflnft.TinTi nt the oocum-ni-lAv, a-P a 1 o«ma 


to be such an unconscionably long time in dying. 

The House of Commons will know Geaicdoiph no more. But it 
will never forget one who will tlurough all time rank among the most 
brilliant of its sons. 


this explanation of the assumption of this classic and poetic signa- 
But it ture from the style of the article. 


O XI.. -I zx- , ^ . X • VI « . XV V ^ Gim-edged Sbcubux.— T he inTestment 6f "Wei-hai- 

Something decidedly hysterical about jubilation of the hour, ' wei. 



tioned that that was my name *?) must fail if he has ouly shop-reared 
TALL Tales OE sport and adventure. dummies to support Ms efforts. Enough, however, of these mouru- 

I.-THE riNKlHlPPOPOTAMTJS. (co^eo.) thea. were quickly made. I resolved on qpn- 

It did not tahe me long to make my preparations and devise my -fining the numbers of the expedition within the smallest possible 
plans. In such matters as these I have always found it best to limits, and, after much thought. I decided to take only one a^ooiate. 
prepare for every possible contingency, and then, with a trustful My choice fell upon Major Theophiltjs Q-anpbkj)OWN. He had 
heart, to leave the rest to chance. I therefore calculated to a nicety gone through the whole of the previous campaign with me, and had 
the number of miles we should have to traverse, took into account proved his solid worth on many a hard-fought field. A naan, like 
the physical configuration of the country through which we should myself, of herculean strength, and of inexhaustible _ endp:anqe, 
have to pass, the neight of its various mountains, the depth of its he was eminentlv- fitted to help rae in those perilous situations in 
valleys, the breadth and current of its rivers, its capacity for food which I had no doubt we should find ourselves before the adventure 
supply, and the nature of its inhabitants. Having done all this, I was over and the task performed.^ It was not his fault that he 
spare the reader unnecessary details. It would profit him but lacked those brilliant powers of initiative, that wonderful ingenuity 
little if I were to set down exactly the equipment, the clothing, the of resource for which 1 had already become famous. But one genuis 
arms, and all the other preparations which my matchless experience of that kind is sujBdeient in any adventure, and I knew that for 
prompted me to make. Such an expedition as that which I was courage, strength, and bulldog tenacity, I could rtc^on on Q-andee- 
about to engage in can never be undertaken again, for the simple down to the death, 

reasons that there are now no pink hippopotami in the world, and We fixed our start for a Thursday, always a lucky day for any 
that improved methods of communication, ridiculous railways, expedition in which I have been engaged. 1 gave G-ANDBtiPOWij 


absurd telegraphs, preposterous telephones, and 
ludicroudy well-metalled roads have robbed life, 
even in Seringapatam, of all the romance which, in 
my yonnger days, cast a halo of adventure round 
the smallest undertaking. How gloriously we 
revelled, how grandly we fought, how magnificently 
contemptuous we were of danger! But now we 
clothe ourselves in patent wo^d, we tremble at the 
shadow of a policeman, we judge everything by the 
mean standard of its money value. Some day we 
shall awake from our dreams of false security, when 
the crash of invasion sounds in onr ears, and we see 
our homesteads ruthlessly trampled down by the 
hoof of some despised and foreign foe. Then, when 
it is too late, the public will remember that England 
still possesses one great leader inured to hardship 
and danger from his earliest youth, one whom, 
though* a perverse Parliament has slighted him, the 

f reatest warriors and the gallantest sportsmen have 
een proud to salute as their unquestioned superior. 
I shaJl'answer to the call with what strength I may 
still possess, and my prematurely grizzled hair shall 
be seen waving in the van of my country’s -defenders ; 
hut- even-au- Orlaisdo Wilbraham (have I men- 





rendezvous at the western gate, at midnight, and 
bade him maintain the complete secrecy in which all 
our plans had hitherto been involved. I myself set 
forth when dinner was over to hid farewell to the 
beautiful and affectionate CHcrnnAH:, the last scion 
of the glorious Rampore dyna^^ty, who was at that 
time dwelling in the little marble palace on the out- 
skirts of the park of her vindictive aunt, the Ranee 
of Seringapatam. 

Ah, Chuddah, loveliest of olive maidens, even 
now, when I think of thee, this war-worn heart 
heats faster in mv breast, and the unaccus- 
tomed tear trickles down a cheek seamed by many 
a scar. How different would my life have been 
had cruel fate not stepped in to prevent us from 
fulfilling those mutual vows of eternal love which 
we had pledged to one another. I, who water 
these lines with my tears, might now have been 
the ruler over hosts of dusky myrmidons, the 
acclaimed chief of the fierce and^ warlike Chal 
tribes, whilst thou, a queen, a wife, a mother^ 

wouldst have But, bah, these wailing regrets 

are unmanly. ' To my- story. 

' - ' U - : 
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THE NOH-CAPITALTST’S 
YADE MECUM. 

Question. Having no cash | 
yon wish to make a living. ; 
Kindly tell me the objections 
to sweeping a crossing? 

Answer. A small sum of 
money wonld be necessary to 
purchase a broom— a prelimi- 
nary step that could not be 
snrmonnted. 

Q. dnite so. And wonld a 
like difficulty mse to prevent 
yon selling Incif ers ? 

A. Certainly, for matches 
suitable for steet hawking 
cannot be obtained on credit. 

Q. Wonld a clerkship be 
within yonr reach ? 

A. Scarcely, as a new suit, 
or a nearly new suit of clothes 
wonld be requisite to give one 
the air of respectability neces- 
sary for securing ^an audience 
with an employer. 

Q. Could yon not become a 
companv promoter ? 

A. Not with safety, now 
that the winding-up* business 
is superintended by .‘a judge 
capable of understanding the 
intricacies of city finance. 

Q. Is there any opening for 
yon as a cab-driver ? 

A. No, as a license cannot 
be obtained for love, but must 
be bought with money. 

Q. Surely you have a’chance 
as a slave to journalism ? 

A* Writing for the press is 
at all times precarious, and is, 
moreover, a calling which can- 
not be followed without a 
small but impossible expendi- 
ture on pens, ink, and paper. 

Q. Has not life sometimes 



TRUE DIGNITY. 

Sa/rba/ra. “Oh, Motheb dexe, I 'VE got such a Pain 1*’ 
Mother. “Have votr, Daeling? Where?” 

Barbara. “In tbe Propee Place, oe coubsb!” 


been supported by the suc- 
cessful attempts to borrow 
from one’s friends ? 

A. Yes, but this financial 
condition win have been en- 
joyed and abandoned before 
one can truthfully style one- 
self an ex-capitalist. 

Q, Iffie sale of information 
of an inteesting charactOT to 
those concerned has sometimes 
— ^has it not— been found of 
a profitable nature ? 

A. Occasionally, but this 
again is not only an unpleasant 
but a dangerous operation, 
and if resisted, may end with 
an entirely embarrassing pro- 
secution at the Old Bailey. 

Q. Then having no cash, no 
credit, and no references, what 
career is open to yon ? 

A. But one— to become the 
responsible manager of a 
theatrical company touring in 
the provinces. 


“ Tempoea Mutantue.”— 
In ■(liese days of very late 
dining hours a performance at 
5 P.M., if over at 7, or 7.15 at 
latest, ought to suit those 
whose daily work is over about 
4or4.30,andwho dislike “turn- 
ing out ” after dinner if they 
are at home, and who cannot 
get away from any dinner 
party if they are out in time 
to see even half of the enter- 
tainment. The matinie at two 
is a very difficult time, as it 
clashes with lunch; but as tea 
i can he taken in the entr^actes^ 
five o’clock seems a very rea- 
sonable hour, that is, if the 
show be over at 7.15, and the 
dinner hour be 8 or 8,15. 


HIHTS TO SKATERS ON ETIQUETTE AND DEPORTMENT. 

Do not venture on the ice until you can skate properly. Practice 
the various steps and evolutions before a looking-glass in your bed- 
room. 

There is a great art in falling gracefully, and it is surprising what 
a number of interesting, compScated, and unlooked-for attitudes and 
figures can be thus developed. To ensure perfect confidence at the 
critical moment, it is as well to hire somebody, say a professional 
wrestler or prize-fighter, to trip you up and knock you down in all 
the possible methods. A mattress may be used for beginners to fall 
on. The more improbable your manner of tumbling, the greater 
success will you acmeve in the eyes of the on-lookers. 

When skating with a lady, you may cross hands, but it is unusual 
for you to put your arm round her waist. This is only done in great 
emergencies, or in a thick fog, or when you have the pond to your- 
selves. It is generally found that this proceeding is equivalent to 
skating on very thin ice, and wiU lead to dangerous consequences. 

If, however, a lady, who evidently has not complete control of her- 
self, and does not readily answer her helm, steers straight into your 
arms, you should accept the situation in your best ball-room manner. 
Do not attempt to avoid a collision, as if you dodge suddenly, the 
lady, on failing to meet your support, will probably sit down 
abruptly on the ice, or get entangled with a sweeper. 

Should you, owing to any unforeseen circumstance, find yourself 

g rostrated at a young lady’s feet, do not place your hand on your 
eart and say she is the only girl you ever loved. These little scenes 
are apt to collect a crowd. Merely say you stopped to examine the 
thickness of the ice, or any little •plaisanterie you feel capable of in- 
venting. Then retire to a discreet distance and rub yourself. 

If the ice gives way, and you find yourself in the water, get out as 
speedily as possible. I do not advise drowning. It is always a wet 
and uncomfortable process, and has very few recommendations. It 
is, moreover, quite fatal to true enjoyment, and only those who are 
morbidly anxious f or a “ par ’’ in the papers will habitually resort to 
this mode of creating a sensation. 

Do not hit people much with any stick you may think it de rigueur 


to brandish about. Such personal attentions are best performed 
when you and a string of ten or twelve other ’Arries are banded 
together. You can then stand up without fear for the rights of the 
high-spirited young citizen to enjoy himself. 

There is nothing that figure-skaters so much appreciate as the 
sudden inroad of hockey-players in their midst. It adds immensely 
to their zest to feel they are liable to be knocked over in the middle 
of an exciting “ rocker ” or “mohawk”; and, of course, they like 
their combined figures to be nicely disarranged, as it enables them to 
show their skill in sorting themselves again. Hockey should there- 
fore be indulged in anywhere and everywhere. 

Lastly, if you prefer sliding to skating, do not slide in a top-hat 
and frock-coat, unless you are a member of the Skating Club, and 
even then it looks ostentatious. Dress appropriately in some quiet 
costume of kickseys and pearlies, with a feather in your hat. Wear 
your biUycook at the back of your head, as it will break your falls. 
Always shout at the top of your voice. 


A PLEA FOR THE OHOSTS. 


Once we dreamed of a magical 
clime, 

Powerful fairies lived there 
then, [time, 

Ready to change, in the shortest 
Men to fishes, or fish to men ; 
Science, alas, assails the land, 
Down the magical palaces f aR, 
Fairies and elves, we understand, 
Never could really exist at aU. 

Still remain to us spectres strange, 
Headless horsemen and monks 
severe,^ [Grange, 

Some that arrive each night in me 
Otiiers {Hke Christmas) once a 
year 


Yet they linger, a fearful joy. 
Elderly reScs of childhood’s day. 
Now our “ scientists ” would 
destroy 

All their humorous, mild array I 


Mr. Maskeltne, learned man ! 
Scoff at Theosophists as you will, 

Spot each fraudulent gambler’s 
plan, 

Only allow us our Bogies stiU ! 

Little we value prosaic truth, 

If it must scatter these shadowy 
hosts ; 

Spare us a single belief of youth, 
Leave us, ah, leave us at least 
our Ghosts I 
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GOING TO THE DOGS. 

awndU Vet who has lem ecUled in to look ai Ur. NoodZe's new pwrehase, which is s^how amiss). " Ah, 

DO W^’ImT ¥“-0V7, he’s BBDH GOIN- PMTIY 'add to HoUHDS EOS A DoZDH SKiB^ OE HOM. to MT KHOWI05DGB, HAS 
THAT ’OsS. ITOW, TAEB MT ADTIOB, DON'T KEEP ’EM WAITIN^ TOE IM ANY LONOEB,— YOH SEND IM TO EM 1 


"EOUGE GAGNE"? 

Make your Game ! Is ’t fortime, fame, 
Power supreme, mere notoriety, 

’Tis mere gambling all tbe same,— 

Craving knowing not satiety. 

Marquis or Gavroche, what matter ^ 
Rabagas or Noble Red ; 

How the bullion's clink and clatter 
Fires the eye and heats the head I 
Mammon-Mephistopheles 
At the sight in shadow grins ; 

And the player, at his ease, 

With a dream ids heart may please, 

Red wins 1 

Will it win, or, winning, 

La Ripuhliqm lose or gain ? 

Is the game chance versus skill, , 

Sly intrigue ’gainst heart and brain r 
Sanguine as sanguineous. 

The Mob-loving Marquis sits. 

Exile, finesse and fuss. 

Clack of tongues, and clash of wits. 

Play the patriotic game ? 

Fall the cards, the ball re-spins 
Elood a-fire and walls a-flame 
Menace if — ^to Wisdom’s blame — 

Red wins ! 

The Long Frost.— Sportsmen are coming 
up to town in despair. Their hunters are 
eating their heads off,” and very soon there 
win be nothing left to tell the tail I 

In the Lords.— Lord Battersea “the 
Flower of the Flock.” 


THE SEVERE WEATHER. 

( From Mr, Punch's Very Special GorresponF^nts,) 

Reports from all parts of the country ^e 
eloquent of the phenomenal nature of the 
weather experienced everywhere. ^ By an ex- 
traordinary coincidence, of which it is hardly 
possible to make too much, the intense cold 
has been accompanied by a lowness of tem- 
perature— on the (Fahren) height. 

The Oldest Inhabitant has had a high old 
time, and been in immense form. To prevent 
the extinction in future years of this in- 
teresting individual, oxen nave been roasted 
freely, and, wherever at all practicable, car- 
riages have been driven over frozen rivers. 
Occasionally irreverent^ descendants have 
roasted the Oldest Inhabitant. ^ 

It is reported, on the authority of J^rd 
Salisbury, that the Liberal Party i^end at 
once to engage in snowballing the House of 
Lords. As the ex-Prime Minister has pro- 
mised to play the game with no lack of 
mutuality, interesting developments are ex- 
pected. . 

A very remarkable occurrence^ comes n*om 
abroad — considerations of an international 
character make it advisable not to particu- 
larise further. A bishop went out in the 
middle of a raging blizzard. Although the 
bishop was stdtably attired in episcopal dress, 

' so that no mistake as to his identity was 
^ possible, it went on blizzarding, and the 
^ spiritual dignitaj^ was put to extreme tem- 
poral temporary inconvenience. 

Ice ffoes have penetrated to London Bridge, 
j Mr. Seymour Hicks’s topical song in the Shop 
“Oh, ffoe! ice and snow, you know” 


— is received every night with even greater i 
enthusiasm than formerly. . ! 

The following letter will not appear in an i 
early number of The Spectator : — 

ANMAL SAGACITY. 

Dear Sir, — 1 desire to draw your atten- 
tion to what I think I may f anly describe as 
a wonderful instance of animal sagacity. 
During the recent severe frost a large number 
of birds and rabbits were fed every day in 


OYlU.CAI.KXjr A.CXU WAXW — 

it, but shivering set in, and pained by its 
suffering (for I have a kind heart) I took it 
into the kitchen. Half-an-hour afterwards 
the cook came to tell me that the kitchen- 
maid was in hysterics. I went down and 
found out the reason— the girl had been 
frightened, when taking up a large jug 
which stood on the ground, to find the hare 
in it ! The hare, poor thing, ^ pref err^ a 
warm death to a cold existence, bxit, 
denied the possibility of human speech, 
had taken this graphic way of indicatog 
its wishes. I have only to add that they 
were respected at dinner yesterday. 

Yours faithfully, Peil Iton. , 

Stickiton Rectory, \ 

Mem. — I t would not be logical to conclude 
that Sir Arthur Sull]^an is a good 
cricketer because of his capital scores. 

An Expensive Call to Pay.— A Call to 
the W. 
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herself.) Bat I quite forgot. I am 
ou are perfectly nght; it would be 


I lavaiai |n |U| ^DQ cf fUl A IVI 8*16^ ddft6F 8ill I 7hBTSdffm\ But I CfUltB foT^fOl}* I Rm, 

1.1 1 I uc. lYlUroLIVIAhli conventional myself now. lou are perfectly right; it would be 

THE THIRD AOT utterly irregular I 

. , , , . .r. •• , / -r T ^ I - X Alfred [comes up the steps) e Is it you, Blochdkahn, that has 

An elevation and rockery in Jeutsbck’s hack-garden, from which p^gte^ Tip that bill ? On the new summer-house ! 


—hut for the houses in between — an extensive view over the 
steamer-pier and fiord could he obtained. In front, a summer- 


San. Eng. Bloch, Yes, Mrs. FEXrrsECK asked me to. 

Alfred (touched). Then she does miss Little Mopseman, after all ! 


- ^ f •,% *f*TT • r\ T 7 » avj g %>\Af VtVVW JLAJLK 

house, covered with creepers and wild earwigs. On a bench out- a ffom? ? Not without Mopsa 


nde, Mopsa is sitting. She has the inevitable little travelling- ^ [shaking his head), I did invite her to aeoom- 

hag on a strap over her shoulder. BLOCHDEApr comes up in the g^t she won’t. So I must make my jobs alone. 

dusk. He too, Us a travelhna-hag made of Hraw, containing ^ j^if^ed. It’s so horrible to be alone-or not to be alone, if it 
pr of essionid implemerds, over \is shoulder. He is carrying a comes to that! [Oppressed— to himself.) My troll is at it again I 


rolled-up handbill and a small paste-pot. 


Sanitary Engineer Bhchdrdhn [catching sight of Mopsa’s hand- usual way I 


I shall press her to stay—I know I shall— and it will end in the 


bag). So you really are off at last ? So am I. J’m going by train. . Spreta [comes^ up the steps, plaintively). It is unkind of you aU to 
Mopsa [with a faint smile). Are you ? Then I take the steamer, leave me alone like this. When I ’m so nervous in the dark, too ! 
Have you seen Alpeed anywhere about— or Speeta ? Mopsa [tenderly). But .1 must leave you, Speeta, dear. By the 

San. Eng. Bloch. I have been seeing a good deal of Mrs, FEur- next steamer. That is Well. I really ought to ! 

SECE. She asked me to come up here and paste one of these handbills Alf red [almost inaudibly, hitting himself on the chest), Down, you 
on the summer-house. To offer a reward for Little Mopsbman, little beggar, down! No, it’s no use; the troU will ke^ popping 
you know. I ’ve been sticking them up everywhere. [Busied with up ! [Aloud ) Can’t we persuade you, dear Mopsa ? Do stay— 


the paste-pot,) But you’ll 
see— he ’ll never tom up. 

Mopsa [sighing). Poor 
Speeta! and oh, poor 
dear Axeeed! I really 
don’t know if I can have 
the heart to leave him. 

San,Eng,Bloch,[past- 
ing up the bill). I shall 
not beheve it myself un- 
til I actually see you do it. 

But why shouldn’t you 
conie along with me, if 
you are going— h’m ? 

Mopsa. If you were 
only a married man— but 
I have to be so careful 
now, you know! 

San, Eng, Bloch, It 
tortures me to think of 
our two handbags each 
taking its own|way; it ^ 
really does. Miss Mopsa. 

And then for me to have 
to plumb all by myself. 
Though, to be sure, one f 
can always get round the 
district surveyor alone. 

Mopsa, Ah, yes, that 
you can surely manage , 
alone. «±| 

San, Eng, Bloch, But 
it takes two to connect 
the ventilating shaft with 
the main drainage. 

Mopsa [looking up at 
him). Always two ? 
Nevermore? Never many? 






‘‘It takes two to connect the ventilating shaft with the main drainage ” 


We ’ve only just time to catch the steamer. 


just to keep Speeta com- 
pa^, you know! ^ 

with t>erself)f Oh., if want 
to so much ! I ’d do 
anything to oblige dear 
Speeta ! 

San. Eng. Bloch, {to 
himself, dejectedly). She 
is just like that Miss 
Hilda Wan^el for 
making herself so per- 
fectly at home ! 

Spreta [resignedly). 
Oh, I don’t mind. After 
all, I would rather Aleeed 
philandered than fretted 
and fussed here alone 
with me. You had better 
stay, and be our Little 
MopsemaN; It will keep 
Ale red (luiet — and that ’ s 
something ! 

Mopsa, No; itwasonly 
a temporary lapse. I keep 
ou forgetting that I am 
no longer an emotional 
Cuckoo heroine. I am per- 
fectly respectable. And 
1 will prove it by leaving 
with Mr. Blochdeahn 
at once— if he will be so 
obliging as to escort me ? 

San, Eng. Bloch, De- 
lighted, my dear Miss 
Mopsa, at so unexpected 
a bit of good luck. 


oan, Eng. Mhch, W ell, men, you see, it becomes q[uite a different Mopsa, Then, thanks so much for a quite too delightful visit, 
matter it cuts down the profits. But are you sure you can never make Speeta. So sorry to have to run away like this ! ( To Alfred, with 
up ^ur EHud to^share my great new job with me ? subdued anguish.) 1 am running away — ^from you i I entreat you 

^ tried that once— with Alpeed. It didn’t quite answer— not to follow me— not fust yet, at any rate I 
though it was delightt^, all the same. ^ Alfred [shrinking hack). Ah ! [To himself.) If it depends upon 

aan, Eng, EU)cn. ±mn.th&r& remy Aa«been a bright and happy our two trolls whether , (Mopsa goes off with Sanitary Engineer 

tm^m your lire? I should never have suspected it ! Blochdrahn.) There’s the steamer, Speeta. ... By Jove, 


Blochdkahn.) 


•mf - , , x.rxi . y JLJJLCLC O UJJIC O UCOtUiCJ. , UJiTAJBjXA.. ... W V Y O, 

Mopsa. you can t think how aniusing Alfred was in they ’ll have a run for it ! Look, she ’s putting in. 

those days. When he distinguished himself by failing to pass his Spreta. I daren’t. The steamer has one red and one green eye— 
examinations, and ^en, from time to time, when he lost his post just like Mopsewlan’s at mealtimes I 

in some school or other, or when his big, bulky manuscripts were Alfred [common-sensibly). Only her lights, you know. She 
^chned by some magazme-with thanks ! doesn’t mean anything persowa? by it. 

Eng. Mloen. jLQs, I can quite see that such an existence must Spreta, But tuey ’re actually mooring her by the very pier that i 

T T® ^^^^hing his head.) But How can they have the 

X d>ont see what in the world possessed Alfred to go and marry as Alfred. Steamboat companies have no feelings. Though why you 

V mi -r ^ should feel it SO, when you positively loathed the dog. 

e^tion).^ The Law of Change. Our latest Spreta. After all, you weren’t so particularly fond of him yourself ; 
catchphrase, you know. A lfred is so subject to it. So willy cm now you, Alfred? 

be, some day p other ; H’m, he was a decent dog enough— for a mongrel. I didn’t 

San, Eng, Bwch. N^er in aUmy life ; whatever progress may be mina him: now you did, 
made m sanitation . jAnsistently.) C^’t you really care for me? Spreta (nods slowly). There is a change in me now. I am easier 
Mopsa, 1 mignt [looking down) — ^if you have no objection to go to please. I could snare you wilh the mangiest mongrel, if I were 
Halves witn AiF^D. , v. ^ , only quite sure you would never again want, to follow that minx 

oan, Eng, Bloch. I am behind the times, I daresay ; but such an Mopsa, AT.-g-R-iR-n f aaaa 

arrangeme^ does not^ strm me as a firm basis for a really happy Alfred. I never saidj did want to ; though I can’t answer for,the 
hoi^. I should^certaimy o^eot to it, most decidedly, ^ troll. But I must go away s< mewhere—1 ’m such a depressing com- 

ii iMopsa Jaughs^oiiterly).}^hBt creatures of convention you men | panion for you, I shall go away up into the solitudes — ^which re- 
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minds me of an anecdote I never told either you or Mopsa before. 
Sit down and I will tell it yon, 

Spreta [timidly), Not the one about the night of terror yon had on 
the mountains, Alfred, when yon lost your way and couldn’t find, a 
policeman anywhere about the peaks? Because I’ve heard that— 
and I don’t think I can stand it again. 

, Alfred [coldly and bitterly). You see that I have really nothing to 
‘ fin up my life with, when my own wife refuses to listen to my anec- 
dotes ! Now Mopsa always "What is all that„^barking ^down 

there in the town ? 

Spreta [with an outburst). Oh, you’ll see, they’ve found Little 
Mops&an! 

Alfred, Not they. He ’U never be found. Those handbills of 
yours were a mere waste of money. It is only the curs fightinglin 
the street— as usual. 

Bpreta [slowly^ and with resolution), Ofdy that, Alfred. And do 
you know what I mean to do, as soon as you are away solitudinising 
up there in the mountain hotels ? I will go down and bring all those 
poor neglected dogs home with me. 

Alfred [uneasily). What— -the whole lot of them, Spreta? 
[Shocked,) In our Little Mopseman’s place ! 

Spreta [firmly and decidedly). Every one. To fill Little Mopse- 
man’s place. They shall dig up his bones, lie on his mat, take it in 
turns to sleep in his basket. I will try to— h’m— -lighten and ennoble 
their lot in life. 

Alfred [with growing uneasiness). When you simply detest all 
dogs ! I don’t know anyone less fi.tted than you to manage a Dog’s 
Home. I really don’t I 

Spreta, I must fiiU the void in my life somehow— M you go and 
leave me. And I must educate myself to understand dogs better, 
that’s all. 

Alfred, Yes, that you would have to do. [As if struck with an 
idea,) Before you begin. Suppose I take up my big fat book on 
Canine Idiosyncrasy once more, eh ? That would teach you how to 
purify and ennoble every poodle really scientifically, you know. 
Only you must promise to wait till I ’ve got it done, 

Spreta [with a melancholy smile), I am in no hurry Alfred. 


Spreta [with a melancholy smile), I am in no hurry Alfred. 
Only to write that you would nave to remain at home. 

Alfred [half evasively). Not necessarily. I mighty of course — ^for 
a whole, that is. But I shall have many a heavy day of work before 
me, Spreta, and you will see, now and then perhaps, a great slum- 
berous peace descend on me as I toil away in my brown study— but I 
shall be making wonderful progress all the same. 


shall be making wonderful progress all the same. 

Spreta, I shall quite understand that, Alfred. Oh, dear, who in 
the world’s this? 

[The Tarmint-Blok appears mysteriously in the gloom. 
The Varmint-BUk, Excuse me, Captin, and your sweet ladyship, 
but I just happened to drop my eye on one of those lovely little hand- 
billikins here, and took the liberty to step up, thinking it might so 
happen that you ’d been advertising the very identical dawg what 
followed me home the other day. You may remember me passing 
the remark how wonderful partial dawgs was to me. So I brought 
him up on the chance like. 

[jHc produces Little Mofseman — %n mufti— from a side-pocket, 
Spreta, It is our Little Mofseman ! So you are not some super- 
natural sort of shadowy symbol after all, then ? 

The Varm,-B, [hurt). Now I ask you, lady— do I look it ? Here’s 

my professional card. And if you should have the reward handy 

[As Alfred pays him,) Five Eix doUarkins— eoirect, my lord, and 
thankee kindly. [As he departs,) You’ll find I’ve learned that 
sweet little mongrel a thing or two ; take the nonsense out of any rat 
in Norway now^ he will. And just you ask him to set up and give 
three cheers for Dr. Ibsen— that ’s all! 

\_Se goes out, chucklingsoftly, 
Alfred [holding out Little Mofseman at arms‘ length), H’m ; it 
will be a heavy day’s work to purify and ennoble this poodle after aU 
he has been through, eh, Sfreta r I think, as you seem to have 
developed quite a taste for such tasks, I shall allow you to undertake 
it— all by yourself . 

Spreta [turns away with her half-teasing smile). Thanks 


OUR BOOKINO-OFFICE. 

“ Before you finish your whiff and depart to dress for dinner,” 
quoth the Baron, “just read through Mr. Escotx’s article in the ForU 
uightly,^^ If you nved in Literary Bohemia many years age, it will 
revive pleasant memories, and if you didn’t, it will interest those 
who did with whom, in conversation at dinner, you can start the 
subject. Bohemia exists always; only, as Mr. Laudator Tempo ris 
AcTi wiU, of course, sing, it was at its best in 

“ The days when we went gipseying 
A long time ago 1 ” 

“ Gdad to see Mr. Escott’s pen at work again,” quoth the kiu^ 

Baron db B.- W . 



MRS. A.^S AT HOME. 

Ai^ awful night ! I do believe it ’s snowing I 
Who from his “ ain fireside ” would wish to roam ? 

Only a fool woxild go— and yet I ’m going— 

To Mrs. A.’s At Home I 

The burden of At Homes I The bore of dressing ! 

I must be wielding razor, brush, and comb 

(The snow has almost stopped— Come, that’s a blessing !) 
For Mrs. A.’s At Home. 

Why am I going ? Well, to me the reason 
Looms large and clear as Paul’s cathedral dome : 

The reason ’s— Nanct, whom I met last season 
At Mrs. A.’s At Home. 

Hi, hansom ! Off we go ! Although sweet Nanct 
Since Ihen has vanished like a fairy gnome. 

Yet I shall see her (sweet conceit) in fancy 
At Mrs. A.’s At Home. 

“ Thankee, my lord I ” — ^he ’s earned that extra shilling. 
We ’ve come along, the horse is fiecked with foam — 

Slowly upstairs I go, the rooms>re fidling 
At Mrs. A.’ s At Home. 

Then— why, good heavens ! No I It isn’t fancy I — 

“ Can it be you ? I heard you were in Rome. 

Just fancy meeting you” — ^the real Nancy I — 

“ At Mrs. A.’s At Home I ” 

To-night and Nancy— rhyme excuses fiction— 

Might, if I sang them, fill a ponderous tome : 

A perfect night ! I breathe a benediction 
On Mrs. A.’s At Home ! 
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A DISTINGUISHED AMATEUR. 

“Aofll Dat is a putifitl Zong, Latt Pbaoocke, and Toir brokotjnob Gherman vert vell— pot vr do you blay zb 
Aggombaniment in B Natural?” “The Song’s written in B Natural, Herr Maestro.” 

“ Aoh zo 1 Zen vr do you zing zb Meloty in B Vlat?” 

“ Oh, really^ Herr Maestro ! I don’t pretend to be a JPROFESSiOEfAL, you enow. I only sing just to please mt Friends I ” 


^^TEE LIGHT FANTASTIC 

His task demands Sinews and nerves 
As tough and as supple as hickory ; 

He^s done if he stumhles or swerves, 

This Titan-like pet of Terpsichore. 

What wonder he seems strung on wires 
From the tip of his trunk to his very toe, 

Performing a feat which requires 
The ioint skill of Blondin and Cebito ? 

Ah, Jumbo! stretch balance-wise tail-whisp 
and trunk, [or funk. 

For you’ll never get through if you fumble 

Scarce “ lig;ht ” is his ponderous form, 

And his footing is hardly “fantastic.” 

It makes one ^row nervous and warm 
To watch this colossus gymnastic. 

Can’t “ trip it,” — ^althouA he may trip , — 
Bds tentative toes throb and tremble ; 

He waggles his tail like a whip : 

There ’s danger, but he must dissemble ; 

And though he an imminent downfall may 
dread. 

Must walk o’erthebottles with confident tread. 

For Titan to dance on a tub 
As steady as— Cecil’s majority. 

Is easy, but — oh ! there’s the rub — 

The bottle-trick has the priority. 

It comes first “by fecial request,” 

And there isn’t a chance of evasion. 

Poor Jumbo must fain do his best, 

Though he ’d rather postoone the occasion. 

Titoxi-Turveydrop now on St. Stephen’s new 
fioor ^ [more 1 

Can’t choose his own figures or .steps any 

There are plenty of “ turns ” he ’d prefer, 
And numbers of tricks he ’d do better. 


His “ Gradation Dance ” made a great stir. 

But, alas, for the goad and the fetter I 
As his enemies pipe he must dance, 

To public opinion he ’s plastic ; 

And so, with a dubious glance, 

He essays this untried ‘ ‘ Li^ht Fantastic.” 
From bottle to bottle slow picking his way, 
As an overture forced to the programme he ’d 
play I 


THE HAED FBOST. 

(Gommvmcations Intercepted i/i TransfU,) 

From a School Boy to his Younger Brother, 
— ^My dear Bobbie, — ^How are you getting on 
at home ? We are ha'^g a high old time at 
Swishers’. All the pipes frozeuj and no water 
to be got anywhere ! ' Amd it is so comfort- 
able! Yours, &c., Jackie. 

From a Firm of Coachhuilders to one of 
their Dear Sir,— As there is every 

reason to believe that the present severe 
weather wiU last for a considerable time, may 
we^ have the honour of building for you a 
sleigh? We shall be pleased to have the 
vehicle ready for you in the course of a 
month, or at the latest six weeks. Should 
the weather break in the meanwhile, it will 
be available under similar conditions next 
year or the year after. It will also be quite 
possible to carry the sleigh to Siberia, where 
it will at all times be found, not only a 
luxury, but a necessity. We are, dear Sir, 
awaitmg your esteemed order. 

Brown, Jones, and Eobinson. 

From a Dramatist to an Intimate Friend, 
—My dear Bill, — Thank you for the marked 
paper you have forwarded to me. But the 
statistics are misleading. Talk about this 


being the greatest frost on record! You 
would not say so if you had been present at 
the first night of my play. The Force of 
Circumstances,— gloomily, 

Shakspbare Tomkins. 

From a Celestial Official to the Fuhlic , — 
Poor creatures,— You think you have seen 
the worst of the winter I Just like your pre- 
sumption ! When I can manage a sky salad 
of rain, fog, snow, thunderbolts and sunshine 
all mixed together in the course of ten 
minutes and set it before a London audience in 
the midst of a modern January, don’t you be 
too sure of anything! Wait, my melancholy 
maniacs, and you shall see what you may pos- 
sibly live to witness.— Yours disrespectfully. 
The Clerk oe the Weather, 


THE SLY OYSTER. 

“ There is an exception to every Rule.” 

Bayliss's ^^Ma/ydm Lane, ^ 

’Tis the voice of the Oyster, 

1 heard him complain, 

“ You have woke me too soon, 

I must slumber again. 

I ’m fat and quite well— 

Have no doubt on that head — 

But say that I ’m HI, 

And do leave me in bed. 

“ Just a little more sleep, 

Just a little more rest ; 

How sweet, my dear friends, 

I shall he at my best I 
Oh, let me repose 
Say till May— May the one’th— 
When, as everyone knows. 

There ’s no ^R’ in the month ! ” 
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A VALENTINE. 

{And a,jRe7m7istra7ice.) 



This day to yow, dere ladye, wol I scliowe 
Myn hertes wissehe— cwm przvilegio. 


Of alle seintes nis tier more benigne 
To man and mayden noon thanne Valentyne ; 
Sitb eyerycb yeer on that swete seintes day 
Man can to mayden al his herte displaie 
(Bye Cnpid arwes smit in sory plighte— 

One grote al pleyn, and twayn ypeinted 
hrighte). 

Then wol I mak my playnte, so maist ye 
knowe 

Yon whele, dere ladye, don me mochel wo. 
Algates I greve, whanne that scorchonrs I 
mete 

That riden reccheles adonn the strete : 

T praie, bethynke yow, swiche diversionn 
Ben weel for mayde of mene condicioun. 

Bat ladye fay re in brakes al ydighte 
Certes meseems ne yerray semelye sighte. 
Syiche gere, yclept “ raeoionale,” parde, 
Righte sone wol be the dethe of chiyalrye ; 
And we schal heren, whanne that it be dede, 
The verdite, “Dethe by — ^Mewe Womman- 
hede.” 

Heede then thefPect and end of my prayere, 
IJpyeye thy whele, ne mannissche brekes 
were,^ 

Contente in graces maydenlye to schyne, 

So mote ye be myn owen Yalentyne. 


“ Just the weather for receiving a sharp 
retort,” observed onr laughing Philosopher, 
with his snow-boots on. Naturally his fiiend 
wished to know why. “Because,” replied 
Dr. Chucbxee, “ vdth the temperature below 
zero, no one can object to haying a wrap over 
the knuchles,^^ Then away he went merrily 
I over the nnartificial ice on the Serpentine. 


TOBY TO H.KH. 

[A propos of cropping dogs’ ears, a letter from 
Sir P. Knoll YS appeared l^t week in the Stock- 
Keeper, informing an inquirer thatH.E.H. had 
never allowed any dog of his to be mutilated,” 
and was pleased to hear that “ owners of dogs had 
agreed to abandon so objectionable a practice.”] 

We humbly thank the 
Prince of Wales, 

Henceforth we’ll keep 
our ears and tails 
Intact, and shall not 
dread the shears 
Which used to crop 
our tails and ears. 

As novelists in maga- 
zines, 

And writers of dram- 
atic scenes. 

By editorial scissors 
caught 

Object to have their tales cut short. 

So we, gay dogs : for gay we ’ll be, 
Henceforth the best of company ! 

Convivial we around a joint. 

And not a tail without a point. 

Not cropped like convicts from the gaols ! 
“Ear! Ear!” and “Bless the Prince of 
Wales!” 


Musical Note.— The title of a song, “Come 
where the Booze is Cheaper^'* has^ become 
widely faown owing to a recent trial. We 
believe we are correct in saying that this song 
about “the Booze” is not published by the 
well-known lirm of “ Booset & Co.” 



TALL TALES OF SPORT AND ADVENTURE. 

{By Mr. Bunch's own Short Story-teller,) 

I.— THE PINK HIPPOPOTAMUS, (continued.) 

I OUGHT to mention that the Eanee, the aunt of my darling 
Chuddah, was as susceptible as she was hauihty and ferocious. 
During my stay in the capital I had had several interviews with her, 
and I could not disguise from myself — ^why should 1 ? — ^that she re- 
garded me with no common favour. Indeed, she^ had taken the 
somewhat extreme step of informing me semi-officiaUy (so that she 
might afterwards, if necessary, he at liberty to disavow it) that, if I 
would only consent to marry her, she would undertake to poi««)n Sir 
Bonamy^Battlehoen. I should 
thus be elevated not only to the 
supreme command of the British 
forces, hut also to the throne of 
the Diamond City. But I with- 
stood her blandishments, capti- 
vated, as I was, by tbe tender 
maidenly loveliness of Chuddah, 
and the wicked old woman had 
sworn to have her revenge. 1 
had, of course, a staunch aUy in 
her brother, the Meebhot, hut in 
his disabled condition, that vete- 
ran warrior could be of little real 
use to me. StiU he knew of my 
love for his niece Chuddah, and, 
knowing all my worth, he had 
already consecrated with his bless- 
ing our prospective union. On this 
paitioulax evening I found Chud- 
dah in her cosy little boudoir 
alone, save for the presence of her 
stout and comfortable old Ayah or 
Nana. The darling girl sprang np 
as I entered the room and threw 
herself into ny arms in a passion 
of affection. I gently disengaged 
her arms from about my neck, 
and proceeded, as best I could, to 
inform her that I had come to take 
, leave of her for a short time. Her 
grief was terrible to witness. 

' “ Oh, my own! ” she sobbed (I 

translate her language) ; my 


very, very own, my tall and gorgeously beautiful son of the fair-faced 
English, my moon of radiant splendour, my star of aspiring hope, 
say uot thou art come to say farewell, say it not my dearest 
Duffadar, for Chuddah cannot bear it.” 

“ But, my darling,” I urged, “duty calls, and Chuddah would 
not have her Orlando flinch.” 

The beautiful girl admitted the force of this appeal and a renewed 
scene of affectionate leave-taking took place. Suddenly the Ayah, 
who up to this moment had been dozing in her arm-chair, rose, ana 
holding up a warning hand said, “ Hist ! ” 

We did so, alarmed by the impressive air of the good old nurse. 

“ Hist ! What is that sound r ” 

I listened intently, and sure enough heard a faint tapping, proceed- 
ing apparently from the floor 
under my feet. 

“I suspect treachery,” con- 
tinued the Ayah hurriedly. 
“ ’Twas only yester mom I saw 
Youbyoud scowling at us as we 
passed by on our early walk. Oh, 
bewarejiny lord, of Toubyoub.” 

This Youbyoub, I ought to say, 
was the young and bl(X)dthirsty 
Prince of the Lozen Jehs, a tribe 
of wild warriors from the north. 
Betrothed to the beautiful Chud- 
dah at an early age, he natur- 
ally viewed with hatred the advent 
of one on whom nature had be- 
stowed her favours so bountifully, 
and who was hound, therefore, to 
make himself dear to Cbcuddah. 
I knew he detested me, but I had 
hitherto scorned him. I was now 
to discover my mistake. 

Scarcely had the words left the 
Ayah’ slips when a loud rumbling 
made itself heard: the floor seemed 
to heave in one terrific crash, 
there was a horrible explosion, 
and before I had time to realise 
what had happened we three, 
Cotddah, the Ayah and I, were 
being propelled upwards into space 
at the rate of at least a thousand 
miles an hour. 

{To he continued,) 
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“ Arjs you domin’ 'ome ?” 

“I LL DO ELLYTHIK TOD ZIKE IN BEASOL, M’BIA.-— (Aic) — ^B dE I WOIf*T DOME *OMB,” 


rn4^-\rci5 m * t tt- ti to- j. x”!. t i -it a .. »»^J-8-U'W •‘■'JJt •'■u.o woxxjlux' buat wan uuuc 

TOTS TALK. i» ^ pleaded ; think of * valued at five shillings and is now reduced to 

gg^««,Ul»a..LdW 

§v , . , , , , He first came here,” said the Rair Doll, noverished soldier ? ” I 

I^iuted to a figure whi^ had just been “ three weeks ago. At that time he^ was - “ l^’ot a little hit ” 

placed in ti^e second row. He jma dressed auite presentahll He was ^ryt]^ he » Hor anJ^one d^e ? ” 

^ coat timimed mth Sionld be. He stood firmly on his legs wiSiout “ Oh, we5. 

^fe-lSd uaimstakeable wr of topbng oyw, mi had 1 m cooked fat firmly Then I repeated the question several times 

“I made that man,” said the Eag Doll, V ^ ®P®®® 

It^aSoM'**’^^^ h^fofmeS*wo^d D " h E abbit. n^on o/iSSTOnTDraxs^e to ^*the 

Weheenhonght^5vesh4ngs,MdTOSd mdfi'etSttes^teS'”^® .®®“t«ffs ^®'® 

property of the plainest child » rie has dumgedo^Mly at least.” Mat^ ^ ^ ^ 

Yes, I know; well, I did that. I took The Rag Doll looked straight in front of her. 


him in hand, and I just taught him, and 
now 1 ” 

“ Yes, I know. But how did you teachhim? ” 

* ‘ I fell up 9 n him. I knocked him, from Ms 
perch, and in the fall broke Ms wretched 
sword with my own weight I ” 

“What very arbitrary distinctions you 
draw! ” 

“ I don’t know what you mean. I do like a 
plaything to be smart, anyhow. Don’t you, 
Mr. Whyte Rabbit ? You don’t play your 
tambourine properly. Row I shall take you 
in hand.” And she slipped toward me. 

“I prefer to use my own drumstioks. I 
can make enough noise in the world without 
extraneous assistance.” 

“How silly you are. I don’t want to see 
you spick and span, as if you were ready tn 
be given away with a pound of tea,” 

“Still, I don’t see why I should alter my 
drumming 

“ Oh, you are stupid 1 Of course you ad- 
mire me i ” 

“As he did. I see.” 

“ You seem to think that very funny.” 

“ Rot a bit.” 

“ Then we are agreed. There is not much 
fun in our talk.” 

“You’re always so observant. There is 
not. Short sentences,” 

“ And a soupgon of the unexpressed.” 
“Which means so very much. When 
uuderstood ? ” 

She swayed from one side to the other. 
There was an easterly wind blowing full from 
the open north door of the Arcade. 1 looked 
unhappy. There is an understanding that I 
shall look unhappjr except when I am beating 
my tambourine with my drumsticks. 

“ What was I saying before-before you— 
you know — oh, about our talk, of course, 
being rather flat and not very profitable ? ” 

“ I have no more to say,” said I. 

“ But he was very angry, for in my fall I 
broke Ms nose.” 

“ I have a bad nose, too.” 

“WTiat’s the matter with your nose?” 
asked the Rag Doll smiling. 

“ The joint is injured and some of the fur 
has come off my head— in fact, I am as bald 
as the ball of an eighteen-penny bagatelle- 
board,” and I contrived (with the assistance 
of the draught) to roll away a little, 

“ You find carriage exercise good for your 
poor nose ? ” bubbled the Rag Doll. 

Row when the Rag DoU. bubbles— an opera- 
tion which includes a sudden slipping down 
the shelf, the lighting up of glass eyes, a dart 
of a kidj-covered arm with vague Jfingers, and 
a gurgling gust of slipping drapery— I am in 
the habit of ceasing to argue the guestion. 

“Well, your fall will not damage the 
maoMnery. You have nothing to do but 
look— you understand. While I have to beat 
my tambourine with my drumstioks.” 

“ But I won’t fall upon you, I reserved 
■ my weight for the warrior that was once 
valued at five shillings and is now reduced to 


“ Rot a little bit.” 

“ Ror any one else ? ” 

“Oh, well 

^ Then I repeated the guestion several times 
in such a way that if written a line of space 
woMd be given to every query. It was a 
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“Hullo, old chappie,’^ I said to myself: “ where did you spring 

PATYl P * 


“ yfa-y, it ’s my proprietor I ” said the Ragr Doll, ceasing to bubble, 
and becoming all propriety. 

The toy merchant took no notice of what we had said. How could 
he when our voices were inaudible ? But he dusted us with his 
feather-brush, and left us readjrfor another dialogue. For all that 
the Hag Boll didn’t think he was coming just then. Ho more did I. 

THE TEN LITTLE MEASUEES. 

{An Uniomst' s Forecast) 

A-u measures in the Government Programme are ten in number (says | 
the Westminster Gazette), viz., 1, Irish Land Reform; 2, 'Welsh Bisestao- 
nsnment; 3, Local Veto; 4, One Man, one Vote; 5, Charging Election 
Expenses on Rates j 6, Unif cation of London ; 7, A Factory Bill; 8, Estab- 
lishment of Conciliation Boards ; 9, Completion of Scottish County Govern- 
ment ; 10, Relief of Crofters.] 

Tbi?’ little measures hung upon the line, 

One went up to the Lords, and then there were nine. 

Hine little measures asked their turn to wait, 

One shoved in to the front, and then there were eight. 

Eight little measures promising us heaven, 

One met a Witler host, and then there were seven. 

Seven little measures crossing the Lords’ Styx, 

One of ’em tumbled in, and then there were six. 

Six little measures a-tndng to look alive. 

One was talked clean off his head, and then there were five. 
Five little measures on the Session’s lea shore, 

One saw Q-oo- and Magog there, and then there were four. 

Four little measures as weak as weak could be, 

One o’er an Amendment triijped, and then there were three. 
Three little measures a-looking precious blue, 

One met K-r H-ed-e’s frown, and then there were two. 

Two little measures a-trying a last run, 

One of them had “ special Scotch,” and then there was one^ 

One little measure then aspired to “ cop the bun,” 

H-ec-et coolly chucked it up, and then there were Hone ! 

[And then the Government went out, and Uniomsts had fun I 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OP TOBY, M.P. 

Souse of Commons, Tuesday, February 5.— Almost thought just 
now we were going to have another Beadlattge business. House 
crowded; Members on all sides eager for the fray. At the bar, 
closely packed, stood group of newly-elected Members. Seen some of 
them here before. Beoadhtjest back again after what seems years 
of exile. ^ Elliott Lees, deep in thought as to where he shall next 
go for Ms groceries iu Birkenhead, in centre of the group. The 
new Solicitor-General, our old friend Frank Lockwood, like a tall 
maple (not Sir Blundell), Hfts Ms head and smiles. 

‘^Members desiring to take their seats will please come to the 
table,” says the Speaker. 

Beoadhuest, in the van, sprang forward. Had made a fair start 
when Henry Jahes, watchful in aerie on corner bench below gang- 
way, leaped to feet and proposed to discuss tite legality of situation. 


Objection founded on abstruse mathematical problem. Two writs 
had been moved to fill vacancies in the representation of Leicester. 
There had been only one election. There should, Henry Jakes 
argued, have been two. Consequently, election invalid; the two 
new Members for Leicester not Members at all, only strangers, 
intruders across the bar, liable to be wMpped of in custody of 
Sergeant-at-Arms. 

Here was a pretty prospect for opening of Session to which Squieb 
OF Malwood had come with Ms pocket full of Bills I Sergeant-at- 
Arms glanced uneasily at Beoadhuest retreating before interruption. 
What if repetition of the old process were imminent ? Were there 
to be more carpet-dances on fioor of House through summer after- 
noons, as was the wont of Captain Gossbt pirouetting to and from 
the Mace, House not quite sure whether he was clutching Beadlaugh 
or Beadlaugh Then the meny scenes in the outer hall, 

Beadlaugh fighting at long odds, finally thrust down the staircase, 
breathless, Ms coat tom, Ms stylographie pen broken. Beoadhuest 
a^ stone or two lighter than Beadlaugh. But was he equally 
nimble-footed? Certainly he had not yet acquired the practice 
wMch in the second Session of the controversy enabled Beadlaugh 
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and the Sergeant-at-Arms to adyfmce, retire, chasser, and clasp 
hands across the middle, in perfect time. . , . r 

But a great deal has happened in the^ fifteen that have 

sped since, from a corner seat on the side of the House facing 
Heney JiLMES, Drttmjmcond Wolpf rose. ,and with emphatic gesture 
haired Braplatjoh’s progress to the table. By striking coincidence 
that strange chapter in Parliamentary history, openw hy chance 
accident and leading to stirring consequences, was finally closed 
this very night, when Akers-Douolas moved writ to fill vacancy 
created in South Paddington hy death of “Right Hon. Randolph 
Henbt Spencer Churchill, commonly called Lord Randolph 
Churchill.” , , , , . . , « 

Henry James had not concluded his sentence when Speaker inter- 
posed with rnling that there must he no interference with Members 
desiring to take their seats. So incident closed. Members for 
Leicester sworn in. Broadhurst, in exuberance of moment, made 
as though he would publicly shake the hand the clerk held out to 
take writ of return. But RegtInald Francis Douce Palg-rave not 
made R.C.B. for nothing. “The writ, the writ!” he hoarsely 
murmured, waving back the friendly hand. Broadhurst hastily 
produced docummit from breast-pocket, and thus fresh scandal was 
averted. 

Business done^ — Address moved. 

Exceptional interest in this afternoon’s proceedings 
in view of circnmstance that Ellis Ashmead-Bartlett (Xnight) — 
what was it Grandolph said about mediocrity with double-barrelled 
names ? — ^would appear in his new character as Silomio. Title con- 
ferred during recess hy delegates from Swaziland. Curiosity 
quickened by report that dehut would he made in character. 
Yesterday we had mover and seconder of Address in velvet suits 
with silver buttons and brands Excalihmr at their side. Why not 
SixoMio in the native dress of the nation that has adopted him ? 
Some disappointment when he turned up in ordinary frock-coat. 
Understood that weather responsible for this. Swazi morning dress 
picturesque, hut with niue degrees of frost in Palace Yard a little 
madequate, especially for a beginner. 

Even in commonplace English dress Silomio made a striking figure 
as he stood at the table, and belaboured it for “ Swaziland, my 
Swaziland.” Looked at times as if he were going to leap over, 
and seize % the throat Sydney Buxton provoMngly smiling on the 
other side. Last week’s handkerchief hanging out from his coat tail 
pocket, in liberal measure though crumpled state, lent a weird 
effect to hack view, not interrupted hy inconvenient crowding 
on front Opposition Bench. Odd how Silomio’s colleagues in late 
Ministry find business elsewhere when he rises to orate. 

Business dme, — ^Talking round Address, 

Thursday, — ^Rather painful scene in House to-night. Chaplin 
resuming debate on Address led its course gently hy theiStOl waters of 

bimetallism. Somehow 

V ^ snhiect that has 

/ never quite entranced 

/ attention of Mvolous 

^ Commons. It works 

^ certain subtle spell 

^ upon them. At cBnk 

fpi of sovereign and shil- 

t i ^ \ between argu- 

^ V ' mentative finger and 

'Wu A ^ ^humh they slink awaj. 

^ whilst Chaplin spoke, 

'lli ■ Faithful among the 

faithless found was 
1 Jemmy Lowther. He 

sat attentive beside the 
\j ^ 1 > 'SiH orator with an expres- 

^ 1 V profound wis- 

' M % lli' unmitigated hy 

J boyish habit of keeping 

M his hands in his trouser 

^ 11/ pocket, not without 

'' suspicion of furtively 

' ] counting his marbles or 

' % f M - attempting to open his 

^ W ' ' ) ' knife with the fingers 

'MfT ^ of one hand. 

^ Jemmy and Chaplin 

^ rank amongst oldest 

hoys in the school. One 

her, 1868; saw the rise to supreme power of Mr. G. and, with some 

intervals, suffered it up to the end. The other rode in triumphantly 
from York one July day. in 1865., Thns their united Parliamentary 
ages fifty-sev]eh> a reo(^ haid to beat. Shoulder to shoulder they 

have, through aU this time, resisted attacks on British Constitution. 
How, suddenly, pnhlioly, in eye of the scorner, came sharp parting of 
the ways. , . ^ , 

Chaplin viewing state of things depressing industrial communities 
admitted it was very had. Mills closed, mines empty, ship-huilding 
vards silent, workmen starving. Only one thing would save the 
State— Bimetallism. “ Is there anyone,” said the orator with mag- 
nificent wave of arm round desolate benches; “who has any other 
suggestion to make for the salvation of these industries ? ” Then up 
spoke Jemmy Lowther. “ I have,” he said with final tug at the 
blade of the knife hidden in his pocket. 

Chaplin stood aghast. Could it be possible — ^his owu familiar 
friend ? He turned, looked down on him, gasping for breath. Then 
in a hollow voice he added, “ What has my right hon. friend been 
doing all this time ? WTiy doesn’t he make his proposal ? ” 

Here was an opening for apology, recantation, or at least, submis- 
sive silence. But Jemmy evidently gone to the had; got the bit 
between his teeth and bolted. “ I ’ve made it over and over again,” 
he growled, thinking resentfully of his much crying in the wilderness 
for that blessed tiling Protection. Ribald House roared with 
laughter. Chaplin, cut to heart, avoided repetition of painful in- 
cident bv bringing oration to early conclusion. 

“ Let ’s put this matter to practical test, Toby,” he said, “ Come 
along with me, and we’ll consult the Unemployed.” 

Hot far to go. Ou Westminster Bridge a hollow-cheeked man 
leaning over low wall stared at ice-floes silently gliding down with 
the tide. “ My good man,” said Chaplin, “ you look unemployed, 
and I daresay you ’re hungry. How, in order to put you straight, 
which would you rather have, Bimetallism or Protection ? ” 

“ Well, if you don’t mind. 

master,” said the Unemployed ■. '',..,1 , ‘ ‘i- 

huskilv, “I’d like a chunk o’ . . I > ' ■ 

bread.” ; '-I 'M---- ' 

“Ah!” said Chaplin, ; i|! ^ 

“these people are so illogi- ^ 

cal.” And he gave him half- . 

^-erovm. ^ 

Business done. — Drifted 
into debate on Bimetallism. 

Business can wait. 

SauiBE OE Mal- , 

WOOD left sick room to take 

part in debate and divi- ’5 

sion on Jeefreys’ Amendment ^ ^ , i 

to Address. Self-devotion ^ . \ 

dangerons on foggy, frosty : > 

night. But the result worth 5 

it, at least for crowded House i 

that heard the speech. Best > 

thing of the kind done in * 

House since Dizzy’s prime. ^ ! 

Squire evidently profited hy 

necessity for rapidity of com- u ! 

position. The sharpest barbs ^ 

aimed at quivering figure of ”” i 

JoKiM sitting opposite. 4 111 ^ 1 

‘ ‘ Wot ’ s this he means about ™ ™ ^ 

stealing my clothes when I A Trifle for the Unemployed ! 1 

was bathing?” said Hardee, with puzzled look. “With thirteen i 
degrees of frost under the fog I Don’t Keir less than ever about j 
bathing. As for my clothes, they might suit Prince Arthur, hut 
they wouldn’t quite fit him.” 

Business 'Amendment to Address defeated hy twelve votes | 

in House of 534 Members. ' 

Superior Studies. j 

Literature and Philosophy Class for Female Students. , 

Master, What is the analogy between Hamlet and Mieabeah ? ^ ! 
First GHrl (rising), I know. (Pause^ then suddenly^ and with^ 
determination) Mxbabbau didn’t get on well with his father, and; 
Hamlet was at daggers drawn with his uncle. : 

[Reseats herself triumphantly, * 

Resetting an Old Saw.— The descriptive writer in the Daily 
Telegraphy his account of the opening of Parliament,* 

ohserved that “ Hypercritics have combated the generally accepted 
axiom that one pea entirely resembles another,” and he went on to; 
show how one parliamentary crowd resembled any other parlia- 
mentary crowd at the initial ceremony. Assnming therefore this 
similarity, suppose ware-set the old 'saw, aj;Ld say, As like as two 
M,P,^Sn^ ! ; 
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THE 0. W. VADE MEGUM. 

QuesHon, Is it easy to be- 
come a dramatist ? 

Answer, As easy as any- 
thing* else. 

Q, What are the requisites’? 

A, A West-end theatre, a 
first-rate troupe of artists, a 
traine d audience, and a per- 

sonalitc-. 

Q. What do yon mean by a 
trained audience ? 

A, An assembly accustomed 
to accept everything as wit, 
and to lausrh at anythin?. 

Q. Would such a gathering 
consider it amusing f(»r some- 
one to say “ Flirting with one* s 
husband is quite indelicate : 
it is like washing one’s clean 
linen in public ” ? 

A, Certainly ; and would 
find much to admire in a dia- 
logue given over for something 
like ten minutes to an exhaus- 
tive consideration of muffins. 

Q, And what do you mean 
by a personality ? 

A, More or less — an insou- 
ciant manner, and a rather 
startling button-hole. 

Q. Does the personality re- 
quire a speech or a cigarette ? 

A, Neither now, as both 
have e^^ased to be the fashion. 

Q. G-iven the requisites yon 
have specified for creating a 
dramatist, what is the pro- 
duct ? 

A, A trivial comedy for 
serious people. 

Q, Why give a play such a 
title ? 

A, Why not ? 

Q, Can a comedy occupying 
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_ A PURIST IN ENGLISH.' 

You CALLED MB VERY LATS THIS MORNINa, JeNKINSON I ” 

Yes, Sir, I 'm sorry to say I overlaid myself I ” 


two or three hours in repre- 
sentation be entirely trivial ? 

A, Not to the members of 
the audience. 

Q. And are they serious 
people? 

A, That depends upon the 
condition of their brains and 
their capacity of enjoyment. 

Q, Does the trivial comedy 
require a plot ? 

A, Nothing to speak of. 

Q. Or characterisation ? 

A, No, for the same kind of 
dialogue will do for all the 
company— for London ladies, 
country girls, justices of the 
peace, doctors of divinity, 
maid-servants, and confiden- 
tial butlers. 

Q. What sort of dialog ue ? 

A, Inverted proverbs and 
renovated paradoxes, 

Q. Is this kind of dialogue 
entirely new ? 

A^ Not entirely, as some- 
thing rather like it has been 
heard at the Savoy for the last 
ten or twenty 3 ears. 

Q. But is it good enough 
for a British Puhhc ? 

A, Quite good enough. 
They will laugh when a 
London lady e:^resses sur- 
prise at finding fiowers grow- 
ing in ihe conntry, and roar 
when they hear the retort,, 
that plants are as common in 
theprovinees as people in town. 

Q. But surely this vein of 
sarcasm, satire, or whatever 
it is, will some day be worked 
out. What can the dramatist 
then do ? 

A, Act upon precedent, and 
try something else. 



TONING IT DOWN. 

{See the Daily Papers of Last Week.) 

Japanese Yersion, Chinese Version. 

Early on Tuesday a severe The Chinese Fleet gave a good 
engagement took place between account of the Japanese Squadron 
the -lapanese Fleet and the Chi- on Tuesday. The slaughter of 
nese Flotilla, in which the Chinese the Japs was enormous, amount- 
ironclads Wi Ho Wi, Bang Tel ingtoat l^ast 40,000 sailors and 
Bang^ and Bosh Lu Hot were 50,000 marines. There was no 
sunt. The loss on the Japanese loss on the Chinese side. Owing 
side was a cabin-boy wounded, to a mistake the Wi Ho TFi* lost 
The ('hioese prisoners amounted a rope, the Bang Tel Bang had 
to 180,000 men. her figure-head slightly damaged, 

and the Bosh Lu Rot re-entered 
port just to have her deck 
repainted. The Japanese l<>st 
several ironclads and all their 
torpedo-boats. 

On Wednesday morning the On Wednesday an attack of 
Japane-e landed and took all the 70,000 Japanese troops was re- 
forts, and garrisoned the city, pulsed with great slaughttr by 
which is now completely in the the Chinese, and the invaders are 
hands of the troops of the now in active retreat. The Chi- 
Taicoon. nese have not pursued them, from 

motives f)f an entirely philan- 
thropic character. 

On Thursday the Japanese An artillery duel took place on 
commenced a general bombard- Thursday between the Chinese 
mentof the island, and blew up troops and the Japanese, in which 
all the forts and sixty - seven the latter lost all their war ma- 
powder magazines. The Chinese teriel and seventy -nine general 
loss is estimated at 36,000 mtn. officers. The casualty on the 
The Japanese escaped unscathed. Chinese side was one drummer- 

boy slightly wounded— sprain of 
the left little toe. 

On Friday the Japanese made For a few minutes the Japanese 
their grand attack and took the secured a footing on the island, 


island by assanlt, and destroyed but were soon induced to retreat, 
all the enemy’s fleet, with the Many of the Chinese ironclads 
exception of a gnn-boat, have seen much service, but are 

still able to dispose of the enemy. 

The Chinese Fleet on Saturday The Chinese Admiral ^ during 
was entirely at the mercy of the Saturday has wired to his Gov- 
Japanese, and the Admiral is emment — “The Japanese, after 
sohcitmg for terms. A flag of one slight reverse, having lost all 
truce is floating from the re- heart, are now suing for peace, 
maining Chinese ironclad. We shaD. be careful to guard the 

best interests of the empire.” 

On Sunday the Japanese con- The Chinese Admiral (urder 
sented to permit ttie Chinese Sunday’s date) has wired to Pekin 
Admiral and sailors to uncon- —“Have come to arrangfm^-nt 
ditionally surrender, and have with Japanese authorities. Shall 
arranged to protect them from not return to Pekin. G-ood-bye. 
the fury of the Chinese Q-overn- Those who have no other engage- 
ment. ments are going home to tea. ’ 

HARD LINES. 

{By a McUheTnMical Bard,) 

Ah, spooks of Euclid, Newton, weep for me, 

For I ’m a miserably blighted biped ! 

And here ’s the cause— I wrote am ode, you see, 

Alluding to a parallehpiped. 

I ’d spelt my polysyllable all right, 

The blessed word I hoped would make me famous ; 

The vulgar error I ’d avoided quite, 

And thought no one could ceQI me “ ignorsmus.” 

It safely passed in proof through each“ revise ” ; 

But didu’t I rave^ when I my hook inspected, 

And found it by some printer over-wise 
To “parallelepiped” miscorrected 

Mb. Pu>ch’s Cbiticism on John Davidson’s latest Pboduction. 

Jt ain’t all Lavender,” 
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THE UNEMPLOYED. 

Flumher Joe loquitur : — 

Oh, "bust it ! Or, raytlier. bust them / I Ve 
my eye on the pipes o’ this House, 

As might give me the chanst as I wants, but, 
by gob, it’s a regular chouse. 

Hary bust in ’em vet, as I sees I I ain t none 
o’ yer omary hands, 

There isn’t a task in my trade but wot smart 
Plumber Joe understands. 

And at making a jint I ’m daisy. Our trade 
is a topper, it is, 

But one arf of the pottrers called plumbers 
ain’t nothink like up to their biz — 

Mere poor paltryfoggers, most on ’em, as 
boggle, and bungle, and botch. 

’Tain’t hizness the beggars are arter, but 
more speshul Irish— or Scotch I 
A conper-bit jint is their utmost, but wot 
they like most is a splodge 
Of canvas and white-lead or putty; their 
work is all fakement and dodge, 

As won’t last a fortnit, not watertight. As 
to a blow-iint, weU did. 

They jest couldn’t take it on nohow— no, not 
if yon tipped ’em a quid. 

But I’m a certif’cated plumber, a master of 
shave-hook and solder, 

%Of turn-pin, and mallet, and j5re-devil. 

Plumber who ’s smarter and bolder 
With blow-pipe, and lamp-black, and size, 
you won’t find London through i£ yer try ; 
And at “wiping a jint”— ah I— a piokter— 
there ’s none as can wipe Joey’s eye. 
Then at sanitry work ! Bless yer bu^ns, 
yer dai^ed County Council ain’t in it ; 


And as to that there Wailacb Bettce, wy, 
I ’U jist wipe him up in a minit, 

Thoimh he has a good nghting name on ’im. 

Calls me a guack, too, does Bill, 

And ’ints I dunno my own trade ! Wait a 
bit, and I ’U give him a pill. 

Insanity aireys, indeed! As a judge of a 
rookery or slum 

There ain’t ne’er a Cockney C. C. as can side- 
up with Joey the Brum ; 

Wot ’c doesn’t know ’aint wuth knowing. 

I ’ll set ’em all right, though,— in time. 
When England’s all Brummagemised, and 
I ’m boss of it, wonH it be prime ? 
Meanwhile, I’m a bit out-of-work. Un- 
employed, so to speak, like a lot, 
Although I ain’t no ^‘Unskilled Labourer.” 

Hardie talks thunderin’ rot. 

But I thought ’e might make me a hopening. 

Somehow the fakement was lost. 

And yet I should be flush o’ work, for we ’ ve 
had a unusual frost, 

As this House, like the rest, must have felt. 

Wy. I thought they ’d ha’ bust long ago. 
Them Gruverment pipes, and be blowed to 
’em. ’Ere in the sludge and the snow 
I ’ve bin waiting a tidy long spell, till my 
toes ’ave like icicles grown. 

I’ve bin journeyman quite long enough, 
and I want to set up on my own.” 

Pal Arthur is aU very well, but at bossing 
a bit of a slob. 

And when these big pipes do a bust, well— I 
see a rare charnce of a job I 


Fin PE SikcLE.— “Hew men, new man- 
ors.” ‘ ‘ Hew women— no manners.” 


AN ARTISTIC FROST.'" 

[According to the Faily Telegra^h^ the Saffiron 
Hill street-musicianB are complaining that their 
barrel-organs are frozen.] 

Macaroni Carlo svngs : — 
che la morte ognora — 

Basta ! no more can I play ! 

So ai nostri monti ancora 
Bitorneremo to-day I 

JEhlene^ il mio padrone — 

I bid ’im an’ Londra good-bye ! 

’E may grind out ’imseS ’is canzone 
For never again wiR I try I 

E iroppo ! my barrel— ’e ’s frosty, 

A-n * round I can not make ’im turn ! 

The music of Yebdi and Tosti 
H o longer a soldo can earn ! 

“ Jfy Money won’t thaw, and there’s 
“ Daisy ” 

An xdcle frozen right through ! 

So adJi^ InghiUerra^ paese 
• Where artists have no more to do ! 


Return to the Classics.— There is a talk 
of reviving Olympian Q-ames. Athens or Paris 
to begin. The competitors to be cosmopoUtan. 
England will send her prize boxer or wrestler, 
and if crowned victor, let him, after the 
manner of the ancient Oreeks, be free of taxes 
and rates for the remainder of his life. How 
the competition will grow. The Smiths, the 
Browns, all the patres f amilias will be 
by the matres to go forth and take part m 
the contest. 
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THE CAUSE OF CHARITY. 


Miss de M. {to 'herself). "What or earth’s a sideboard-doth ? 
{Aloud.) 'Why, I ’ve the very thing! See— all worked in RussiaE 

o-fn-f/iL t 


I ... y^Aioua,) YVny, I've tJie very Bee— all worked in Eussian 

Scene — Mona the Town Mansion of the Marquis of Manx, stiteli 1 

which has heen lent for a Sale of Work in aid of the “ Fund Mrs, N, {dubiously), I thought they were always quite plain. 
for Superannuated Skirt-'dancers,^* under the patronage of And what ’s that queer sort of il ap-thing for ? 

^yalty and other distinguished personages. Miss de M, Oh, that^ That^s — a — ^to cover up the spoons, and 

T., forks, and things ; quite the latest fashion, now, you know. 

In THE Entilance Hall. self-assertion), I have noticed it at several dinner- 

Mrs, Wylie Bedhead {attempting to insinuate herself between parties I ’ve heen to in society lately, certainly. Still, I ’m not sure 
^he harriers). Excuse me ; I only want to pop in for a moment, just that 

0 see if a lady friend of mine is in there, that’s all I Miss de M, I always have them on my own sideboard now ^my 

The Lady Money-taker {blandly). If you will let me know your husband won’t hear of any others. . . . Then, 1 7 nay put this one in 

friend’s name ? ^ ^ ^ paper for you? fifteen-and-sixpence— thanks so much! {To her 

Mrs, W, JD, {splendide mendaz), She*s assisting the dear colleague^ as departs,) Connie, I ’ve got rid of that awful 
Duchess. Now^ perhaps, you will allow me to pass I nightgown case at last ! 

The L. M, Afraid I can’t, really. But if you mean Lady Honoe Mrs, Maycup, A— you donH happen to have a small bag to hold a 
Eyndlegges— sAe is the only lady at the Duchess’s stall— I conld powder-puff, and so on, you know? 

send for her. Or of MisR M T w 


course, if you like to 

pay half-a-crown 

ilrs, W,iy, {hastily). 
Thank you, I— I won’t 
disturb her ladyship. I 
had no idea there was 
any charge for admis- 
sion, sjxdi— {bristling ) — 
ajOLow me to say I con- 
sider such regulations 
most absurd. 

The L, M, {sweetly^ 
with a half glance at 
the howl of coins on the 
table), Q,uite too ridicu- 
lous, ain’t they ? Good 
afternoon ! 

Mrs, W, D, {audibly 
as she flounces out), Ii 

to pay h^-a-cro^ for 
the privilege of being 
fleeced""— I 
Footman {on steps, 
sotto voce, to confrere), 
'“Fleeced”! that’s a 
good ’un, eh? Shesm't 
brought much wool in 
■with I 

Bis Confrere, On’y 
what’s stuffed inside 
of her ear. 

[They resume their 
former impassive 
dignity. 

In THE Venetian Gal- 
where the Ba- 
zaar is being held, 

A Loyal Old Lady 
{at the top of her voice 
— to Stall "‘keeper). 
Which of ’em ’s liie 
Princess, my dear, eh ? 
It ’s her I paid my 
money to see. 

The Stall-keep er {fn 
a dismayed whisper), 
Ssh ! Hot quite so loud I 
bonnet — selling kittens. 





Miss de M, I had 
some very pretty ones ; 
but I ’m afraid they ’re 
all — oh, no, there ’s just 
one hit — crimson velvet 
and real passementerie, 
{She produces a bag.) 
Too trotty for words, 
isn’t it ? 

Mrs, Maycup {tacitly 
admitting its trottiness). 
But then— that sort of 

? urse-shape Could 

get a small pair of 
folding curling-irons in- 
to it, Siould you think, 
at abinch ? 

Jmss de M, You could 
get anything into it — 
at a pinch. I’ve one 
myself which will hold 
—well, I can’t teU you 
what it worCt hold! 
Half-a-guinea — so 
many thanks I {To her- 
self as Mrs. Maycup 
carries off her bag ) 
^V^at would the Vicar’s 
wife say if she knew 
I ’d sold her church 
collection bag for that ! 
But it ’s all in a good 
cause ! {An Elderly 
Lady comes up,) May 
I show you some of 

these ? 

The Flderly Lady, 
Well, I was wondering 
if you had^sucb a thing 
as a good warm pair of 
sleeping socks: because, 
these bitter nights, I do 
find I suffer so from 
cold in my feet. 

Miss de M, {with 
effusion). Ah, then I 
can feel for you — so do 
I! At least, I used to 
before I tried — {To her- 


lou nave loffe^ ambitions and the artistic temperament.” At least, I used to 

There-just opposite-petuRia bow m her ,elf.) w that pair of thick wooUor W^^Ahri 

\erself on a chair) Sn flnf Low! Woii (-4 these. I’ve found them such a comfort I 

EoyX^utlffiit^^^^ And then 


The L, 0, L, {planting herself on a chair) Sn fhaf^a Low! Woii these. I’ve found them such a comfort I 

’aving the promise of a tortoise-sheU toi^6om^t?riS^’ w^kee^J ^ daresay they are, my dear. But aren’t thQ-{with 

the Dairy next door, whenever ^ keeps delate emb^rassmenf ) — ^the separated parts rather long ? 

^ ^ <^re not en- 

I/m g.mte a«re you >11 Rover regret it! {To herself, 

butlthiRk- tlRR^^''SSfcRf’ I’d8i'^«««y<*»»^toseethepoorold 

peSsX^id— yo^ were looking for. 

Well,IdiathiRkifIeouldooRie metenand eixpenoe for Ms Wy 

— - — Jfrg. Allbutt-Innett, My good girl, let me tell you I’ve heen 
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istered to buy that identical basket at every, bazaar 

ve set foot in for the last twelvemonth, and how 
you can* have the face to ask ten and six lor it— you 
must think'I Ve.more money than wit ! 

Miss Tmdr, (abashed), "W ^—eighteenpence then ? 
(To her self j as Mrs. A.-I. closes promptly,) There, 
I We sold something^ anyhow ! 

The Hon, Diana D'^Autenbas (to herself). It’s 
ra^er fun selling at a Bazaar ; one can let oneself go 
so much morel (To the first man she meets,) I^m 
sure you’ll buy one of my buttonholes— now wonH 
you ? If I fasten it in for you myself ? 

Mr, Cadney Dowser, A button’ole, eh? Think 
I ’m not classy enough as I am ? 

Miss D'Aut, I don’t think anyone could accuse 
you of not being “ classy ” ; still, a flower would just 
give the flnishing-touch. 

Mr, C, R, (modestly). Eats!— if ^^ou’ll pass the 
freedom. But you’ve such a way with you that— 
there— ’ow much ? 

Miss D^Aut, Only five shillings. bTothing— toyow/ 

Mr, C, R, Five bob ? You ’re a artful girl, you are! 
“ Fang de Seakale,^^ and no error I But I’m on it ; 
it’s worth the money to ’ave a flower fastened in by 
such fair ’ands. I won t ’owl— not even if you do run 
a pin into me. . . . What ? You ain’t done a’ready I 
No ’wrry, yer know. . . . ’Ere, won’t you come along 
to the refreshment-stall, and ’ave a little something 
at my expense. Do ! 

Miss jyAut, I think you must imagine you are 
talking to a barmaid 1 

Mr, C, R, (with gallantry), I on’y wish barmaids 
was ’alf as pleasant and sociable as you^ Miss. But 
they ’re a precious stuck-up lot, I can assure you ! 


of 

the Ba%aar^ aged three^and-a-half^, You^p^fect 


duck! You’re" simply too sweet I 1 mustj&d you 
^s genero 

small pair of knitted doWs 


something. (She tempers generosity with discretion 
her with a 


socks,) There, darling ! 

The Belle's Mother, What do you say to the kind 
lady now^ Mabjosy ? 

Marjory (a practical young person, to the donor). 

Now div me a dolly to put ve socks on.^ 

[Mrs. "h, finds herself obliged to repair this omission, 

A Young Lady Rajfier if) a Young Man). Do take 
a ticket for this charmin’ sachet. Only half-a-crown ! 

The Young Man, Delighted ! If you ’U put in for 
this splendid cigex cabinet. Two shillin’ s ! 

\The Young Lady realises that she has encoun^- 
tered an Augur, and passes on. 

Miss de M, (to Mr. Isthmian Oatwicb:). Can’t I 
tempt you with this tea-cosy ? It ’s so absurdly cheap ! 

3tr, Isthmian Gatwick (with dignity), A-thanks ; 

I tbiuk not. Never take tea, don’t you know. 

Miss de M. (with her characteristic adaptability), 

Eeally ? No more do I, But you could use it as a 

smok%ng~cap, you know, /always ^ 

[Recollects herself, and breaks off in confusion. 

Miss Ophelia Palmer (in the “ Wizards Cave^'’ — to Mr. C^nhy 
Eowseb). Yes, your hand indicates an intensely refined and spiritual 
nature ; you are perhaps a little too indiflerent to your personal com- 
fort where that of others is concerned; sensitive— too much so for 
your own hwiness, perhaps— you feel things keenly when you do 
feel them. You have lofty ambitions and the artistic temperament 
—seven and sixpence, please. 

Mr, C, R, (impressed). Well, Miss, if you can read all that for 
seven and six on the palm of my ’and, I wonder what you wouldnH 
see for ’alf a quid on the sole o’ my boot ! 

[Miss P.’s belief in Chiromancy sustains a severe shock, 

Bobbie Patterson (outside tent, as Showman), This way to the 
Marvellous Jumping Bean from Mexico I Threepence ! 

Voice from Tent, Bobbee ! Stop ! The Bean’s lost I Lady 
Honor’s horrid Thought-reading Poodle has just stej^ed in and 
swallowed it. 

Bobbie, Ladies and Q-entlemen, owing to sudden domestic calamity, 
the Bean has been unavoidably compelled to retire, and will be unable 
to appear till further notice. 

M%ss Smylie (to Mr. Otis Barlbywatee, who-^n his own set—ts 
considered almost equal to Cobney Grain”). I thought you were 
giving your entertainment in the library ? Why arenH you ? 

Mr, Otis Barley water (in a tone of injury). Why ? Because I 
can’t give my imitations of Arthur Eobbrts and Yvette Guilbert 
with anything like the requisite “go,” unless I get a better 



POOR ADVERTISEMENT. 

Towrist, “I suppose you feel proud to have such a Distinguished Man 

STAYING IN YOUR HOUSB ? ” 

Host of the BrumidcmwuMe Arms,” “’Deed no 1 A Body like that does 
us MAIR ttat-r-m- THAN GUID ; HIS APPEARANCE IS NAB CREDIT TAB OOR COM- 
MISSARIAT 1 ” • 


audience than three programme-sellers, all under ten, and the 
cloak-room meld—thafs why ! x 

Mrs, AllbuU-InneU (as she leaves, for the benefit of bystanders), 
I must say, the house is most disappointing — not at all what I should 
expect a Marquis to live in. my own reception-rooms are 

very nearly as large, and decorated in a much more modern style I 
Bobbie Patterson (to a “ Doosid Good-natured Fellow,^ who doesn't 
care what he does,'' and whom he has just discovered inside a case 
got up to represent an automatic sweetmeat machine). Why, my 
dear old chap ! No idea it was you inside that thing 1 Enjoying 
yourself in there, eh ? , ^ \ 

The Doosid Good-natured Fellow (fluffily, from the interior). 
Enjoying myself I With the beastly pennies droppin’ down into 
my boots, and the kids howlin’ because all tbe confounded choco- 
lates have worked up between my shoulder-blades, and 1 can’t shake 
’em out of the slit in my arm ? I’d like to see you trym' it I 

The L, 0, L, (to a stranger, who is approaching the Princess & 
stall), ’Ere, Mister, where are your manners r ’Ats on in the presence 
o’ Royalty I [She pokes him in the back with her umbrella ; the 
stranger turns, smiles $Ughtly, and passes on, 

A W ell-inf ormed By slander , You are evident unaware J^adam, 
that the gentleman you have just addressed is EG.s Serene Highness- 
the Prince of Potsdam I j*,. .xt. 

The L, 0, L, (aghast). H&v'ushan? ! And me a johbm’ of ’im with 
my umberella ! ’Ere, let me get out I [She staggers out, in dead 
terror of being sent to the Tower on the spot. 
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THE LEARNED WELSH GOAT. 

Dame Ap-Asq-th hquitur : — 

-A^or the Leamed Pig, ladies and gentlemen, this time. Oh 'dear 
no ! I should think the public had had about enough of him for 

wine time to come, and Oh, I forgot! {Aside: HeUl ham to 

be trotted ovt mm vresmth, so Fd heUer shut up, and not spoil 
the market for O’Moreet.) As I was saying, ladies and 

gentlemen, not the Learned Irish Pig, but the Learned Welsh Ooat ^ 
A goat, you know, is a nimble creature, which, in a state of 
nature, mounts pumaeles, and leaps from rock to rock, like the poor 
gentleman in the Contrabandista. This one could climb a church 
steeple, and balance itself on the weathercock— if permitted to do so. 
Could^t you, TAPPr ? {Aside • I hope the blessU brute wonH butt 
me, m \s been a bit restive of late,) 

Ko, ladies and gentlemen, Dsmeralda's goat was really not in it 
with mine, for nimbleness and nous, much less the goat in Dinorah, 
As to Robinson Crusoe's much, talked of animal Here, I sav, 

not as Lord Ko^eet says most o<Aer members of -ffiie Liberal 
f?' ^ Tiwr is equal to five- 

words, you know, axe in about twenty. At 
iM^they hok so, to non-welshers— I mean, non-WelsWen. 

^ ** "Ploughing 

5“^ gentlenien, here are sixteen letters, 
forming a word of live syllables 
w^hioh 1^ be^ familiM m our mouths as “ All the Year Round 

»< Aos.' And if 

^ o hore ti has become in Cabinet Councils andoth^ 

fetm,MtesiteS~ -0 Behold the 

M.B.L.E.A.T.I.S.H.D.I.S.S.E.N.T 

M “F^® Watch him, l«di° p 

b vl?nd^!f« 1 ^ i And remember, it is all doS 

■' T^’ C.^w^p;iDEE and all his goats,” 
woulan t do to trv anvthmn plstfi. +1110 ^..11 ’w 


big D.” Ho profanity intended, I assure you. This is a Hcncom- 
formist goat, and carries a conscience I D.1,8. Ah! that, too, hath 
anominous sound, Taef! But you ^re not through yet. E.S.T.A.BI 
How carefully, yet how confidently, he picks them out. Ho hesita- 
tion, no indecision. Ah I Q-allant Little Tafft knows his book I 

D.I.S.E.S.T.A. B Well, and what ^s the next letter, 

Taffy ? [,Left spelling it out, 

HAED TO (L. C.) 0. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — I crave your advice and sympathy under the 
following circumstances. ■ I have been of late considerably perplexed 
as to which side 1 ought to support in the forthcoming London County 
Council Election. Sometimes I have felt drawn to the banner of Pro- 
gressmsm, at other times I have yearned to embrace Moderateness, 
i do not ^y the Moderate Programme, because there are so many. 
In my difficulty I saw an announcement that the Daili/ Chronicle 
was about to become an illustrated paper in the interest of the Pro- 
gresmves. Accordingly, last Monday 1 eagerly bought the first copy 
of the newly-pictured paper, and found a delightful feast for my 
eps in a reproduction of a drawing by Sir Edward Burne-Jones. 
it was without doubt a charming piece of work, and the printing 
was marvellously good. That decided me — threw in my lot with 
the Progressives without more ado, 

^Jjrfortunately, that was only the commencement of the diffi- 
» Tery afternoon I met a friend who happened to be a 
Moderate candidate. “I suppose I can reckon on your assist- 
ance, old feUow? ” was his greeting as he patted me familiarly on 
the back. I explained to him that I had determined to vote Pro- 
gressive. He asked me why. For some time I tried to think of 
some reason winch should appear, on the face of it, conclusive. It 
raded in my being truthful, and playing Sir Edward Burne-Jones. 
ihen cametoe (Questions which have been ringing in my ears ever 
®arth has that delightful picture to do with the 
question? Why, IVe got it myself and am having it framed for 
our drawing-room. But why should it make you vote Progressive P ” 
And that ’s just it — ^I didn’t know, and I don’t know. Please can 
Tours, Bume-Jonesing to know, 

±eb, 15, 1895. Muchpurf Lext. 

C hiT iI T Hotion.— T he gentleman who had “ nothing on his mind” 
was reduced to a bare idea.” He has not survived it. 
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TO MY DOCTOE IN BED. 

With mncli regret I hear it said 
That you, dear doctor, are in bed, 

Quite invalided. 

For you the uninviting fare—; 

The broth, the gruel, made with care, 

The milk— is needed. 

I mouru, yet grimly chuckle, too, 

When thinking that not I, but you. 
Should be a fixture ; 

Not I, but you, must sadly sip, 

With utterly unwilling lip. 

Some awful mixture. 

Not I, but you, must now obey 
What dictatorial doctors say, 

So interfering ! 

I might perhaps be less averse 
To some attractive youthful nurse, 

And find her cheering. 

In weather such as we have had, 

Your fate may not have been so bad ; " 

In bed one lingers > 

When blizzards bite the bluish nose, 
When cold half numbs the tortured toes," 
The frozen fingers. 

So I perhaps should envy you. 

With nothing in the world to do 
But, idly dozy, 

And disregarding snow and storm. 

To just be comfortably warm, 

And snugly cosy. 

To pass the time, your pulse you feel, 
And dream of charms ^ ills to heal. 

Like some magician ; 

In mirrors you may see your tongue ; 

You cannot listen to your lung, 

My poor physician. 

You read the Lancet^ I should say. 

Or books on youx complaint, all day, 
Stifi-bound or Hmp tomes. 

And when you put the volumes by. 

You lie and sigh and try and di- 
-agnose your symptoms, 

CUE BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Messes, Chatto Wihdtjs have omitted 
one thing that would have contributed to the 
full success of their publication of The 
Memoirs of the Duchesse de Gontaut, done 
out of the French by Mrs. W. Davis. They 
ought to have engaged the services of our 
E, T. K, who would have been quite at home 
in illustrating the prehistoric peeps here 
opened. The Duchesse was gouvernante to 
those shef ondly styles the ‘ ‘children of France’ ’ 
during the Restoration. Of her charges one 
was ** The Child of Miracle,” born to the 
Duchesse he Beret after the murder of her 
husband. He was subsequently known to 
French Royalists as Hei^-ri the Fifth, and 
to the rest of the world as the Comte de 
Chambord. What is amazing, in a sense 
fascinating, to readers at this end of the 
century, is to find a state of things exist- 
ing in which such a, poor, common-place, 
fatuous creature as Charles the Tenth 
could be regarded with reverence, almost 
worship, by his fellow-creatures. Madame 
DE G-ontatjt, a high-minded, weU-educated, 
sensible woman, almost weeps over the king 
as in the days of July, 1830, he sat on the 
balcony at the Palace of St. Cloud ^laymg 
whist, the game interrupted from time to 
time by the sound of the tocsin, and the 
flashing forth of fresh fires in the streets of 
revolted Paris, On the 28th of July over- 
tures were made from the revolutionary com- 
mittee in Paris, which might, temporaril^r at 
least, have saved the throne had the king 
accepted their moderate conditions.^ “ I 
think,” he said, for all response,, “it is a 
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Importv/naie Street Urchin {for the tenth tverie). “ Ci* tjs a Copper, Sir 1 Gi’ us a Copper 1^” 
Testy Indvoiduod {losing •paiwnce). “ Oh, go to {substitutes a mild&r form ) — “ blazes 1 ” 
Street Urchin, “Sure thin an' I would in this bastly could weather, ip I was only 
CERTAIN 0 * comin’ BACK AGAIN ! ” [IndividuaV s testiness overcome and Urchin rewarded. 


great impertinence to bring me such proposi- 
tions,” Three days later, at two o'clock m 
the morning, the king was roused out of his 
peaceful sleep, and packed ofl to Dieppe by 
friends, anxious to save him from the fate of 
Louis the Sixteenth. 

The Baron de Book-Worms. 


Seasonable Conundrum. 

Q, Wha-T is the difference between laying 
down the Golden Rule (Do to others, &c.) 
and acting upon it *t 

A, One is a truism, the other an altruism. 
[Mr. Punch advises the well-to-do readers 
to work this out 'practically among the 
poor this, inclement season. 


THRIFT! 

{To Unsplendid Paupers, in Workhouses and 
other places where they wish to enjoy them- 
selves *' on the cheap . ) 

If you’d really learn and practice Thrift 
(As the frozen poor have needed lately) 

Get the great Elizabethan gift 
Of (economically) bein^ “ stately.” 

(Mr. Stead that dower will explain.) 

You must have a castle to begin with ; 
Then give a Bal PoudrL You will gain ! 
(Having nothing else to do your “tin” 
wiSi.) 

The true way to save is— spend your money 
On a splendid mgeant ! Ain’t it funny ? 
Salisbury for Hodge advised a circus, 

I SL.£al Poudri for every “ Yorkuss” ! 
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A VALEDICTION TO ST. VALENTINE. 

' {By <m Old-fashioTied Bellow . ) 

Old friend of the lass and the lover, 

They say you are moribund now, 

Tour rule— it was gentle— is over. 

Because — ^it is “ vulgar ” to vow, 

“ No class ” to he vassal to Cupid, 

“ Bad form ” to go wooing in verse ! 
WeHjiSaint, your old rhymings were stupid 
But new ones seem worse. 

Tour hearts and your darts were as healthy 
As daffodils, larks or Spring lamb. 

But now we ’re so wise, and so wealthy. 
Simplicity strikes us as sham ; 

Tour empire was kind, if despotic, 

And blent of the smile and the tear. 

But now we ’re all “ new” and ‘fheurotic,” 
And slaves to the queer. 

A Beardsley design, now, would shock you. 

And so would a verse by Verlalcte. 

Our Art, modern Art, would but mock you. 
Out poetry give you much pain. 

Oh Woman, New Woman, thou clamorest 
Loudly for right to revolt. 

But oh I from our latter-day Amorist 
S. Y. would hoWJi 

’Tis well, good Saint Yalentine, truly, 

That von have got notice to quit. 

For, faith ! you must find us unduly 
Devoted to cynical wit. 

The poor dear conventional passions, 

* You voiced, with bird^pipings, in Spring, 
Are not “ np to date.” Love’s new fashions 
You never could sing ! 

G-ood gra cions I Le G-allienne’s lyrics. 
And Davidson’s Lavender-scent, 

Would certainly give you hysterics. 

Song now, justilike wine, must /ermen^. 
The dewdroppy old dithyrambics 
You loved, in our day don’t go down. 

Our maidens like brisk galliambics 
On which you would frown. 

Indeed ithyphallics— but, bless us ! 

Our poesy. Saint, unto you 
Would be like a new shirt of Nessus. 

Our art is all yellow— or blue. 

And so, poor old boy, ’tis a blessing 
You ’re off, with a tear in your eye. 

Like soft hearts and simple caressing. 

You ’re vulgar ! Good-bye ! 


Strange Omen.— Sir Frank Lockwood, 
Solicitor-General, was “entertained,” says 
Ihe I>aily Telegraph to dinner ” — (observe, 
not “ entertained' at dinner ” ; perhaps he had 
to do tiie entertaining, then) — “ at the House 
of Commons, his host, Mr. John Aird ” 
(always a host in himself), “ being a Conser- 
vative,” while the other guests were either 
Conservatives or Unionists. Daniel in the 
lions* den is the parallel that arises to every- 
one’s mind; but in this instance Daniel 
actoally dined with the lions, and probably 
felt none the worse for the “feast of reason 
and the flow of soul,” 


We haven’t as yet seen An A^zst^s Model 
at Daly’s, but as the piece seems to depend 
for its “ go ” mainly on the music composed 
for it by Mr. Owen 'Hall (to clever lyrics by 
Mr. Greenbank), it would not he tmfair to 
say that it is to its music it is Owen Hall its 
success. 


Anticipatort.— Should Henry Irving, as 
the acknowledged leading representative of 
the Histrionic side of ^Dramatic Art in this 
country, '•.receive the honour of knighthood, 
the Lyceum bill might be headed, “ Great 
Success ! First Knight ! ” 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted from the Diary or Toby, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday Night, Feb^ 
ruary 11.— The other day rumour about that 
Tim Healt, weary of strife, finding how 
sharper than a serj^t’s tooth is the enmity 
of parted friends, had resolved to retire from 
political life. That news, if true, would 
eclipse the gaiety of Parliament. Tm’s 
manner may not be precisely described as 
gay. It is, in truth, somewhat saturnine ; 
rather raspy, occasionally vitriolic. If there 
is any instruction to be conveyed, Tm approves 
the fashion of the ancient Israelitish captain, 
who “taught the men of Succoth with thorns 
of the wildemess and briars,” Tim’s former 
colleagues, now ranged under modest leader- 
ship of John Eedmond, are, he conscien- 
tiously believes, much in need of instruction. 
So to-ni^ht Tim “ taught them ” with thorns 
of the 'vmdemess and briars. 

A brisk debate, falling into most attractive 
sequence. Ihis in measure accidental ; looked 
like admirable stage management. First J ohn 
Eedmond, with ms neatly-moulded phrases, 
his assumption of profound statecraft, his 
assertion I that Tones please him not, nor 
liberals leither ; his conclusion that since 


Government are on friendly terms with the 
major Irish Party, the minor (nine strong) 
will march iuto lobby with Prince Arthur, 
whom they used to hate, and Joseph of Bir- 
mingham, whom they scarcely love. Next 
John Morley, stirred to unusually profound 
depths, his speech glowing above the un- 
wonted fire. Then Prince Arthur, grace- 
fully skating on exceedingly thin ice, ind- 
dentally dropping into imagery on successive 
phases of the married state, which House, 
ever alert for personal references, listened to 
with quickened interest, A scholar’s current 
^eech or writing is insensibly tinctured with 
flavour of his latest study. Odd that just 
now Prince Arthur should display iMs 
curiously minute knowledge and appreciation 
of various phases of married life as it is to be 
studied in books of reference. 

Finally, Tim, his truculence tei^ered by 
humour of the situation. John EtEDMOnd 
grotes^d he had made no bargain with 


of votes. Prince Arthur had confirmed 
disclaimer. Too much for tender-hearted 
Tim. Tears glistened in his eyes ; his voice 
trembled ; his hand shook ; his body seemed 
to grow mnp^ as he lamented this last degene- 
ration of ancient Irish spirit. 

I fc“ I have,” he said, “ heen^in alliance witii 




96 PUNCH. OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [Febbttabt 23 , 1895 . 


the Tory Party before now, and may be again ; bnt I know of no temporarily overcome by sending policemen ^d messengers bawling 
occasion ’when any Irish party gave their votes unless they got some- along all the passages, DivisKm . division . ^ very well 

thing for them for ^^6 moment ; but what is to be done about the bells ? 

T&.t only Tm’s fun. Overcoming his emotion, he, with ruthless Auseei Eohit, steeped in parliamentary usages, says, “ If the 
force, pitiless logic, laid bare position of the new Party of the Muses, bells won’t obey the Speaxee’s order, send them to the Clock 

Bminess Parnellite Amendment, supported by Unionists, g^ruAET promptly places at disposal of Speaxee a squadron of Star 

negatived by 256 against 236. about premises on given signal and proclaim division. 

Tuesday, --It you want to make your flesh creep, yon should have “ They ’d do it much better than the poHcemen and. messengers,” he 
heard the Speazee just now challenging the Iford Mayor of Dublin, says. rj.i u-. .l-. 

whom he discovered standing at Bar ; and, as Sir WiLrEii) Lawson" Iroe ; hut as Colonel Legg-e apprehends, they would be certain in 
adds, “not drhiking,” Lcrd Mayor got up in gorgeous apparel; excitement of moment, instead ot calling out “Division,” to lapse 
scarlet gown, ermine-tipped, with gold chain gleaming across manly into more familiar cry, “ Hextra Speshul ! ” That would never do. 
chest. Recails days of yesteryear when Dawson was Lord Mayor of Simplest plan is to stop this interminable talk round the Address and 
Dublin. Being also Member for an Iii'^b constrnency. no an+of'ratic get to work. When the elfc+rie hells shut up in sheer disgust at 




L tbby’s Share, 


Speakee might challenge his right waste of time, grown-np men of 

to cross the Bar, whether in eivi- business may be expected to recon- 

lian dress, or in robes of office. ^ sider the position, 

[ On occasions when he had a peti- Business done . — Tim Haeeing- 

i deliver he came down, ^ Mi ton talked for two hours and flve 

^ jlo®|^6d, m a four-wheeler. Made minute about ancient history of 

I the heart of Mr. Cove m Membep ^ Maamtrasna. 

[ cloak-room stand still, when 1 e 

I suddenly threw hack his wraps, Friday . — Much murmuring he- 

I and disclosed glittering garb be- low Oangway just now because to 

i neath. Sat on front bench below programme of Session already 

i gangway with inadequate legs overloaded Grovernment decline to 

i partially crossed, his chain myste- providing for payment of 

I riously clanking, motion understood i Members. S\ge of Q,ueen Anne’s 

! at time to serve double purpose ot mWSm Gate been observed to regard this 

: calling attention to ^ Lord Mayors topic with smiling equanimity. 

: presence, and of hinting at th« Secret of his content now dis- 

I kind of l^nd that held Ireland to closed. Papers report how Spanish 

S Great Britain. ^ ^ merchant, resident in Barcelona, 

Present Lord Mayor of Dublin. having studied Sage’s public Par- 

I not being a Member, had to ^ue for ^ t'/tj liamentary career, begs leave, as 

I admission at door of House. Word 7py trifling indication of his esteem and 

: passed t» Se^eant-at- Arms ; gal- jg 6 ^*^°iiratioD, to be permitted to pay 

“ iant officer, having heard some- yg /y ^ Sage’s election expenses whenever 

thing of Irish habits, observed incurred. 

I precaution of shouldeiing mace “’Tis a pretty variation on 

bdore he went out to confront the Spanish devotioiml habit,” says 

strangers. -U they had shillelaghs, Plunzet, who has followed Boe- 

the ma^, tTOled about by lusty ^ .Ww’fl cjiiavA now’s footsteps in Spain. “More 

a^s, might he reckoned on to keep .... . ^ * especially in rural districts, pious 

the gate. The messengers not behind in military precaution; men approach the shrine of favourite saint and hang upon it an 
bax-j-the veritable Bar of House of Commons of oflering, peradventure poor in intrinsic value, but rich in proportion 
wmm we hear so much and pee so httle. ^ ^ to their revenues. Expect by-and-hy the Sage will be canotiised, 

^_ow, said the oldest Messenger, folding his arms and clench- and straying by the hanks of the Guadalquivir, you shall here and 
mg his te^h, ‘let them do their worst.” ^ there come upon shrines to Saint Labbt, rich with votive otferingp.” 

oergeant-^^ Arms marked m, mace on shoidder, escorting Lord “That may be so,” said G-oest. “You’re always ready to take 
M^or two sheriffs. If they had meant mischief they thought the poetic view of a thing. But I ’d like to wait and see the colour 
better 01 it on lookmg round. Lord Mayor might, it is true, if he of tne money. You know the Sage has long been firing away at 
were m good ^ndition ha^ vaulted over bar or ducked beneath it. enterprising traders in Spain who, usually dating their missives 
^d run amuck up floor. But then the sheriffs, before they could from a State prison, offer for a slight consideraii n to disclose 
have imitated h^. womd have been awfuHy mauled with the mace, fabulous stores of bidden wealth. The S^ge has spoiled their little 
^ Any piratical intention that may have lurked in minds of the game. Should hke to be quite sure they ’ve not broken out in anew 
msurgents was fin^y crashed by really awful tone in which the place, and are trying it on first with the Sage.” 

Speazee, tixmg glittenug eye on group at bar, said, “ My Lord Business done. — Set-to between the Birmingham Cock and the 

^ yorkshire-cum-FifesMre Bantam. Odds at first in favour of the 

Members expect^ tremhlmg culprit would produce from under his veteran. Admitted on boih sides the young ’un beat him hollow. 

cloak the horse-pistol, dagger, cup 9 f poison, or whatever he may — 

have brought with him with felonious intent. But he meekly 

answered, “A petition.” This he unfolded, and as he showed a Q»UIET RUBBERS, 

disposition to read it through, Members went ofi. OFr to Olympia-greatest show on earth-with wife ; also with 

Business e^one.— Another day passed talking round Address. Bob and wife. Find the two ladies wearing goloshes — “rubbers” 
Haoeoji moved Amendment raising question of financial relaticnN call them— sa.y “ the^^’ve just read in the paper that they are 
between England and India. Read a paper of prodigious length; imiversal in America in winter,” Annoyed. Never knew my wife’s 
heat the tom-tom for nearly an hour. “In churches,” said the were as large as they seem now. Bob defends goloshes — 
(almost)^ Reverend Jemmy Lowthee, “an incumbent sometimes hypocrite! Says “ nothing wets feet like snow, and at any moment 
reads himself in. Naokoji reads his congregation out. Mayn’t be hi for the greatest snow on earth.” Stupid joke, con- 

qmte m black as the Maeziss painted him, but he’s quite as long- sidering that a good hoot will keep out anything, why bhouldn’t 
winded as could have been expected,” the ladies leave th»-ir rubbers outside show, in cloak-room — as people 

2%«r.^.-llew Session not gmte^a fortnight old, and lo! a ^ent.^’^afsaftly-Klost-rJ^od^o^^^^^^^ 

sulky,^whm Bob suggests^ diniir. Good ^dinner! 
^tion ^oteo in^h, i . 1 ^ on Amnesty ExoeUent wines ! Wife’s feet don’tlook as large now. Why doesn’t 

MoZd fetiZaK-h-n^ nf rti Wiu have everybody ^ ear g’loshes ? Old Greeks must have worn ’ei-don’t 

ouS t^CWW ^ Gnl^ ^ rooms and.oomdors we read of the “ Goloshus of Rhodes ? ” Old Romans, too, or why 

iag laugh “ H^ ha I ” ^ J heard , sort of wend mock- id they call Olympia the G-olngheum ? Bob says they didn’t. 

^nsMuenoes inis'ht have hem T. + el,- n. • j f say they^d! Diatnrhanoe. Wonder who’s mating it? Turn 

’emont! IJey ’re turning me out ! Won’t go-seud for KtEAUr 
thedehate^ Sfiattered far — ®oi'OSH'rKrBAH'T— there’s the word agfun! Goioshv «i«st wear 

™m Z B rubbers. People trying to pacify me. Won’t let ’em. Back home. 

Tf 1®^ ^®y Wife crying. iFhatfor? &,ys4.e will never go out in rubbers again! 

vote. If the y don t hear it they stop ^here they axe. Difflonlty Yes, she sfaR. So will L At ’em on now !-To hS in ruhLrsT 



TALL TALES OE SPOET AND ADVENTUEE. 

{By Mr, Punches own Short Story-teller,) 

L—THE PUSTK HIPPOPOTAMUS, (continued from page 81.) 

In these awful circumstaiices, with the night air whistlmg past me, 
and with my beloved Chtjddab and her nurse hurtling upwards 
beside me, it is scarcely necessary for me to say that I never for an 
instant lost my coolness and my perfect self-possession. That the 
situation was dangerous, nay, almost desperate, I fully realised, but 
it is in these very situations that true courage and resourcefulness 
are always of the highest value. Again and again in the course of 
my long life have I plucked safety, aye, and that which is higher and 
better fiian all safety, namely, reputation, from the nettle danger. 
L^t fools prate as they will; the brave man must always rise 
triumphant above the stormv waves of envy and detraction. 

These thoughts, I admit, did not occur to me at the moment. Our 
flight was too perilous and too swift to allow me to think of aught 
save what concerned the immediate necessities of this truly fearful 
crisis. Poor little Chxtddah, I observed, being made of lighter 
material, was gradually outstripping me in this dreadful and in- 
voluntary race. First her head topped me ; then her shoulders soared 
beyond me ; at last her feet were on a level with my face. As one of 
them (I forget which) passed upwards, I was just able by leaning 
slightly forward, to imprint a kiss upon it. “ Farewell, Cbuddah,” 

I sighed, as the lovely foot left my lips, “ Farewell, Obla^do, 
she murmured all but inaudibly, and fl.ed up, up, up into the dismal | 
night. I never saw her again. ! 

The Ayah, however, a stout and heavy woman, was still beside 
me, rising inch for inch as I rose. By turning slightly romid I could 
look at her. I did so. Judge of my horror when I realised by the 
faint light of the stars that the Ayah was no longer alive] The 
shock of the sudden ascent must have proved too much for one 
accustomed to the sedate and comfortable life of an eastern palace, 
and enfeebled, moreover, by advancing age. The explosion acting on 
such a constitution had snapped the cords that kept life in her faithful 
body. The Ayah was dead, and I who tell thi&.we was alone with a 
: corpse in the encircling atmosphere ! As I realised "^is horrible 
I situation, I confess that for the first and last time in my life 1 tmmed 
[ faint with a feeling almost amounting to fear. In imagmation I 
saw myself speeding for ever, as the aeons revolved in their courses, 
with only a dead Indian nurse to keep me company. ^ Then, 
f by an instantaneous revulsion, the grim huinour of the situation 
struck me. "With only my knapsack of provisions and my brandy- 
flask, it was unhkely, even under the most favourable circum- 


stances, that I should be able to prolong life for more than a 
week. At the end of a week, then, I too should be a corpse. I 
laughed aloud as I bought of the last scion of the Wilbea^ms, 
the unconquerable Orlando, mated in mid-air to the dusky Ayah, 
a skeleton to a skeleton, and my sepulchral ‘‘ Ha, ha,” went rever- 
berating through the dim spaces of night. The sound roused me 
once more. 'Why, after all, should I die ? Life was sweet; much 
remained to be done ; there were wrongs still to be redressed in the 
world below ; millions of the oppressed still waited for a deliverer ; 
countless herds of big game stm roamed the prairies or made their 
lairs in the forests of earth. No, I would live if I could, and prove 
once more the unquenchable fortitude of my race. 

At this moment I looked down. 

{To he oontmi^d.) 


BAE NONE! 

Jfonday.— Now that the Law lectures at the difEerent Inns have 
been “ thrown open to the public,” any outrage in the way of cring- 
ing to the democracy may be expected. They '11 be opening Lineoln s 
Jhn Fields next to me mob ! ‘ a ^ 

I'uesday^—Th&Y have! And a steam merry-go-round set up 
within thirty yaris of my formerly tranquil Chambers I Oh, why 
was I ever called ? „ , . ^ ^ 

Wednesday,— in HaH to-day. Found two perfect strangers 
dining at my table ! Seems that the Benchers have thrown open 
dining-hall to the pubKc as well! Asked strangers if they intend^ 
being called to the Bar ? One of them replied (with a wmk) that he 
didiJt— why should he ? He could get all the legal training, use of 
library, &o., without going to expense of a call. 

Thursday,— hi Court. Unknown Counsel opposed to me. Seem to 
recognise ms face. Can it be the strap ger who dmed m Hall last 
night ? It is. New rule has thrown the Courts open to amateur 
pleaders I 'V^at are we coming to ? Must say stranger pleads un- 
commonly well. And Judge so deferential to him! 

Friday , — ^ onders never cease. To-day my stranger of yesterday 
found seated on Bench.! Judge iU— has appointed him ^Cod^is- 
sioher in his place. New rule allows this sort of thing. What is the 

reasonof this sudden democratising of the Profession? . . , 

Saturday , — ^Mystery explained. One of the Benchers wants to be 
made a L. C. C. Alderman ! In his Election Address he even stoops 
so far as to gpve way to the vulgar delusion that Law is eiroensive, 
and recommends a rule that costs should always be on the lower 
scale,” Perhaps he is right. Everything oh the lowest possible 
scale at Bar nowadays I 
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^ RE-G-ILDING THE GOLDEN EAGLE. (United States Loan, February, 1896.) 

\JraxiiteY ana DecoTotor), AxwatlS readit to oiudos so good a Customer ! ” Srother Jonathan, Guess this time the Obligation 
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A LION IN THE PATH? 

Oh dear no I Merely the ** First Open Day^* after a long Frost, and a Tom-tit has been inoonsidbratb bnohoh to 

FLY SUDDENLY OUT OF THE FENCE ON THE WAY TO OOVERT I 


EE-GILDING THE GOLDEN EAGLE. 

[“ The amount subscribed in England for the United States Loan was 
dBl20,000,000, or twenty times the sum reserved for London.”— 

“ THiy, I was a thinking, Sir,” returned Mare Tablet, “ that if I was 
a painter, and was called upon to paint the American Eagle, how should I 
doit?” 

“ Paint it as like an Eagle as you could, I suppose. 

“ ITo,” said Mark. “ That wouldn’t do for me, Sir. I should want to 
draw it like a Bat, for its short-sightedness ; like a Bantam, for its bragging; 
like a Magpie, for its honesty ; like a Peacock, for its vanity ; like an 
Ostrich, for its putting its head in the sand, and thinking nobody 
[ sees it—” 

‘‘ And like a Phoenix, for its power of springing from the ashes of its 
faults and vices, and soaring up anew into the sky ! ” said Martin. ^ 

Martin Ohuzzlewit, 

Brother Jonathan loquitur:— 

BQe was prejudiced, that Mark, a EuTOpian, in the dark, 

Concernm’ of our G-lorions Institutions, 

He paint our Bird o’ Freedom? Lots have tried, but we don’t 
heed ’em ; 

And revolvin’ years bring curus retributions. 

We don’t care a brass fardeu I Lichens had to beg our pardon, 

And that Max O’Rell will eat his words one day, Sir ! 

The real Yankee Eagle is as strong-winged as a Sea-gull, 

With a beak as sharp as any Sheffield razor. 

Still, he’s been a trifle pippy, and has looked a little chippy— 

By the mighty Mississippi yes, Sir !— lately. 

Kinder moulty as to feathers, as though blizzards and bad weathers 
Of every blamed big sort had tried him greatly. 

Q-ood Jee-msnlum! Ko wonder ! for great snakes andhutteredthunder ! 

Our blasts have been fair busters for bis pinions. 

In the words of Mister ChoUop^ all creation he can wallop, — 

But tomaders have been sweepin’ his dominions ! 

As to that Mark Tapleyh twaddle, why the Peacock ain’t the modeL 
Nor the Bantam, nor the Ostrich, I’d be pickin’^ 

For the finest fowl in Katur. Better dnb him Alligator, 

A WTiangdoodle, or a Cincinnatti Chicken! 


Like the Phcenix he’s immortal, and he soars to the Sun’ s portal, ! 

But— the Phoenix has sick spells, like lesser poultry. 

Wants fresh fixing up, I reckon, then the dawn once more he 11 beckon, 
And sprint— from Memnon’s statue to Fort Moultne. 

Bull ain’t an Eagle builder, but he makes a bully gilder, 

And 1 reckon, guess, and calclate I ’ll jest try hm. 

If I git from the old fellow a good coat of British Yellow 
A sort o’ paint J. B. keeps edways by 
My Bird o’ Freedom soaring, where the blizzards we a roaring, 

And the cloud-bursts are out-pouring, will jest flicker 
Real rollicking and regal, like a genu-ine Q-olden Eagle.^ 
Wall-you^ve fixed him real smart, Jobn! Let us Itquor! 

TEANCEMOGRIFICATION. 

Now that hypnotism is in the air, our conversation-books will have 
to be remodelled, as thus 

Good morning, have you hibernated well ^ ^ 

Yes, I have had a most successful trance this winter. Have yon 

laid up at all? ' . . , -l-h t j 

Only for a few days at Christmas, just to escape the bills. I had 
a ddightfully unconscious Boxing Lay. ... -u 

Wm, yon take my advice old man, and rent a private catacomD on 
the three-years’ system. It comes much cheaper in the end, and yon | 

save all your coal and gas, to say nothing of clothes. I 

We’ve started a Nirvana Club in onr neighbonihood on the tontine 
principle. The last person who wakes gets the prize, unless the first 
who comes to makes ofE with it. 

It is capital, anyway, when you are taking a tour. Saves 
trouble of sight- seeing. You are just packed up and forwarded from 
place to place, with an automatic Kodak which records everything 

you visited. Try it! ^ -r, j.j. 2 

Will, some day. By Jove, I must be off! I ’ve got to attend an 

, anaesthetic concert, absolutely painless. ah xi. v 

And I ’ve got a mesmeric dixmer-party on to-mght. All the bores 
will be put in glass-cases, and fed mechanically • 

1 Good-bye, then. Sleep well! 
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E osition of your head to save the delicate machinery ( f the toboggan 
ram hmtalization. It may*be that by inadvertence yon have at- 
tained an impetus so terriiic that you overtake a walking horse in 
possession of the path. Once again your headpiece will protect the 
instrument from the fiery choler of the beast’s hind hoof. After 
some two miles of fortuitous descent, diversified by such checks as 
I have here shadowed forth, you will be rounding the final corner 
at a pointed angle of 45°, travelling perhaps several miles per hour, 
when a large beer-cart with an upward tendency will dispute the road. 
Then the banked snow shall be your pall, and your requiescat shall 
be rendered by the local teamster in Q-erman of a bastard order. 

Nor is this all. To the beetling edge of the descent you will first 
have been conveyed by an impetuous thoughtlessly gay 

with bells and feathers. Twenty-five candidates having urged 
their claims for the five seats, some will have need to be content 
to trail behind on their toboggans. As one wanting in experience, 
you will have the last place assigned to you, or else the last but one, 
with a casual riderless machine at the tail-end to give you an unholy 
spasm as it swings ofi the trank round the comers. At intervals, 
while your pensive mind is absorbed upon the maintenance of a happy 
eijuilibrium, rendered strangely-difficnlt by the ruthless speed of 
the sleigh, some two or perhaps three of the tailing-party will fall 
ofi in front. The sharp contact of several raked boots with your 
open countenance draws your attention to the altered condition of 
things. Over the mangled bodies of friend and foe you are carried 
forward. The sleigh is tardily arrested, and your innocent head 
becomes the recipient of fearless abuse. 

Or again, from some mountain-hut upon the route issues forth a 
gr >ss and even elephantine dog, born o± unhallowed union between a 
wolf-hound and an evilly-bred St. Bernard. Foiled in his attack 
upon the head of the caravan he revenges himself upon the out- 
stretched leg of the hindmost. The lacerated calf will be your own. 

This is well enough in open daylight, and when you are swathed in 
buskins from heel to hip, and your rakes are good for retaliation. 
But in doubtful moonlight with the air at 15° below zero, as you 
toboggan back to your hostelry in the valley from a fancy dress ball, 
where you have simulated Hamlet in black silk tights and pumps, 
the humour lies purely on the side of the dog. 


MEN OF THE HOUR. 

THE TURNCOCK. 

This eminent individual, horn in the early forties, comes of a numercus 
family, and was originally destined by his parents for the career of a night- 
watchman. Not feeling, however, any vocation in this direction, he tried 
many other professions, and many other professions tried him. At last, 
in the year 1864, he entered the service of the Twiddlesex Water Company, 
where, by strict attention to the q^uality of his liquor, and his unfailing 
perception of the right time to he sober, he has risen to his present 
conspicuous and responsible position. 

OP THE ART OF TOBOGGANING. 

^ ,, . , , , , . Canton des Grison$, Feb. 10. 

OB the neighbourhood it is a sultry day * glass up to 5° Fahrenheit 
and a taint of sciroceo, or /dh7i, as the facetious native calls this 
My toboggan lies idle by stress of drifting snow. “No 
chance,*’ 1 say, “ of doing a record this afternoon ! ” This is what I 
say openly and pompously to my fellows. With my own dear heart 
, I commune otherwise, saying how heaven should be praised for this 
, one blessed day’s recess from broken scalp. 

If I have asked myself once (as is proper with an enigma) I have 
asked myself a thousand times, “ Why did I come opt here, to this 
. resort of invalids and polar athletes ? ” My right lung is flawless • 
my left IS very perfect. On the other hand I do not show well on 
, lee ; my legs exe ill-shaped for handy ; curling I find to be hut poor 
, sport after skittles ; and I have met one wayfarer only, and that a 
tool, who did not langh upon my fijnire-skatmg. 

. climate where one must either do or suffer something to 
Justriy one s emstence, there remained this sole thing—to toboggan. 
I said, “ I will surely toboggau ! ” .. 

“Good!”i;heysmd; “butonaainstrnmentof-whatsortP ‘Swiss’ 
for women and children; ordinary ‘Americas’ for men; ‘Skeleton 
Americas ’ for heroes.” 

“ 1 will choose the last,” I said ; for if I do anything at all I like 
to^ It passmg well, and with the best of tools. 

^ere was no lack of willing teachers to illustrate for me the true 
postoeT-rcnfre a terre, and to show me how I shottld go armed as to 
mv Alpine hoots with sjiiked rakes screwed to the forefront of my 
sole for the hette negotiation of sharp angles on the side of a ravine. 
^ One may add that if a pine-tree, or a tdegraph post, or an ascend- 
,ing hay-sleigh opposes your career,* yon learn by the simple inter- 


But apart from the lower animal nature, iu this barbaric sport you 
are never confident of your dearest friends. Thus, we had been a 
pleasant and hilarious party at the international bal masqui : the 
ardour of the stirrup-cup was still upon us as we attained the brow 
of the decline. By a happy inspiration I had proposed that my 
friend Mr. Stakk Mtjneo, being a heavy-weight and disguised as a 
Volsunga Saga, should proceed iu the van to clear any incidental 
drift or desultory avalanche. He disappeared headlong down the 
pine-forest track followed by the Ace of Clubs, a Sardinian Brigand, 
and a Tonsured Benedictine. All the costumes gained in picturesque- 
ness from the Arctic background. 

The New Woman of the party, attired as Q-ood Q,ueenBESs, begged 
me to precede her, arguing that I should go faster on my Skeleton 
than she on her Swiss. I engaged to do so on the xmderstanding that 
she should allow me seven minutes’ start iu case of eventualities, 
the course being usually done in some 51 minutes under happy con- 
ditions. She was to he succeeded by Antigone, the Spirit of the 
Engadine and the Mother of the Gracchi. 

I do not greatly care to linger over the details of my descent. I 
had started gaily humming those Elizabethan lines, “Fain would I 
climb, but that I fear to fall,”— out of pure gallantry to Good Queen 
Bess who had given me a dainty little c )W-bell as a favour at the 
coHhn ; and 1 had been travelling cautiously for 8i minutes, with 
my nose, no fewer than six fingers, and all the toes on each foot 
frostbitten, and a half-moon piece already gone out of my calf at the 
spot where it had attracted the notice of the St. Bernard wolf-hound, 
when, even as I was navigating a rotten bridge at a sharp turn, I 
heard a rashing sound out of the night behind me, and '‘'Achtung ! ” 
(the terrible warning-note of the tobogganer) rang in my stricken ear. 

I had barely time to throw a backward glance of horror and 
deprecation, when the projecting feet of Good Queen Bess, her 
toboggan and her spiked steering-pegs were upon me. 

The bridge had never been strong in point of bulwarks ; the 
torrent which it spans is rapid and fed from icy heights ; its banks 
do not lend themselves to debarkation. 

When I recovered cmsoibusness by force of exquisitely painful 
restoratives, applied by the Volmnga Saga, the Mother of the 
Gracchi and Good QaeenBESS (herself unscratched, though the 
plush of her toboggan was tarnished with my gore), 1 was solemnly 
mtoning, “ World without end : Achtung J ” with aU the conviction 
of a camedral t^uor, I am going home tne day after to-morrow. 

St7GGE8tion.-»-A certain restaurant not a hundred miles away from 
the St. James’s Theatre advertises, among other attractions, “ Diner 
Salon Gobelin, 6d,” Bat wouldn’t it be more appropriate to 
speU the last word “ Gobbling ” ? 
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TK£ ECUADOR BONDHOLDER’S 
SONG. 

Air — '* ToriadoT” 

After its recent behariour, Ecua- 
dor cannot be said to hare aty credit 
worth talking about.”~2?w«» Ci6y 
ArticU^ J^ebr^ry 19.] 

Ecuador, cwntentoP 
Ecuador! Ecuador! 

You have all our money spent 0, 
Who will lend ^u more ? 

No one here on British shore 
WOl lend you more, Ecuador I 
Ecuador ! 
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From H. W. L.’s Sdkmart of 
THE Debate last Thuesdat ir 
THE Dailf Wrfa.— “ Mr. Barlow 
approved the actionof the G-ovem- 
ment in exempting coarser yarns 
from duties.” This is not exactly 
what might have been expected 
from Mr. Barlow, but no doubt 
Masters Sandfqrd and Merton 
in the Strangers’ G-allery were 
mightUy delighted at the pros- 
pect of “ coarser yarns” — (which 
IS only another name for men’s 
stories after dinner when the 
ladies have left the room)— being 
“ exempted from duties.” Eeally 
our old friend, the preceptor of 
Sandford and Merton, has de- 
teriorated, and Mr, Punch is 
severely against him on this point. 



FEDERATION FOR THE IsNOW-SWEEPERS. 

Leader, “Now, don’t toeobt, thk Union bats of pat is Foubpbnct a Doobwat. Ant 
Chap wobkin’ fob less is a bloomin’ ‘ Blaoklbo 1 


THE BOOT-BILLS OF NAEGISSUS. 

An Ikrblevant Biography. 

{^Scraps collected hy Richourd Medallion,) 

SCRAP I.— Horticulture. {Boot-trees,) 

** Att t old men’s boots don’t go 
there. Sir,” said the Tx>ot-maker to 
me one day, rather pointedly, point- 
ing to the toes of the l^ts I had 
brought him for mending. As I 
danced home, writing another 
chronicle with every springmg 
stw, the remark filled me with 
refection— such reflection, reader, 
as your mirror shows you when 
you gaze in it to rejoice in your 
own beauty. 

Have you kept a diary for thirty 
years ? Dear me ! And have you 
kept your gas bills, your water- 
rates, your Christmas-cards, your 
writs, your circulars of summer 
sales r I might never have under- 
taken to write this biography if I 
had not chanced one evening — 
being unoccupied— to break open 
a private desk belonging to my 
friend Narcissus, and tearing 
open an envelope (sealed, and 
labelled “ Compromising Post- 
cards — to he opened before my 
death^^) came across these old 
boot-billsj and been struck by the 
manner m which there lay re- 
vealed in them the story of the 
3 ears over which they ran. . . . - 
, * * 

SCRAP IL— The Hap.pt' BJome, 
t The first night we went to see 
G-EOBGE*DoNKETbTiR we heard in 
the kitchen a curious^ voice — sui"- . 
gestive somehow of vm^leaves^j^-j 
the i hair^singing ** Ours is a 
Mappy^ M^py Borneo I#-the hdb we saw none but a wee^y 
of four, standing on hk -hSead, balancing -a biUiard>-oue ortks clan. 




All done by kindness ! ” lisped the little chap. 
As we made an attempt to enter the dining-room, 
what shonld fall on onr heads but a great wet 
sponge, backed by a ring of langhter from the 

J J m O PI ntltTTn OP 


Publi8bi§4.at the Bodily Head. A 
body aiidi«<precious littl- head. 



TO maae wio xuu. possible. ^ tt aaww «* r. ^ . 

From the moment we arrived (and^ f^ ojex a 
/string adroitly arranged by the dear little cbil^en 
lacross the little hall) to the moment that we had 

Igot into our ^ . 




Bttle apple-pie 
beds, all was 
*fun, frolic, 
memment, andj domestic joy. 

Just as we were, •falling asleep, 
tired ont with a happy evening, 
we were disturbed oy a chorus, 
as of waitSy singing outside our 
room these beautiful words — 

“ 0 ! Flo, what a change you know ! 

When he left the village he was shy, 

But since he come into a little hit 
of splosh 

His golden hair is hanging down 
his back I ” 

This was more of Geobob’s loving ingOToity. But we wishfd he 
had made it rhyme. His wife had help_^ to, but she woto uot 
take the credit. “ That was Geobob 8 idea,’’ laugh^ dong her h^s. 
1 threatened “to mate copy” of him, and now 1 toe done it. 
Moreover, I shall further presume on his forbearance hy wntmg no 
more about Mm for the present. 



All the Difference. — ^In the programme of the Ballad Ci^certs 
given in the TimeSy Mr. Ben Davies w^ advised to sing Sinxi- 
tan’s “ Come, Come, Marglurita.” .Now titie of this 

refraia, •!.«;, “Come, Maboeebeta,, cornel’’, which is ende^y a 
lover’s passionatednTitatioB, while if it 18 writtCB^as Come, Come, 

Margherita,'' -it is-deaily only an esjiostnlatmn d a rather 

plaoe dwiaoter uttered tp Maboebbita, who h^ been «asperati^ly 

Mtu]«itt,‘and;who won’t come when airf.- FOTmaaynMw y^s 

it ,*4. BO -nnitys -thA TTAtArflfL tsuori fol MAlUD 

fiymsedto he 
L«a<AvtAA.^’ Now it is 
fei) with Ben Da-TTEs. 
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How it swells I 
How it dwells 

On the Future I how it tells 
Of the Progress that impels 
To the swinging and the ringing 
Of the hells, bells, bells. 

From the Brixtons, Claphams, Southwarks, 
Islingtons and Clerkenwells, 

To the rhyming and the chiming of those 

Hear the Rate- Alarum bells— 

Brazen bells I — 

What base^arradiddles their lond tnrhnlency 

In men^s startled ears in spite, 

How they scream ont their affright ! 

Too much horrified to speak 
They can only shriek, shriek, 

Through the fog, 

In a clamorous appealing to the voters to 
retire 

That much Progressive Party, which— much 
like the Rates, or fire — 

Climbeth higher, higher, higher, 

With a desperate desire, 

And a bullying endeavour 
How— now to sit, or never 

, In the seat of Q-og-Magog I 
Oh, those bells, bells, bells. 

What a tale their terror tells 
Of despair! 

What reactionary roar I 
What a horror they outpour 
On the bosom of the City and Mayfair. 

Yet the ear it fuUy knows 
By their twanging 
And their clanging 
How the voting ebbs and fiows. 

Yet the ear distinctly tells 

In the janglingand the wrangling 
How Monopoly sinks or swells 
By the sinking or the swelling in the clangour 
“ of those bells— 

. ^ Beastly hells ! — 

Their is Landlordism, QrounH -rents, Diity 
Slums, and Drinking Hells 
In the clamour of those horrid Moderate 
bells! 

Hear the roPing of the bells, — 

Polling bells ! 

vv hat a world of solemn thought their monody 




compels. 

g? Dick WHITTINGTON— poor wight !— 
Heard them ringing, with delight 
At the lair prophetic promise of their tone ! 
For every sound that fioats 
May I too hope my votes 
Will have grown ? 

And the People — ah, the People I — 

Is their verdict, from each steeple. 

All mine own ? 

Does that tolling, tolling, tolling. 

Mean “ Return again my Dick I 
Or do they as they Ye rolling 
ai. n or “cut your stick 

Shall J be Lord Mayor of London ” ? 

Or are we Progressives wwdone 
^ AtthePoUs? 

Pussy, what is it that tolls 
From each belfry, as it rolls. 

Rolls? 

A pa3an from the bells 
To the Party of the Swells ? 

Or a message from the beUs 
That Reaction howls and yells ? 

Does that tintinnabulation 
Mean false Joe's ‘ ‘ Tenification ” 

Or our own “ Unification ? 

Sounds de^ “ Betterment ” this time 
In the rolling Runic rhyme 
. OfthebeRs? 

Does Jbeir throbbing mean that jobbing, 

And the London Landlord’s robbing, 

Find their finish in these bells ? 

That Monopoly is sobbing 


THE SPORTING INSTINCT. 

‘ Comb ax.on&, Bobbie I Don't lao behind I ” 

TO oLItHB B™’ I WANT 


""WHITTINGTON EEDIVIVUS;" 

i Or, The Burden of the Bells. 

The new Progresme Dick Whittington, would^he 
^ Lord Mayor of LondtM, sitteth on ScUwr- 
day, Mctrch 2, 1896, and medUateth on the 
yTubahU trwcMm^ of the L. 0, C, Election 
Bells:-- 

\ HEiJEt the^loud Election bells — 

"Wlat a world 0 / wonderment tkeir clatter- 
Clash compels ! 

’ H^ they jangle, jangle, jangle, 

. Dn tne air of coming night ! 

Lis^ committee-men a-wrangle, 

Am my thoughts are in a tangle 
Of mixed doldrums and delight. 

How they chime, chime, chime I 
lu my head there runs a rhyme, 


And I wish I were hat certain what their 
shmdying foretells, 

What a fTiture I may gather from the voices 
of the hells— 

The janghng and the wranglirg of the 
bells ! 

Now they sonnd like wedding bells, 

. Golden hells ! 

Meanmg nuschief in their music to the 
Moderates and the swells ! 

^eu vibrations there’s a vox in 
Which to me sounds like a tocsin. 
i!rom their molten golden notes, 

All in tune, 

What a pleasant sound there floats 

Like a promise of Progressive Party Votes, 

^ _ Blessed boon! 

^ Horn Bow ^Sadler’s Wells, 

Wnat a gush of Unity voluminously swells. 




/VHT. 


“ WHITTINGTON EEDIVIVUS.” 


The New Pbooeessite Dicx W. “ WHAT AEE THE BELLS SAYING, PUSSY ? ‘ TURN AGAIN, WHITTINGTON, 

LOUD MAYOE OE LONDON,’-OE IS IT ‘TURN OUT’?” 
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To f he Fobbing of those bells ? 

That iheir knells, knells, knells, 

Eing out in Runic rhyme ? 

Does the roUing of those bells 
Mean that I turn out this time ? 

Can they possibly mean that^ 

Faithful, purring, Pussy-Cat, 

After all you? sweet mol-rowing ? 
Sounds the verdict “ Dick is going ” 

In the toUing of the bells, bells, bells, bells, 
bells. 

In the moaning and the groaning of the bells? 


OUE BOOKINQ-OmOE. 

, Mes. BoimEE has done well to write a 
record of the life and work of her father, 
Chables Beadlaugh, which Fishee TJkwik 
publishes in two volumes. If it had been 
one ’twould have been better. Mrs. Boekee 
has been assisted in her labours by Mr. J. M. 
Eobeetsok, who deals with Mr. Beadiatjgh’s 
I)olitieal doctrine and work, and describes in 
detail his parliamentary struggle. The con- 
sequence is that the record runs iuto two 
closely-printed volumes, a proportion that 
somewhat overweights the interest of the 
subject. Mrs. Boknee is, naturally, indig- 
nant at the treatment her father received in 
the early days of his parliamentary life and 
in other public relations. But Mr. Bead- 
LATJGH was a lighting man. He gave hard 
knocks and, to do him justice, did not unduly 
complain when knocks were dealt back to 
him. It is a pathetic story how the crowning 
triumph of his life came in the hour of hi-* 
death. He never knew that the House of 
Commons had unanimously agreed to the 
motion which expunged from its journals 
the resolution excluding the junior member 
for Northampton from its memoership. That 
coniession, my Baronite says, was the com- 
pletest justification of the action on Mr, 
Beadlaugh's part that enlivened the Par- 
liament of 1880-5 and was the immediate 
cause of the birth of the Fourth Party. 

Mr. John Davidson’s Earl Lavender is 
“ pernicious nonsense,” and the Aubrey-Beards- 
leyfrontispiece—if, considering its subject, it 
can, with absolute correctness, be described 
as a “/»"owrispiece,”— imght, a few years ago, 
have endangered its existence. But “ I su]^ 
pose,” quoth the Baron, ‘*I am becoming old- 
lashioned, and ‘we have changed all that 
now.’ But in view of this extraordinary illus- 
tration, is it a book that can be left out * uro- 
miscuously-like^ on the drawing-room table P 
I trow not,” quoth the Baron. “And as to 
The Great God Fan (‘Key-note’ series), 
well — infernally or diabolically clever it 
may be, but, were I informed,” quoth the 
Baron, ^‘that we should never look upon its 
like again, I, for one, could not grieve.” 

Another Keynof eworthy book, t.c. ,one quite 
worthy to belong i o such of the Key-note series 
as the Baron has read, is The Dancing Faun, 
Had a novel appeared some years ago in the 
palmy, but not less leggy, days of the drama 
at the G-aiety, entitled The Dancing Vaughan^ 
when the elegant Kate of that ilk was the 
light and leading danseuse^ what a vogue 
such a volume would have had among the 
patrons of the above-mentioned Temple of 
Burlesque- Extravaganza. “ sont les 
neiges d'antan and “Where is dat barty 
now?” B. DE B.-W. 


A Double ApPLicABiLrTr,— “ Intrigues 
which reader stable governmmt impossible,” 
though a phrase applied the Times to 
Egyptian affairs, would, it is clear, be ap- 
plicable to attempts to -getTiti;h¥ 70 ckey, or 
the stable assistants, guarding ther loose box 
of the Derby favourite. 




Professional Model, “It’s comin’ to someping. Buknet Jones a deawein* fur 
Dailt Papers I Bad enup ween ’b draw’d PtrR the Fe-ay-tirs. I reckon *b’ll be 
ON THE Pavement next.” ‘ 

Sir Edward Burne-Jones, who designed the costumes for the Ij-c-m, has made a drawing 
representing “Labour” fortheD-Zy 


A SONNET OF SONNETS. 

(A DreadfiU Ol^ect-LessonJ) 

I ’ VE often thought I ’d like to write a sonnet, 
I wonder, though, if I can find the way. 
Sometimes you muse upon your mistress- 
say 

Her eyebrow, then you poetise u]^n it. 

Mayhe instead you celebrate her oonnet, 

A striking symph »ny in green or grey. 

And when it’s done, for many and many a 
• <iay, 

With eager eye, you ever scan and con it. 
Intent on seemg that it’s quite correct, 

And free from all suspicion of defect, 

No inauspicious phrase, no halting Kue. 
And when the time of scruriny is past 
* “Your thought is probably exactly mine— 
Thank heaven 1 the horrid tmng is done 
at last I 


. A CABINET COUNCIL RECORD. 

The St. JamesU Gazette, in giving the 
news of the Cabinet Council meeting last 
Thursday, said, “Mr. John Mobley left at 
12 30, and Mr. Fowler a few minutes later ; 
but a messenger was almost immediately 
despatched to call the last-named Minister 
back, and^ he returned to the Conncil Roon^ 
and remained until 12.35, when the Cuuncil 
broke up.” 

12,30— Mr. Mobley leaves. 

12.33, i.e. “a few miuutes later”— Mr, 
Fowler leaves. 

12.331— Messenger sent after Mr. Fowler. 

12.34i— MessengerretumswithMr.FowiEB. 

12.34J— Discussion with MBr; Fotobr. 

12.35— Cabinet Council breaks up. 

So you see a good deal may happen in five 
minutes. , 




106 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 


[Mabch 2, 1895. 



AN AUTHORITY ON FASHION. 

JoTies {who has cmm to stay the night at IMle Peddlington Ball, arid 
finds he "s forgotten to Iring his white ties), “I WAKT some White 
J ilvEHiNG Ties, please.” 

The FUlage Draper, “ I *m sorry we *atbn’t gwt Airsr in Stock, 
Sir. Yotr see the White Tib Season has *ardly commenced I ** 


SIGNS OF THE TIMES. 

the :^al United Serrice Institation la«t 
week by H.K.H. the Pnnoe of Wales, in new premises at Whitehall, 
and mgenious electrical instrament was exhibited. By means 
ot this addition to the list of commnnicators a general in the field is 
able not o^y to send an autograph letter to a colleague or subordi- 
nate at a distance, rat also to conyey in fac simile a drawing of his 
own comp^tion. On the occasion to which reference is made, the 
Pnnce of Wales sent a message to his brother. To this despatch the 
Duke of CoNNArpT was obliged to respond that he did not quite un- 
derstand Its full meaning. According to the reports some slight 
frrra wasrectified, and then the_ machine worked to eyery one’s satis- 
taotion. However, the fact remains that the initial attempt to convey 
intelligibly a mess^e was not entirely successful. To impress upon 
those answerable for the perfect action of the instrument the im- 
portance of -^en task, we subjoin an imaginary scene of a nearly 
impossible sitoation. We will assume that a commander-in-chief is 
conversing mth a general in the field some ten miles distant. 

Commander-tn-Chief {wiring). We hear here that a force of 
twenty-hve thousand infancy are advancing by the Dover road with 
a view to toning your left front. 

repeat. {Message repeated.) Ho, 
we do not want any more marmalade, as we have plenty of butter. 

1 said nothing about marmalade, I was talking of the 
en^y. Twenty-five thousand men are advancing on your left front, 
1 think I now understand what you mean, but we can’t get 
near Woolwich, ^use our gas has failed us. However, we 4m 
look out to the Wenty-five thousand balloons you say are coming, 
C*.-«»-C/. I said notkng about balloons. Infantry, I spoke of. 
They are approaching by the Dover Road. ^ 

Gen, Thai* you for your offer, but we have plenty of hammocks. 
We have just seen this. Can you identify her f I forward sketch. 

app^s tobe a drawing of either 
a grand pianoforte or a hippopotamus. Which js it ? 


Gen. It is very difficult to make out your messages. We think 
we understand your last. Yes, the mail to India did start without 
the elephants. We did not know that any had been ordered. 

C.-in- C. I said nothing about elephants. What is the meaning of 
your drawing ? 

Gen. Yery sorry; can’t make out your message. Besides, have 
no more time for telegraphing. Twenty-five thousand infantry of 
the enemy have just been noticed on the Dover Road, threatening 
our left front. Why dii you not tell us they were coming ? 

But of course, as we have already said, when the hour arrives 
everything will be in perfect working order. It is to be hoped that 
there will be a supplement arr signal to be used in cases of extreme 
emergency, to decide promptly a line of action where two courses are 
open for adoption. It might signify “ Toss up.” 


Hursery Rhyme for the New Woman. 

{When Literary^ 

I HAP a brutal husband, as is our sex’s doom, 

I put him in a problem-novel ; then I made it boom ! 

I bought a httie “ Log 7 roller ” who twaddled up and down. 
Discovered it, and slavered it, and made it take the town. 
But meaner beauties of my sex declared I wore blue hose, 
And at my Gospel of Revolt cocked each a pretty nose. 


"THE RIVALS AT THE A. D. C. 

Once again I salute you, oh actors of the Cambridge A. D. C., and 
congratulate you on your rendering of The Rivals — ^no mean task for 
a body of amateur actors. Specially do I note the admirably and 
grotesquely 
humorous im- 
personation of 
MrSi Mala^ 
prop by Mr. 

R. A. Austen 
Leigh. Willj 
the elaborate 
WOdean para- 
doxes have to 
a future gene- 
ration thei 
freshness and 
the laughter- 
pro voting 
qualities of 
Mrs, Mala-- 
pro p's d e- 
rangements? 

I doubt it. At , 

Cambridge the^ 
other day I saw 
a learned Doc- 
tor of Letters 
iu convulsions 
over the Mala- 
propian salUes. 

Will a Doctor 
of Letters to- 
wards the end 
of the next 
centoybeseen 
to smile over 
Oscar’s inver- 
sions ? Mr. R. 

BALEOijRmade 
an excellent 

Boh ^ Acres, — 

broad in his characterisation, self-possessed and clear. I should 
however, a trifie too smart and modish in dress. 
Mr. Geizie was very effective in the rages of Bir Anthony, and Mr. 
VVatson played well as Jach Absolute, Admirable, too, was the Fag 
ot Mr. Talbot. The leading ladies were, as usual, miracles of curls 
and divine complexions. Yet did their voices and their hands bewray 
them. We were fortunately spared the gloomy maunderings ol 
Juka and xaulkland, “ Hearty congratters,” as they Ssay at the 
sister university. A Vagrant. 

Her Puzzle. — “ I recollect,” quoth Mrs. R., “a sort of riddle that 
used to puzzle me when I was a child, and I can’t say I quite see the 
an^er now. It is this : ‘ If Dick’s uncle is m’s son, what lation 
is Dick to John ? ’ ” 

“The Right Mah in the Wrong Place.”— Lahbt, M.P., n 
the Umomst Lobby, Monday, February 18. 
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Son of Toil Ow YUS, me an* my Missus gits on ft7ST*clobss tergither, Sib, 
Keg’LAR chummy, we ore. I TELLS ’BB EVERYTHIHK I” 

ThilcmthropisL ‘*Eveb tell her a Lie?*’ 

SonofToU. Tells ’eb everythink, I tell yer I” 


THE ADVISABILITY OF NOT BEINC 
BROUGHT UP IN A HANDBAG. 

A Trivial Tragedy por 'W'ondbrpul People. 
{Bragmmt fovmd between the St, James's and 
Haymarlcet Theatres*) 

Aunt Augusta {an Aunt), 

■ ■ Cousin Cicely (a Ward), 

Axgt (a Flutter]pate), 

Dobxan {a Button-hole), 

The Luee oe Berwick. 

Time — The other day. The Scene is in a 
garden^ and begins and ends with rela- 
tions, 

Algy {eating cucuniber-sandmches). Do 
you know, Aunt Augusta, I am afraid I 
stall not be able to come to yonr dinner to- 
night, after all. My friend Bunbuey has 
had a relapse, and my place is by his side. 

Aunt Augusta (drinking tea). Really, 
Algy ! It wiU put’ my table out dreadfully. 
And who will arrange my music ? 

Dorian, I will arrange your music. Aunt 
Augusta. I know all about music. I have 
an extraordinary collection of musical instru- 
ments. 'I give curious concerts every Wed- 
nesday^ in a long latticed room, where wild 
gipsies ‘tear mad music from little ’'zithers. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted from the Diary of Toby, M.P, 

House of Commons^ Monday^ February 18. 
—Debate on Address finished at last. Been | 
on the whole dreary business. Instead of i 
sharp roar of honest artillery from Opposilion j 
camp at opening of campaign, series of squibs | 
popped off ; some of them damp. ISFovel idea j 
at commeucement of new Session for Opposi- 
tion chiefs to lurk in the wood armed with ' 
blunderbusses, watching efforts of lesser vil- ! 
lains to waylay and murder Ministers, they 
coming on scene when these efforts been 
repulsed. Novel, but on whole not so suc- 
cessful that we are likely to see repetition. 

Odd thing is that in. series of divisions 
Government had nearest squeak: on motion 
for the Closure. S. Woods had amendment 
on paper ; wanted to have debate adjourned 
so that another day might be appropriated 
for bis use ; SquiRE OE Malwood thought 
really been enongh talk round Address, 
Moved closnre. Woods and two or three 
other good Radicals go into Lobby against 


and I have brown Algerians who beat mono- 
tonously upon copper drums. Besides, I have 
set myself to music. And it has not marred 
me. 1 am still the same. More so, if anvthing. 

Cicely, Shall you like dining at Willis’s 
with Mr. Dorian to-night. Cousin Algy ? 

Algy (evasively). It ’s much nicer being here 
with you, Cousin Cicely. 

Aunt Augusta, Sweet child! I see distinct 
social probatoties in her profile, ^ Mr, Dorian 
has a beautiful nature. And it is such a 
hlessiug to think that he was not brought up 
in a handbag, like so many young men of 
the present day. 

Algy, It is such a blessing. Aunt Augusta, 
that a woman always grows exactly like her 
aunt. It is such a curse that a man never 
grows exactly like his uncle. It is the 
greatest tragedy of modem life, 

Dorian, To be really modem one should 
have no soul. To he really mediseval one should 

have no cigarettes. To he reaRy Greek 

[TAa Duke of Berwick rises in a marked 
manner^ and leaves the garden. 

Cicely (writes Sn her diary,, and then reads 
ahud dreamily), “The Duke of Berwick 
rose in a marked manner, and left the garden. 
The weather contmues charming.” .... 


by eight votes. 

“Yes,” said the Squire op Malwood as we 
walked home together, after last division, “it 
is not exactly encouraging. But what dis- 
tresses me most is the way some of our fellows 
talk about Rosebeby. TJsed to be old con- 
stitutional maxim that the King can do no 
wroDg. Modem reading on our side is that 
Premier can do no right. Speeches like 
Dilkb’s to-night hurt me more than anything 
else.” This conversation foDowed close on 
one I had earlier in day with the noble lord, 

“How’s the Squire looking?” he asked, 
aimously. “ Bearing np I trust, against the 
fatigues of a thankless task. What a few of 
our men say about me not Hie slightest con- 
sequence. Passes over me like fiuttering of 
idle wind. Bmow aH about it. Could, an’ I 
would, describe animating motive in each 
case. What cuts me to the heart is their 
treatment of the Squire. He manages admir- 
ably. Spares no labour ; makes no mistake. 
Yet whenever some men returned to support 
us are not permitted to tahe in own hands . 
direction of public business, they go over to 
the enemy. Great blessing the Squire is 
endowed by nature with angelic temper. 
Otherwise, when this sort of things happens, 
he would chuck up the whole business, and 
tell malcontents and deserters to manage 
matters for themselves.” 

So nice to have this state of things existing. 
Sufferers in common aflBdction, each thinks 
only of the other. Bminess done , — ^Address 
agreed to after ten days talk. 

Tuesday Night,— ’Siyerg prospect of quiet 
evening, even talk of count out. After spend- 
ing our nights and days with Address during; 
last fortnight, small wonder if the hearts of 
Members, untravelled, fondly tnrn to home. 
Diversion created by appearance on scene of 
Howard Yincent. Got up in extraordinary 
fashion. Round his waist a belt, in which 
slxmg miscellaneous assortment of brushes 
and other articles of domestic use. Pendent 
were hair brushes, hat brushes, tooth brushes, 
boot brushes (with case in solid leather), 
whisk brooms, carpet sweepers, wall brushes, 
chimney-sweeping machine (with whalebone 
head and chimney cloth), deck scrubbers, 
one Venetian blind- duster, feather brushes 
(eight feet long with jointed handles), fioor 
polishers, hearm brumes (white hair and 
black), lamp brushes, and one hair waver 
patent for producing in a few minutes, 
without the use of heated irons, a natural 
wavy appearance in the hair. (Frank 
Lockwood much interested in this.) 
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Other hni^-hes peeped out^ £rom ^ every 
pocket save th'^sel at coat-tails, which, as 
h^g more!roomy,'’were reserved for sp^- 

mexLs of filters, fish-kettles, hread-platters, ^ 

revojv^ hoot-cleaners, OT>^iiiiens of boxes 
in which eggs may be safely sent through 

the parcel-post, and a lemon-squash stand ^ 

(oak and nickel moimts complet«, with four ^ 

tumblers, corkscrew, lemon-knife, and glass 
sugar basin). , ^ 

‘‘Been to a b^aar?” I asked; ‘ or BB 

are you going to give up military pursuits, j|flg 

and set up a stall somewhere on your own 
account?” 

“No, Toby,” said the Colonel, severely , 

— “would you just hitch round the' handle 
of that frying-pan ? Thank you ; it might 
get in Babtley’s way whilst I am address- 

ing the House— these few things you see Jk 1 

only partially concealed about my person I 

are the result of the labours of convicts and ^ J 

felons working in foreign prisons. A Hov- .1 

ernment lost to all sense of public duty 
permits their free importation, to the detri- 
ment of honest British workman. You’d 
better stop and hear me broil Bryce.” 

Ck)lonel walked off with curious clatter, K|M ^ 

much more effective than the spurs he 
wears on field days with the Q^ueen’s West- 
minster Yolunteers. Most interesting lee- 
ture, occasionally marred by Colonel, ffi. ‘S 

intending at particular point to produce a , Bj; . ! 1 

blacking-bruim, fishing forth from his mis- llj ■ jj 

cellaneous store a plated biscuit-box. But ' 

the moral all the same. The articles all / 

made in Germany or elsewhere on Conti- 
nent. Bryce glad to get out of difficulty 
by offering Committee. 

Business cfone.— Motion carried for re- Colonel Howard Vincent 
striotiott of foreign prison-made goods. and has a brush 

Thursday Afternoon, — “Hist I” said Sir Henry James to 
Joey 0. “ A word in thine ear. Prince Arthur away to-night ; 


x: 






ground clear ; suppose we ocoupv it ? show 
Prince Arthur now we would manage 
business, and let the Markiss see that 
there are statesmen other than those who 
N ^ h'kil from Hatfield and its dependencies. 
Here’s this import duty added on British 
yam entering India. Lancashire members 
^ 1 about it. Don’t know much on sub- 

ject myself, but can do simple rule in 
. arithmetic. If we can detach seven or 

eight Lancashire Liberals and put on all 
* forces, the Government must go. Think 

pleasant for Prince Arthur, sitting 
fflw ■PvS? ^ water and his head out 

window, to hear the tramp of our 
messenger along Carlton House Terrace 
bringing news that Government is out. If 
we’d only time we might hire man with 
wooden-leg, like the party in Treasure 
‘ 1l J ^ Island^ wasn’t it? Sound of wooden-leg 

MTr. tramping along silent broadway where 

; JK Prince Arthur lives, and is just now 

Uii) nursing his cold, would be most dramatic. 

a mere detail. Thing is this, Indian 
cotton business is so much gun-cotton for 
Government ; I apply torch ; up they go — 
Harcourt, Fowier, AsquiTH (who was so 
'' w ^ other night), and the rest of 

. them. What do yon think r ” 

Joey C. is sly, de-vilish sly; said no- 
' ’* thing. But he winked, 
mu A " Henry James knew that, all was well. 

fKft Friday^ 12.10 A.M. — Not quite so well as 

it looked when House met at three o’clock 
yesterday afternoon. Ministerialists then 
in state of trepidation ; Ministers assuming , 
ail of resignation. Odds distinctly in favour 
• V . J* X- of defeat of Government. Henry Fowler. 
brisUea with mdignatiou, formally recognising situation, had declared 
with the enemy, prepared for the worst. Some- 

how things got mixed j explosion took place as arranged ; gun- 
cotton went on with genial roar ; but it was Henry James blown 
into the air, and with him Joey C. 109 Members mustered under 
new Opposition Leadership ; 304 going with Ministers. Majority, 195. 

Glad I didn’t engage the messenger with a wooden leg,” said 
Henry J ames with deepened gloom . ‘ ‘ Awful to have a man of that 
kind going stamping through a quiet thoroughfare in the dead of the 
night carrying news of Government majoritv of a trifie under 200. 
Wish Prince ^thur would stick to his post and not take colds at 
such iuconvenient seasons.” Business done, — Henry Jambs and 
J OEY C. go out to shear and come back shorn. 

Friday, 8 R.M. — ^House counted out. Members gone home in state 
of hair-bristling perturbation. Brunner brought under notice of 
Speaxbr circumstances attendant upon mysterious disappearance of 
Joey C. last night. When House cleared for division on James’s 
motion, J OE seen to leave and go into Lobby. Thereafter all trace lost 
of him. Name does not appear in division list. Witnesses report 
he was seen endeavouring to induce Serjeant- at- Arms to unlock 
door and *et him pass through. Serje\nt incorruptible, indexible. 
Joseph turned back and straightway lost to human ken. 

1 - ^ WiLERii) Lawson, “T used to be 

baffled by mquiry, ‘ Where was Moses when the candle went out ?’ 
That a pl^ proposition compared with this new one, ‘ Where was 
Joseph whpn the division was taken?’ ” House faced by mystery 
could uot..set itsdf down to business. Something uncanny about the 
place. Accordingly got itself counted out at eight o’clock. Business 
done, — Secmd reading of London Waterworks Bill carried. 


bristles with indignation, 
with the enemy. 













Darink Act of attempted Incendiarism ;*^or, ** The Light that failed.” 
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TALL TALES OF SPORT AND ADVENTURE. 

I.— THE PINK HIPPOPOTAMUS, (continubd.) 


At the moment of whieli I am speahins: I was at the top of one of 
these enrves, andJI calculated tlmt, with Inck, I should just he able. 


Far below lay the globe like huge ball of glowing lifht, on my doTOward "course, to’ clear the western gate of the city, and 
patched here and there with^ dark tracts, and^tersected with lines then, haying come to within^a’few feet of the ground, I should speed 


brighter than the surrounding 
brightness. That was my goal. 

But here I was still swiftlv 
soaring from it. Oh, if 1 could 
but change my direction; for 
such was the stiU unexhausted 
force of the momentum acquired 
by the explosion that I tnew I 
should not drop down for many 
a long day. If I could only 
I manage to speed diagonally 
. down towards the earth, I cal- 
culated that I could take ad- 
vantage of the waves of the air ^ 
to move in a kind of switchback 
fashion towards the earth, and 
possibly, as I neared the ground, 

I might either hook myself on 
to some tall tree or plunge into 
a i;iver or an ocean and save 
myself by my unequalled powers 
of swimming. And here a 
sudden thought struck me. In 
life I had respected the Ayah, 
blit now she was dead and was 
far beyond the possibility of 
feeling, I do not say of resent- 
ing, a discoui-teous action. Time 
was slixming awav; the earth 
was visibly dimmishing; the 
moment for action had come. 

Slowly and with determination 
I drew up my right leg, and 
letting it out backwards with 
the force of a Nasmyth hammer, 
delivered my foot full against 



upward again and onward 
Heaven knows whither. In a 
dash it occurred to me that if 
GIandeedown was ready at his 
appointed post beyond the gate, 

I might in passing be able to 
seize him and hear him with 
me in my wild flight. I pulled 
out my watch. The hands 
pointed to five minutes past 
twelve, and as we had^ fixed 
midnight for our meeting, I 
knew that my henchman, the 
|. very soul of punctuality, would 
ffbe at the rendezvous. Yes, 
there was the faithful old fel- 
low, armed and provisioned to 
the teeth, standing stohdly as 
was his custom, apparently 
paying but little attention to 
' anything that was going on 
around and about him. With 
^ a rush and a swoop I was upon 
, him. I stretched out my hand, 

. and, as I passed, took a full 
and powerful grip of the collar 
of his coat, wrenched him from 
the ground, and thus accom- 
panied went serpentining on- | 
wards into the unknown. | 

^ I am bound to say that when 
his first surprise was over the 
old warrior took it uncommonly 
welL His was never an inqui- 
sitive mind. Like all who were 
brought into contact with me, 
he had an unswerving faith in 
my genius. “ If Wilbrahak 
says so, it must be so, and 
there ’s an end of the matter,” 


delivered my foot full against f ^ brought into contact with me, 

the body of the Ayah. Every- * ^ unswerving faith in 

thing happened as I had anti- my genius. “ If Wilbrahak 

oipated. There was a d^ and . “ Witli a rush and a swo^p I was upon him.” 2?;^® ^^ 44 -^ » 

melancholy thud as the lifeless ~ ^ there A an end of the matter,” 

body went off at its involuntary tangent, while I flew sidelong and was one of bis commonest sayings, never more justified than on the 
in a downward direction, my whole course being changed by the occasion of which I am now speaMng. 
impetus of the kick. “ Have you the pemmiean r ” I asked him. — “ I have.” 

How long I flew like this I know not. At such a crisis moments “ And the solidified beef-tea ? ” — “ In my left pocket.” 
are centuries. After a time I re-opened eyes and looked about “ And the combined boiler and cooking range ? ” 
me. "V^erewasI? Could it be? Yes— no— and yes again. All “ Slung on my back.” 


-“I have.” 


How long I flew like this I know not. At such a crisis moments “ And the solidified beef-tea ? ” — “ In my left pocket.” 

are centuries. After a time I re-opened eyes and looked about “ And the combined boiler and cooking range ? ” 
me. "V^erewasI? Could it be? Yes— no— and yes again. All “ Slung on my back.” 

that I saw was familiar. The towers, the cupolas, the domes, the “And the patent portable mule-cart with adjustable tram-lines?” 

minarets, the battlements— all these I had seen oefore. Scarcely two “ Attached to my belt.”— “ And the ? ” 

hundred yards below me lay the Diamond City from which I had that What I was going to say I cannot remember, for at this moment 


very night ascended. there was a crash of glass, we both struck violently against some 

I ought to explain that, as I had expected, partly owing to the hard surface, rebounded, fell, and lay perfectly still. In a minute 
well-known laws of gravitation, partly owing to the celebrated air- or two I recovered from the shock, and looked about me. We were 
wave theory, first propounded by my friend, Dr. Hasewjtz, Regius lying in the manger of the Finh Hippopotamus ! {To le conid,') 


IRISH ASTRONOMY. 

Sir Robert Ball, recently delivering a 
lecture (bv request) under tie above title, 
admitted that ne did not quite know what* it 
meant, as he did not suppose Irish astronomy 
was different from that of other nations. Isn’t 
it bejabers? Judging by parity of reasoning, 
we can imagtoe that Irish astronomy may 'be 
as sui generis as are Irish politics. It is pro- 
bably unusually nebulous, and characterised 
by the revolution of suns round their satel- 
lites, and the prevalence of excentric comets 
and shoot iog stars. Had Addison had it in 
mind, he would probably have written his 
celebrated hymn somewhat as follows : — . , 

The spaycious firmament on hoigh, 

And iSl the green Hibernian skoy. 

And wrangling hivens a foighting frame. 


The reign of chaos do proclaim. ^ 

What though the ‘‘stars” do shome — and 
squall, 

And on each other’s orbits fall! 

What though no order, stable, sound. 

Amidst those jarring sphayres be foundl 


Onraison there doth loud rejoice. 

At hearing echoed her ovm voice ; 

For iver shouting as they shoine, 

Our hiven ’s a Ddnny brook divoine 

THE AKCHITEOT* TO HIS WIPE. 

I POETISE seldom or never, 

As a rule I am not such an ass ; 

I handle a metre scarce ever. 

Unless it ’s connected with gas. 

But once I was tempted to stray, dear, 

In the realms of the Muses above, 

And in somewhat professional way, dear. 
To sing the delights of my love. 

I thonght of you, sweet my Drusella, 

As the daintiest lot in the land, 

The prettiest fairy-like viUa 
That ever an architect planned. 

You offered attractions unnumbered. 

Your aspect was sunny and bright, 

And my fancies ran wild, when I slum- 
bered, 

Depicting the charms of your site. 


I think I shall never forget, love, ^ 

How I called with an order to view ; 

You were empty, and stiU “ To be Let,” love. 
And I was untenanted too. 

I stocked you ; I saw that we stood, love, 
On mutual^ suitable spots, 

And I swore I would do wbat I could, love, 
To try to unite the two lots. 

I cautiously mooted the question. 

And great was my rapture to find 
That my timidly-ventured suggestion 
Was not qnite averse to your mind. 

I therefore grew bold and took heart, love, 
The business was promptly despatched. 
We no longer stood coldly apart, love. 

For lo, we were closely attached. 

’Tislong since this hajjpened, and now, love, 
Folk see us so happily matched, 

They are ready to promise and vow, love, 
We never were semi-detached. 

Two beings were never so blended. 

They say we conld never he twain — 
Well, so let it be, till life’s ended. 

And one let us ever remain ! 


VOL. cvm. 
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“ANIMAL SPIRITS” 

No. VI.-— The Geeat Ceicket MATcaet. “England f. Afstealia.” UMPraES, the Two Wombats. 


THE SECOND MOUNT; 

Oe, The New “ Galloping Sqxtiee” aot the Ieish Geoom. 

Galloping Squire {of the St Stephen's Sunt) . S-E W. H-ec-et. 

Irish Groom J-hn M-el-t, 

Welsh Horse D-s-st-bi-shm-nt. 

Irish Horse , L-nd B-IX. 

Galloping Squire {pounding along). Pouf ! Pretty heavy g^oing I 
This country doesn’t seem to be wnat it was when I was younger, 
and rayther a lighter weight, in old Huntsman days. 

Laudator temports actif Well, perhans so — ^perhaps so. Still, 
neither meets nor mounts strike me as being quite up to the old 
form. Some of our new men have the maimers of a eneeky young 
chawbacon on a gate. That hard rider from the Midlands, for 
instance I Most of our new mounts lack the blood and pace oi the 
horses of old times. This wee<^ Welsh crock for example I “ Ttiin 
up, ye hugly brute ! ” as John Leech’s huntsman put it, Ak ! when 
Old Will took us across the Stone- Wall Country in ’69 and ’70, hunt- 
ing was hunting, horses were horses— yes, and gentlemen of the hunt 
were gentlemen ! Now, what with mixed fields, cocktail crocks, and 
false scents, the sport’s no longer a sport for— persons of Plantagenet 
descent and patrician instincts. 

However, Taffy answers gamely enough to ^ur and whipcord. 
Considering my weight and— well, other difficulties, the weedy- 
looking nag, is going fairly well. Fancy he’ll hold out to the crest 
of the hni vender, where I think I see Jack Moeley with my second 
mount. Kim up ! Yes, there ’s Jack, with the Irish horse he thinks 
so much of, and takes such pains with. Humph ! Bit tired of Irish 
mounts myself, though mustn’t mention it to Jack. ’Twas Irish 
horses brought Old Billy his biggest croppers after aU, though Ac, 
too, was wondrous sweet on ’em. Prefer a mount from the stable of 
the Predominant Partner, myself, if I might have my choice— which 
I mustn’t— worse luck ! Good old Budget strain my fancy ! Not 
over fast, perhaps, but first-rate weight-carriers, and always in 
at the death— or the Death Duties, as I might say, if on a Derby 
platform instead of a Welsh pigskin. Ha ! ha 1 ha I 

Yes, Taffy will hold on to the top of the Mil— (First Beading 
Point)— and then for a “quick-change” to the Irish horse. If I 
don’t lose time, and have ordinary luck, the two will carry me 
through, ridden alternately. 

Irish Groom {meditating), Ahj here comes the Guv’nor, pounding 
away on Taffy, Glad to catch sight o’ me and Baddy, I ’ll warrant. 
He’s taken about the last ounce out o* the Welsh ’un, if I’m any 
judge. Rides a bit lumpy, the Guv’nor does, nowadays, though Ms 


pluck’s as good as ever, I must say. Well, we ’re ready for hSin, the 
Irish horse and me, fit as a fiddle, and groomed to a hair, though 1 say 
it as shouldn’t, p’raps. Come along, my new incarnation of good old 
Whyte-Melville’s “ Galloping Squire.” {Sings,) 


The Galloping Squire to the saddle has got, 

That saddle a heavier weight has ne’er borne" ; 

From Ms stable he ’s drafted the pick of Ms lot, 

(Two nags by Ms enemies held in foul scorn,) 

One Welsh, t’other Irish ; both likely to tire. 

I must trust to these two ! says our Galloping Squire. 

He takes the Welsh horse by the' head, and he sails 
O’er tMs crossest o’ countries, all ear and all eye. 

He takes as they comeMgh banks, fences, and rails ; 

The cramped.ones he ’ll creep, and the fair ones he ’ll fiy. 
It ’s a miahty queer place that will put in the mire 
That artriil old horseman, our (galloping Squire, 

A fast forty minutes of run and of race, 

And he ’s glad of a change, as indeed are we all. 

The two he must ride are not gluttons for pace, 

Still, the slow need not stop, and the weak may not fall. 
His second mount ’s here. He may puff and perspire, 
r Galloping Squire I 


His second mount ’s here. He may puff and per* 
But he’s game to go on, is our Galloping Squire I 


Gallomna Squire {coming up and prep'^^ring'^io change m'^unts). 
Pouf ! Oh r here you are, Jack I Sharp ’s the wor 1 1 (ituck change, 
and on we go again ! The Welsh horse has carried me better than 1 
expected, though I’ve had to bustle him along, and he’s a bit 
blown. [^Changes mounts smartly, 

Irish Groom, That ’s right. Squire. The Welsh ’un hasn’t done so 
badly, but I think you ’ll find the Irish ’un fit as a fiddle. The^e 

Irish horses Ah I he ’s ofi. {Looking after him, as he takes the 

bridle of “ Taffy,) Well, he’ll do his best, beaten or not, blowed if 
he won’t I Goes well, too, he does, for an old ’un ! Hope Baddy ’ll 
pull him through to the end o’ the run. {Sings,) 

“ And long may it be ere he ’s forced to retire, 

For we breed very few like our Galloping Squire 1 ” 

{Leads off “ The Welsh ^un "^^for the present. 


No Ceops this Yeae i ! — k startling announcement, founded upon 
the new rule of the Kennel Club, to the effect that after March no 
crop-eared dog can win one of the K, C. prizes. “ Hodray I ” quoth 
the dogs. “ Fun ears and no crops I ” 
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SdUor of I/ifhellous Sag {who has just received a terrific hvi well-deserved hick), ‘*Dud Yotr 


Colond McMwrder, “ Yis, 01 DUi), yott thxjkdeein* villain 1 ” 

SdUor, “Oh, very well, thot *s all roj&bt. Oi t’otight it moight av been wan o* 

THIM PRAC-TA-OLE JOKES 1 ” . 


THE INTERVIEWER'S VADE MECUM. 

^ Question, What is the object of an. inter- 
viewer ? 

Answer, To show the merit of his work at 
the expense of the interviewed. 

Q, Is there any choice in selecting a sub- 
ject P 

A, Very little, all that is necessary is that 
^e name at the head of the article shah be 
fairly famihar to the p^eneral reader, 

Q, Need the interviewer record the history 
of the interviewed ? 

A, No ; nnless matter grows short and the 
exploits of the hero are required for padding. 

Q, But have not those exploits made the 
hero famous ? 

aJidoouseqnently they have become 
“old matter.” To be interesting, details, if 
frivolous, must be up to date. 

Q, Which would be the better copy — an 
account of the subject s most successful cam- 
paign, or a description of his wardrobe ? 

A, Undoubtedly the latter. The exploits 
wul certainly have been described a score of 
times, but a list of coats, hats and neckties 
will probably have the <diarm of novelty. 

^ Q, Then vou would not value your sub- 
ject's diary r 


A, Not if it merely recorded his public life. 
In such a case it wuuld be distinctly less 
interesting than his butcher’s book, 

Q, Are the surroundings of a hero of 
moment ? 

A, Certmnlv, if tiiey are little known. 
The back yard of the greatest poet becomes | 
a spot full of interest if it has hitherto 
escaped description. 

Q. Then a poet's staircase is more memor- 
able than his stanzas ? 

A, Certainly ; and the warrior’s umbrella- 
st^d than the record of his battles — a 
pMlosopher’s overcoat than the tale of his 
sei+*ntinc discoveries. 

, Q. If the interviewed has a dog or a oat, 
18 It advisable to refer to the fact ? 

A, Assuredly, and such a reference should 
run to the length of half a dozen pages, 
possibly a couple of iUustrations, 

Q. But surely the interviewed must sacri- 
fice a fair amount of time to the interviewer ? 

A, Q,uite so but the obligation is mtltual. 

Q. And yet it is only the interviewer gets 
a reward? ; 

-4. In money. But then the interviewed 
has his advertisement. < 

Q, Is such an advertisement very valu- 
able? , 


A, If the account is published at the com- 
mencement of the season it may convert the 
subject into a Society Bon. 

. Q, And what are the advantages enjoyed 
by such a creature ? 

A, Invitations to dinners, dances, and at 
homes, from all-but-perfect strangers— for a 
while. 

Q. And what follow ? 

A. Beaction and forgetfulness. 

Q, It seems that to be interviewed is not 
permanently beneficial to the subject ? 

A, Oi course not ; but that is a matter of 
small importance to the interviewer. 

Q, Then what advantage does the latter 
obtain at the cost of the former ? 

4. That is a question that can best be 
answered by reference to the ledgers of the 
publishers. 

. Q. Why should npt the interviewed turn 
the tables upon their visitors and become the 
interviewers ? 

A, Because an interviewer is seldom of suf- 
ficient importance to undergo the operation. 

Q, Is there any other reason ? 

A, Certainly ; and a most important one. 
If the interviewisr became the interviewed, 
from the latter’s point of view it wouldn’t 
pay. 


MARCH THOUGHT. 

{An After-thawt,) 

Martiis quid agam Kalendisf 
First thing the broken p pes to mend is. 
The leek upon St. David’s day 
Fltjellbn’s doughty kin display, 

But England, fraught with cans and pails, 
This March is all at one with Wales. 
While plumbers play their hide-and-seek 
We all must grin and bear the leak. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Since it first Bfted its tall head, “like a 
buUy,” as Pope rudely put it, the London 
Monument has been much looked at. If it is 
not to be superseded amid the sights of 
London, it is time it be- 
gan to look out for itself. 

A rival has been creep- 
iug up year after year^in 
the bulky volume known 
as Burdettes Official In- 
telligence, The volume 
just out bears the record 
Fourteenth Year — a 
mere child in point of 
age, but a prodigy ot 
colossal size and almost 
supernatural know- 
ledge. It is perhaps 
quite an accident that 
the pages run up to 
1899, But the fact is 
fresh testimony to the 
jin de siecle character of 
the work. Persons about to marry would, 
my Baronite says, find it a nice start in the 
way of furnishing a Bbrary, In emergency, 
it would serve as a dining-table, a footstool, 
R four-post bedstead, or lif the pages were 
cut out and distributed as tracts in the Citv) 
the binding might be rebuilt to form a spar« 
bedroom. Just the book to take dovm with 
you to Brighton, or up the river on some 
of those sunny days we hope are coming. 
Crammed full of information from cover to 
cover. What Burdettes Intelligence does not 
know about financial affairs and Stock Ex- 
change busmess would make a ve^ small 
book. The Baron pe B.-W. 


“rTHB Niger Company.”— Christy Min- 
strels. 
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THE PLEASURES OP TEATEL. 

{By Ane thai has Tcmt them.) 

^Tis a great thing, the Traivel ! I ’ll thank ye tae jBnd 
Its equal for openin’ the poors o’ the mind. 

It mak’s a man polished, an’ gies him, ye ken, 

Sic a graun’ cosmypoUitan knowledge o’ men 1 

I ne’er was a stay-at-hame eallant aTa, 

I aye must he rantin’ an’ roamin’ awa’. 

An’ far hae I wandered an’ muckle hae seen 
0’ the ways o’ the warl’ wi’ ma vara ain een. 

• I’ve been tae Kingskettle wi’ 'Wuiltb an’ 
Jeakes, 

^ veesited Anster an’ Elie an’ Wemyss, 

Kirkca’dy an’ Cupar an’ 

^ An’ I aince was awa’ tae Dundee wi’ the rail. 

Losh me, Sir ! -'The wunnerfu’ things that I saw I 
The kirks wi’ their steeples, sae bonny an’ braw. 

An’ publics whauiiver ye turned wi’ yer ee — 

’Tis jist a complete eddication, Dundee ! 

Theerjs streets—be the hunner ! An’ shops be the score ! 
Theer’s bakers an’ grocers an’ fleshers galore! 

An’ nuUiners’ winders a’ flauntin’ awa’ 

Wi’ the last o’ the fashions frae Lunnon an’ a’. 

An’ eh, sic a thrang, Sir ! I saw in a minnit 
Mair folk than the toun o’ Kinghorn will hae in it ! 

I wadna hae thocht that the hail o’ creation 
Oocdd boast at ae time sic a vast population 1 

Ma word, Sir I It gars ye clap haun’ tae yer broo 
An’ wunner what ’s Providence after the noo 
That he lets sic a swarm o’ they cratur’s be bom 
Wham naebody kens aboot here in Kinghom. 

What ?— Leeberal minded ?— Ye canna but be 
When ye ’ve had sic a graun’ eddication as me. 

For oh, theer is naethin’ like traivel, ye ken, 

For growin’ acquent wi’ the natur’ o’ men. 


ADVEETISEMENT EXTEAGEDINAET. 

To the Editor of ‘‘PiwicA-.” 

Sir,— W e thinkiit qur duty to caD your attention to the appearance 
of a book that otherwise would have possibly entirely escaped your 
attention. It is called A Neglected Incident i in a Company* s 
Career^ It is written by a gentleman with a name of historical 

t importance, and contains, amongst other invitii^ 
matter, several letters from the author to his 
illustrious ancestor. It is full of the most in- 
teresting stories, although its accuracy is scarcely 
unimpeachable. As some of the Mes are not 
entirely laudatory of the Company with which we 
had the honour once to be connected, we beg^tO' 
lay our case before you. 

We have approached the writer of the book, 
and asked him to withdraw it. We have not 
obtained a satisfactory answer. We have also 
appealed to the publisher of the book (whose name 
we would give m full if we did not think that 
you might editorially suppress it, as there is a 
column set apart in ^another portion of your issue for hook adver- 
tisements), and he, too, has not seen his way to rendering us any 
assistance. He has referred us to the j^author, who still leaves us 
without a remedy. 

However, the publisher (with whom we cannot absolutely agree) i 
makes a suggestion which seems to us m every way admirable. As 
it jis our wisn to cause A Neglected Incident in a Company's Career 
to be as little circulated as possible, he proposes that we should write 
a djoint letter to all the leading London papers, setting forth the 
highly interesting character of its contents. This we are now doing, 
as you win see from this communication. 

Yours truly, {Signed) Benjatsccn Brown. ) t 

Jomr Jones. J 

Baxph Robinson. ; 

P.S.—It is unnecessary to state, after the above ingenious 

explanation and gfatui^us advertisement, that it is highly probable 
that A Neglected Incident in a Compands Career ^ once possibly 
little re|Ld, may now be obtained at every respectable circulating 
library in town or the country. 
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“IS IT POSSIBLE?” 

GooHdenheim of London {to Mr. Beauchamp S, Potts of New 
Torh). “How tott tink that you can alvays aiiSO tell an 
Englishman in America. I tell you dat is a gread mistake. 
I vAss Dree Monts in the Unidei) StadbS) and dere vaen't 
One Man‘ DAT guessed I VAS an Englishman! ” 


. . A HOPELESS CASE. 

Of liteorary pleasures, my first and chief delight. 

Was to read the thrilling serials our deft romancers write, 

Tg follow ujp each hero to the altar from his teens, 

By readir^ each instalment in the monthly magazines. 

The system answered splendidly Awhile 
magazines were few, 

But journal follows journal how, review 
succeeds review ; 

And when the monthly parcel I have 
carefully perused, [confused I 

Alas, I find the characters are woefully 

They follow me about by day, at night 
they haunt me still, 

A hero out from Longman* s weds a lady 
from Cornhill ; 

A vDlain from Belgravia^ who a burglary 
has planned, [the Strand. 


has planned, [the Strand. 

Is suddenly arrested' hy detectives from 

I hear a stalwart warrior from one of Weyman’s plots 
Engaged in Dolly dialogues with Mary dueen of Boots ; 

And persons in the Argosy for gold in JSarpePs toiL 
Or interview physicians brought to light hy Conan Doyle. 

Hot only in the fiction, too, I find my fancy trip. 

The Idlers’ Club are gathered at the Sign that hears a Ship, 
While BiacJcwood's sober chronicler in quite a flippant way 
Discusses “ Without Prejudice^’ the topics of the day. 

AnAsp”, ‘although my intellect is reasonably strong, 

It w^Jiqt hear the strain of this hewildermeht for long ; 
Please ca^e upon my tombstone when I quit,t en^egtrial scenes, 
*^H^^^s a man who perished from too magazines ! ” 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDON C HARIYARI. 


[March 9 , 1695 . 










DISTURBED! 

[“The (Turkish) soldiers then oame and pro- 
mised the protection of the Iniperifi.1 troops to all 
who Aould lay down anas, and seek refuge in the 
Turkish camp. This offer was accepted by an 
Armenian clergyman on behalf of 360 persons of 
all ages and Doth sejces. The Turkish colonel 
ordered them to be provided with supper along 
with the soldiers, and then at night had them 
escorted to a distance jhom camp, where they were 
despatched and thrown into a hstTge pit, dead and 
together.”-— from Mouthy of Daily 
Teieyraph^s Special Correapondmt^ on the Armenian 
Atrocities,'] 

^ [“The hyaena’s aspect is repulsive. Malign, 
inexorable, and untameably savage, its eyes shine 
like lucifers in the dark night ; its stealthy, dusky 
form surprises us. It fears the light of day, and 
strangles what is weak and straying from the path. 
It mocks its prey with a laugh.” — The Booh of 
Ifature and of Man,] 

ITkch^ged, nnchangeahlej! A scourge 
Attila-like from a|[e to age ; 

. Wliat plea can Gluaity now urge 
T*or such immitigaWe rage ? 

No rest from ravin, no snrcease 
Of carnage? Yain it seems to ply 

Earth’s butcher, foe of love, home, peace 
With pleadings of humanity. 

Since words avail not, any more 
Than SAaiPSON’s withy-hands, to hind 

This worse than Erymanthian boar. 

This fell, fierce foe of humankind ; 

What use in wasting words ? The hand 
Of Hercules to cleanse and slay 

The monster scourges of the land 
Is needful in a newer day. 

Malign, inexorahle, untamed, 

This hoar hyaena of the East 


Out skill has scorned, onr wisdom shamed. 
Must the implacable, fierce beast 
Have room and verge for ravage still, 
XJnmenaced h:^ the hunter’s spear ; 

Blast the beginnings of goodwifl, 

Eill the fresh-budding waste with fear ? 

’Tis time, ’tis time I Incarnate crime, 
Embodied cruelty and lust^ 

Trampler in slanghter-sangmned slime, 
Mocker of loyalty and trust ; 

Derider of the human bond, 

Befouler of harbaric faith. 

Are there fanatics now so fond 
As to protest against thy scath ? 

Seeing thine old defenders turn, 

Sickened at that dread Death-Pit’s sight, 
And with just indignation hum. 

Sure the horizon bears a light, 

A blade-like beam of menace clear, 

Ty^g the brand of Nemesis. 

E’en Power’s panders well might fear 
To palliate such a scene as this. 


The treaoherons pact, the stabber s snare, 
The hutcher-orgie, that grim grave, 
Prom which fire would not purge the air, 
That was not hidden by lie wave ; 

The stealthy trick, the crawling He,— 
These stain the record. Can the Turk, 
For aU his age-leamt subtlety. 

Blot out the count of such black work. 

Justice win heed the faintest plea 
Even from blood-stained lip^ if tnith 
linger upon them ; hut must flee 
-All maundering and maudlin ruth, 

If this red record ’stablished stand. 

The stealthy prowler loves the night, 
But crouches at the threatening hand 
It glimpses in the hreaMng %ht. 


Disturbed ! Those shining furtive eyes 
Gtiance angrily askance— in fear I 
The women’s shrieks, the children’s cries, 
Which we in fancy still can hear, 

Left that hysena-heart unmoved ; 

But now a voice upon the air, — 

The same stem voice which Cain reijroved, — 
Frightens the ghoul in his dark lair ! 


THE UNEMPLOYED. 

An Appeal. 

We ’ ve got no work to do-o-o ! ^ | 

Our homes are cold as the wintry air. 
Ourstomachs areempty, hooho-o-o f hooho-o-o ! 
And like Mother Hubbard our cupboards 
are bare. [stout, 

We’re frozen out I Though our hearts are 
And we ’re full of industry, zeal and thrift ; 
There is not the chance of a job about, [drift. 

Through the hardened earth and the chilling 
We do not howl as we prowl the street, 

With ruddy faces and bodies plump : 

Our voices though dulled by the cold are 
sweet, [piimp. 

But the snow-spread lawn, and the frozen 
The ice-hound pond, and the highway hard, 
-AlTo all our foes. And no Union door. 

No Refuge warm is for m unbarred ; 

We, we are the helpless deserving poor : 

So Christians thoughtful, gentle and good, 
Warm by fire-side or snug in bed, 

Be sure your bounty, of broken food, 

For us on pathways and lawns is spread ; 
For we ’re poor, and hung:^, and frozen out. 

We may not thank you in eloquent words ; 
But litter your welcome largess about, 

And thougn cockney carols we cannot shout 
We’U gather on branch and on gutter-spont,' 
And ohirrap our thanks, we poor London 
Birds! a 
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F, Lachaday, Tiien lio-w 
do he expect to get a profit 
out of it?— that’s what 1 


want to year, 
F, Ky&m 


lyear. 


You’U 


THE FARMING OF THE FUTURE; 

Or, Whcd BrUish AgricMv/r^ ii iumi^ They might ha’ ^ven onr hoards a turn: but not they. Most o’ 

9^yrx?^j /»« /,♦* they Candidates <fid all their ’tisin’ wi& ruohbhy flags and balloons 

Fint Farmer {recc^nising Second Farmer), Why, ’tis Muster || F, Byemouth, Speakm’ o’ c[ueer ways o’ hadvertisin’, hev any 
Fbetwail,^ surelie ! ^dn’t see^ it was you afore. And how be * on ye set eyes on that farm o’ young FniULcniNE’s ? Banged li 
things gettin’ along with yow, Sir, eh? jiiver I see sech tomfool notions as he’s took up with in all my 

Farmer Fretwail {Ivguhriously), ’Mong the middlin’ s, Muster 1 lK>m days ! 

Lickadat; ’mong the middlin’s l Uothen doin’ just now— notheni F. Fretwail, Whv, what hev he bin iip to note, eh ? 

’tall! ^ j J?: Ryemeuth, Well, I thought I shud ha’ bust mysetf larfin’ 

Third Farm&r {enviously). Well, hevn’t no call fur to cry ' when I see it fust, Theer ain’t not n board nor a sky sign ; no, 
out, neighbour ! I see you’ve got a likely lot o’ noo ’oardins oomin’ nor yet a ’oarding, on the ’ole of his land ! , rm , 

up all along your nart o’ the F, Laehaday, Then how 

line, I wish mine wur arf do he exj>eet to get a profit 

as furrard, I know thet ! it?— that’s what 1 

F, Fretwail, Ah, them want to year. 

‘*Keep yer ’air on”’s, you F, Kyemouth, You’ll 

mean, ErBMOinH:. I don’t fl ’ardly cr^t it, neighbours, 

deny as they was lookin’ tidy but he’s been bnryin’ some 

enough a week back. But j c rr-~. o’ they furrin grains, boats 

just as I was maMn’ ready L, and barley, an’ I dunno what 

furtopaintnp “Try itona i.r^mr-inTr, - ' not, in little ’oles about his 

BiUiard Ball,” blamed if this i £lHCtJIic ' , fields, so as to make the 

yere frost didn’t set in, and | , words, “Use PAnDLEK’s 

now theer ’s everything at a — nr'—— Fon- farinaceous Food” — 

standstill wi’ the brudies t 

froze ’ard in the pots I darned young fool expecks 

F, Eyemouth, ’TLs the ^ I v7 : 'a as ’ow it ’ll all sprout come 

same down with me. Theer ’s 1 ^ "■ next Aperl— he do indeed, 

a acre o’ “Bnnyan’s Easy friends! 

Boots” as must hev a noo ly Hi ^ ht p q I \ ^ \ •• F, Fretwail, Flyin’inthe 

coat, and I cann’t get nothen J / /ill \ - ^ Providence, I calls it. 

done to ’en till th’ weather’s \ i ’ He must ha’ gone clean out 

a bit more hopen like. Don’ / ■ ^ • WluilP Mf ^ ^ 'i iriii senses ! 

keer ^ow soon we hev a; fu. / ^/ .. jP. iacA;ae?fly. Stark starin’ 

change, myself, I don’t! IP .< 7 r {■ 1 soever heerd tell o’ 

JP. Xac^aday. Nor yet me, ■ m WEMW*' such extravagance. Why, 

so long as we don’t ’ave no • * m i y^' ^ likely as not, ’twOl all 

gales with it, Theer was «i A|jilLfli|i / fill ‘He off o’ the land afore the 

my height-acre pasture as I y ■•jT‘ hI^VI U ilil kvW f iH / f m 'Ir l^ / year ’s out— and wheer wull 

pLma only las’ Candlemas f l! I ^ tebeiAew? 


kmoke iw(i.r| 

EiK-rftic 

I 


! 'WOt^E thai^ 

..tesioE 


’ardly cr^t it, neighbours, 
but he’s been buryin’ some 
o’ they furrin grains, boats 
and barley, an’ I dxinno what 
not, in httie ’oles about his 




as 


fv/soA 


wi’ “ Eoopy’s Lung Tonics ” >. mmlm IB I 

— wonneixal fine and tall ] JSJjp™ |f / 

theywas,too— andivery one ^ / 

on ^^hlowed down the next //\\^ ^*'*^*^^ vfly / 

F, Fretwail, Well, I ’ope ^ I / 

theer wun’t be no rain, ^ ' 

neither, come to that. 1 /^A \ ^ ' — = 

know I ’ad all the P’s of my /# i I ’ :* ; f . . '«=55*^ — 

“Piffler’s Persuasive Pill- ‘ 

ules” fresh gold-leaved at y i 

Michaelmas, and it come on m ^ 

wet directly arter I done it, /II i 1 I ^P*' I 

and reg’lar washed the gilt A • 

out o’ sight an’ knowledge, it m 

did. Theer ain’t no standin’ mv ' 

npagenrain! J n .ij '• /'/// 

F, Ey&tnouih, I dnnno as * ‘li !/ ' / ! ^ 

I wouldn’t as lief hev rain as 1/7 ' 

sun. My “ Hanti-Freekle 'M*/!/ / ’ 

Salves ” all blistered up and i / > j / • 

peeled afoor the summer was 

^ardly begun a’most. i ' , 

F, Laehaday, ’Tis a tur- \ 

r’hle ’ard climate to make 

’ead against, is onm. I ’ve ’card tell as some farmers are takin’ to 
they enamelled hiron affairs, same as they used to hev when I wur a 
lad. I mind theer wnr a crop o’ “Eead Comic Cagmag” as lin- 


P- 

raci, 

. \vuirVE I 




fields, so as to make the 
words, “Use Faudlek’s 
F on- farinaceous Food” — 
the best on it is the 
darned young fool expecks 
as ’ow it ’ll aE sprout come 
next Aperl— he do indeed, 

, friends ! 

\ F, Fretwail, Fiyin’ in the 

^ Providence, I calls it. 

He must ha’ gone clean ont 
- of his senses ! i 

f '" jP. Stark starin’ 

mad. I never heerd teE o’ 
such extravagance. Why, 
as likely as not, ’twiE aE 
die off o’ the land afore the 
year ’s out— and wheer wull 
hebe^AcTi? 

] F, Eyemouth, Azackly 

J what I said to ’en myself. 

( “ You tek my word for it,” 

I sez, “ ’twuu’t niver come 
to no good. The nateral crop 
forthese yereBiitish Hisles,” 

I told ’en, “ is good hone^ 
HengJish hoak an’ canvas,’' 

I sez, “ and ’tain’t the action 
of no sensible man, nor j et 
no Christian,” sez 1, “ to go 
a drilEn’ ’oles and a-droppin’ 
^ /' / // in houHanEsh seeds from 

=% I I ^ Canada an’ Eoosha, which 

./§ / / the sile wasn’t never in- 

^ ' / / I tended to bear ! ” 

I / Farmers Fretwell and 

^ / I I 1 Laehaday, Eightly ^ke, 

^Jii '/ I neighbour Etemouth, ’twas 

V a true word! But theer ’E 

he a jedgement on sech new- 
fangled doin’ s, and, what’s 
moor, yon and I wiE live fur 
to see it afore we’re very 
much older I 

\_They all shake their heads solemnly as scene closes in. 


gered on years arter the paper itself . Not as 1 hold with enamelling, . . t ^ am not much or a newspaper reader, 

myself— ’tain't what I oaU ’igh farmin’— takes too much outer the I flatter myself on be^ a to ^kspeai^ ^dent. Ju^emy 

land in wy 'pinion delight, then, Sir, on seeing that “Pistols Bui” was recently the 

FFretwail, Aye, aye. Eolation o’ hoards.” Say, “Spooner’s subject of parliamentoy dk^^^ 1 “read no more that day ” 

Sulphur Syrup” fur a spring crop, follered with some kind o^soap or heading, at once_^te “to y on to ^ow if Fal- 

candles, and p’raps congh lozengers, or hemhroo ition, or bakin’ staff sB^ ('mth tl^ small item of bread in it) next come 

powder, if the soE wiU bear it, arterward^— that’s the system I wur discussion? I am, indeed, rejoiced to ^d that oim British 


reared on, and theer ain’t no bettei ’pend upon it I " Parliament has now befwe it a snbjecWorthy of consideration. 

F, Eyemouth, I tell ’ee what ’tis; it’s time we ’ad some pro- Yours, A Worshepbee of the Baed. 

teotiou agen these yere furrin advartisements. I was travellm’ along 

the Great Northern toth^ d^y, fud I see theer was two or three o’ Sfoetino Atteet.— Why is it pre^ certain that Captain Geat- 
them French boards nigh in ivery field, a downright shame an’ dis- wicke, of the National Bine Association, will not run a horse, or if he 
grace I caE it, disfigpnn’ the look o’ the country and makin’ it that do^ he wiE not employ the jockey he h^ originaUy intend^ for 
pntidy— let alon,e dl^ivin’ honest British hoards on the land, . Gover- this year’s Derby? Because at a meeting of the N. E, A. it was 
ment ought to put astop to it ; that ’ s what J say ! annoxmeed thjat “Captain Gkatwicke withdrew his proposed rider.” 
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^aiTEEATUEE AND AET/^ 

[The Table of Contents of the Yellow Boolk has 
two sub-titles, ** literature and Ajt.”J 

Fo possibility of doubt 
Can stop as now in findiTig out 
What literature ” should be ; 

We read a row of deathless nataes, 

Ifot yet renowned, but wonld-be. 

Not letteipress,^’ or other word 
As modest, that would be absurd, 
Contemptuous and slighting ; 

But ** literature,” whicb for mug, 

It may be right, it may be wrong. 

Has meant the best of writiag. 

Those duller minds which once essayed 
To ply the literary trade, 

Poor SHAXSPBi.EE, Bantb, Homeb, 

Did not describe their feebler work 
As “ literature.” ^ Cibbon, Bubeb ^ 
Avoided this misnomer. 

The art of writing now we learn. 

Should Poe or Wtchebxt return 
They would not be n^lected. 

^e corpses, tombs and worms of one. 

The other ^s plain, outspoken fun. 

Would never be r^'ected. 

But anyone may marvel why 
Sane persons read, and even buy, 

A page, a word, a letter 
Of this new school, yet hardly know 
The works of Wtcherex or Poe, 

So infinitely better. 


Still literature is but a part ; 

These pages also teach us “ art,” 
Surpassing Tintobetxo. 

Allegro^^ not in Milton^s way, 

But, with the modem meaning, “ gay ” ; 
Not too gay, allegretto. 








y^^SQTJEZ, you were but an ass, 
like Eehbbantdt, Titian, alas ! 

All despicable duiers. 

-^d E^mnet, Eevnolbs (poor old fool ! ) 
AM O^SBOHOTJGH, a simple school 
Of blundering old buffers. 


At last we know what art should be. 

A subject which we cannot see, 

In spite of all our trying ; 

The portraits not like anyone, 

The landscapes, though not “ well begun,” 
“ Half done ” there ’s no denying. 

And Beabbslet shows ns now the nude ; 

It would not shock the primmest prude. 

Or rouse the legislature. 

An unclothed woman, ten feet high, 

Could not make anyone feel shy ; 

She ’s “ art,” she is not nature. 

TENIFICATION. 

{By the Birmingham Oracle.) 

The “units ” or “ areas ” of London, 

However you turn ^em or twist ^em, 

Must be ranged;;^ — or the Capital’s t^ndone — 

On the (Birmingham) Decimal System, 

For London ’s just ten times as big 
As the Midland’s Miraculous Mlodel. 

For the L. C. C. care not a fig, 

Their “ Dnification ” is twaddle : 

Lord ! what can such novices know 
Of the right size for Municipalities ? 

Sir J OHN should take council with Joe, 

Who is old, and has dealt with realities. 
Or^t Plato might prate about “ tj^es,” 
Which were stored in some limbo meal. 

Eds eye modem Brummagem wipes, 

’Tis the standard for alT ^ and ’tis real. 

No, ^ndon’s “ divides ” must be Ten I 
’Tis no matter what you’ll be terming ’em. 
But surely ’tis clear to all men 
Y^oaX they mustn!t he higgerthan Birming- \ 
ham I 
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RESOURCE! 

TowigUr. Softly. “Er— M iss Ethbl, thbeb is something I— eb— pabtiouiaelt want to sat to too. Ee— when ooou) 
that’s all eight 1 Something ebom Wagnee, please, Loot 1 Kow, Me. Soptlt I . 


ESSENCE OF PARLtAMENT. 

OTTRAnTRT) EEOM THE DIAET OF TOBY, M.P. 

Emm of Commons, Monday Night, Feprmry 25. — Glaseae 
setting its house in order. Local authorities haye dratted ism 
regulating domestic institutions. One of a class that come reguJ^ly 
to W^estminster. House knows nothiug of parhciuars, hut is 
arbiter. This Bill, like many others of same tod, would have 
passed without notice, if lynx eye of Jbmmt Lowthee I^ not 
Sianced to fall upon it. Horrified to discover its many mfringe- 
ments of personal liberty. Hlasgae baihes well known for what 
Asutteth: would call their “almost convulsive punty. Only the 
other day they sternly repressed artistic enterprise whose develop- 
ment was unaccompanied by what they regard as adequacy oi 
clothing. In this Bill they leave nothing untouched. 

Happily, whustline oh the Sabbath is a crime long ago stamped out 
on the banks of the Clyde. But there are other habits indigenous to 
headlong youth which G-lasgae is determined to put down- Boys have 
been known, for example, unlawfully to run betod a tram^, fol- 
lowing up the vehicle with felonious intent of obtanung a free n^, 
probably in the opposite way they were gomg when mey met the 
conveyance, and were attracted by the opportunity furnish^ by the 
conductor collecting fares on the roof. would be weU advis^, 

after the Clasgae Corporation Pohce Bill is passed, to forego that 
delirious delight. As Cross, apologetically g^esentag himself as 
G-lasgae citizen and Glasgae Member, put it, if the Bui passed, no 
cat could catch a mouse, no dog might worry a rat m Glasgae, wito- 
out being subject to a penally of forty shillings. A smmax ^e 
awaits a upon conviction of having exposed to public view a leg 

pamM to Membeis atting 
near .Mm. Slashed himself mto appalling: fury. Desiimg:, with 
rational eoonomio instinct, to make one effort simnltowiisly serve 
two purposes, he'^tohed his voioe in a key upon which, whilst osten- 


sihly addressed to Spbakbb in Chair, it might he heard m Gksgae. 
Something weird-looking about Caldwell when he thus from hw 
seat in House of Commons wMspers in ear of oon^tuents m f ar.^fi 
T.BT'iiTfr. The startled stranger crossing Palace _^d and heamg 
the voice grow more thundrous as he advances, pictures h) himself a 
mau iu a towering rage. Reaching House he will find upright 
behind Treasury Bench a man decently dressed in hlaok, mthout 
the slightest fiash of expression on his face, ro^g wi^ volume of 
sound that would cause to blush any stray hull of Bashan medita- 
tively making its way down Sauciehall Street, pricking tip its ears at 
the reverberation tought northward across the timorous Iweed. 

As Cawmel-Banneb3IAN, suffering on the bench below, observed, 
“ It really doesn t seem fair that a man should, with perfectly placid 
face and mien, continuously roar iu ibis faston. H he were m 
Glasgae under this Police Bill, he would immediately he wrapped up 
in a decent cloth and fined forty shillings.^’ . w.IcL 

Business done.— A s&ujtr moves for leave to bmg in Welsh Dis- 
establishment Bill. “Sheer political cant of most nauseous 
kind,” was Hices-Beach’s genial description of Hoke Secbetart s 
argument. 

Tuesdat/.—'*The world,” said Chesnet, speatog just now m 
debate on Everett’s motion, “ is divided into two passes, people wbo 
understand the subject, and people who do not. The former are ail 
bimetallist, the latter are gradumy goin^ over. a j xi. 

I fancy I must be going over ; certainly T don t uuderstand the 
subject. Thankful, therefore, for opportunity to hear Everett 
discourse on it. A tall, grave-looking man, with a t9uch of sad- 
ness suggestive of long brooding over bmetallie meories. In full- 
ness of design to instruct House, went back all the way to Juluts 
CiESAR. Finally arrived in Garden of Eden ; recalled fact that on^- 
nally, in time of primeval peace and prosperity, two people walked m it. 
This principle of duality ran through ever^hing. Thero are, for 
example,” said Everett, swinging his pince-nez between linger and 
thumb in convincing manner, “white corn and red com, white 
grapes and blacki’grapes.”# (“ White sand and grey >sand,” hummed 
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Friday^ 2 A.M.— Few ]people know, even suspect, what takes place 
here when we have a “ nicht wi’ Bnms,” or rather an early morning, 
l^ot known, because few Southerners remain to witness orgie: no 
English paper reports it. According to beneficent Standing Order, 
ordinary debate stands adjourned at midnight. Members go home, 
whether work in hand accomplished or not. One curious exception 
to rule, S(K)tch Members, accustomed to get a little more for their 
money than other sections of community, managed to carry amend- 
ment whereby matters relating to educational affairs North of the 
Twe^ may be discussed all night if necessary. Accordingly, from 
time to time, when ordinary business of sitting wound up, Scotch 
Members clan together and make a night of it. 

'^Happened just now. At midnijrht "Welsh Disestablishment Bill 
brouAt in ; Members troop off leaving what Joktm irrevprently calls 
“ a Kct selection of Scots.” Business on hand related to Universities 
(Scotland) Act, 1889. So it appears on Order. First busmess actually 
is to bring in the haggis. Macpablane told off for thi** duty, because 
he’s only member who, being resident in London, has his kilt handy. 
Also there is a subtle, inexpressed feeling that his flowing beard (when 
it can be kept out of the haggis-dish) gives a bardic appearance to 
ceremony. Dr. Farq,tjhaeson preceeds him with bagpipes, which 
seemed to-night to have just a slight touch of influenza. Calpweil 
brews a peck o’ maut; Cold without” they call it, in spite of the 
rising steam and the stirred-up sugar. But a Scotchman, as Donald 
Currie admits, is not to be done out of a joke on account of a few 
awkward details in the way of matters of fact. No pipes are allowed 
except those in FARftUHARSON’s hands, but they manage to face 
deprivation, and have, on the whole, a merrv evening. Joining hands 
round table, on which lay the astonished Mace, we sang '^Auld Lang 
Syne^^ just now, and so home to bed. 

Don’t quite baow what became of the Universities (Scotland) Act, 
we re ' ~ ’ 
blishi 




QUITE CORRECT. 

L(xdy Visitor {fooking out on ^ayground). **Ah, there are all 
THE Girls, jlsh ky little Girl among them 1 What are they 
DOING?” Schoolmistress, “Thbt *re maxing A Snow-Woman.” 

Lady Visitor, “ A Snow what ? ” 

Schoolmistress, “Jfr Young Ladies are not allowed to maze 
a Snow-Man 1 ” 

Wllerid Lawson, waking up out of sleep.) “ Nature has given to 
each of us two eyes for the common purpose of sight, two earjs 
to hear withal, two hands and two legs.’’ t “ What about the Isle 
of Man?” asked Rochfort Maguire. “Understand they have 
three l^s there.”) 

“We are created in two sexes,” Everett continued, half closing 
his eyes and paying no attention to the voice of the scomer ; “ whose 
highest puipose is fulfilled only when they are married.” 

Here he opened his ejes and glanced significantly at Maguire. 
Bgchport hlnshed. Wished he hadn’t intOTered, 

These arguments, new in controversy of long standing, proved sur- 
prisingly conclusive. Squire op Malwood spoke for hour and a 
h^, vehemently declaring that he would have nothing to do with 
bimetallism, would not touch it with a pair of tongs. 

“ Sorry to interrupt the right hon, genlleman,” said Everett ; 
“ ^t he has just alluded to another insfimce of the infinitude of the 
prindple of duality. Did any hou. Member ever see a tong ? No, 
always a pair. Tovfours two, as the Frmieh say.” 

SOTTTRTS ■finiRhpd Tin TitT n.nnATmrtlTKr onnAnf ’Rtrw'Dwntvn’o 


amendment, though most careful to protest that it really meant 
nothing, least of all approval of the heresy of bimetallism. 

“ Yon may say what you please,” said Courtney ; “ so long as yon 
take our resolution.’’ 

Then the bimetallists jnhilaiitly went home arm in arm. 

“ Arm in arm, of course,” said Everett, driving off in a pair- 
wheeled hansom. “Srill another illustration of the irresistible, 
illimitahle prindple of duality. Wish, by the way, I’d mention^ 
when on the subject that the result of marriage is occasionally twins. 
One of those things— or diould I say two of fliose things ?— • a fellow 
always thinks oJ^ on the staircase.” 

Business done,— SomsK OE Malwood, swearing he would ne’er 
consent to bimetallic, consented to adopt resolution put forward by 
bimetallists. 


Friday, Midnight,— "EoSit day’s work since Session opened. At 
morning sitting Asquith moved for leave to bring in two important 
measures, and got it. If things go on at this rate Home Sfcretart 
will soon be known as Ask-with-Success. At night useful discus- 
sion on Post Office contract with Telephone Company. When Sage 
OE Gueen Anne’s (3-ate interposed everybody thought he was going 
to show that aH the evil dilated upon came from having Premier in 
the House of Lords. Didn’t even mention Rosebery, unless he 
meant to include him in condemnation of “ financiers and other dis- 
reputable persons.” 

Business Bills brought in to Amend Factories and Work- 
shop Act and Truck Acts. 

THE! TRUTH ABOUT THE COLD-TUBBER. 

He had read of the frigid fanatics who tub 
In a pool in the Park through the ice, 

So he took a rough towel his body to scrah, Jm ^ 

He sped to the Park, — quite avoiding the 

He stripiped in a blizzard, l|| 

Which pierced to his gizzard. 

And sWvelledhis skin till he looked Jike 

^ Plunged, shuddered, shrank, 3 stammered, ^ 

n-n-n-n-ice I ” ’ 

But when through the laurels I happened 
to glance, 

I found he was— doing the Serpentine Dance, 

With a stiff frozen towel, ten paralysed toes, 

And an unripe tomato in place of a nose I 

GUEER GUERIES. 

Pure Beverages. — ^What is cocoa ? I write to ask because our 
grocer says it has just been legally decided that a mixture contaming 
eighty per cent, of fiour and sago, and the rest genuine nibs, deserves 


to he called by that name. Is this really the law ? He also tells me 


luau J.U tiLc xiavy uur soiiuris eujuy uuuuo. uuaL xsxliuul uumpootiu 

of “ foreign fats.” If so, is our Admiralty justified in getting its fat 
from abroad instead of supporting home industries ? And when Jack 
Tar asks for^coa, ought not he to ^et it ? At all events, I have 
decided to pa^ny grocer’s next hill with eighty per cent, of French 
pennies, and see how he likes Soul oe Honour. 


An Additional “ Labour oe Herudles.”— To fill, for the second 
time, the post of Governor of the Cape and High Commissioner of 
South Africa, to which Sir Hercules Robinson is appointed. 

, “Alone! Alone 1”“-Yery like a wail. It has a sad sound, buf 
not a bad look when written as “ A Loan: in London.” Sp^ially if* 
it be the American. 
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First Mem, Isn’t a Chxistmas Tree a little 
too late or too previous in June ? 

Sece^nd Mem, Well, yes ; but then it was 
said that once the Derby was run in a snow- 
t storm, and so we mi^ht tahe it that some- 
f times we have winter in summer. 

I First Mem, Have you any idea what 

, the prizes are to be ? 

I Second Mem, Oh, some of them will be very 
I handsome. I am told that the tree is to be 
I decorated with tea-cozies and silver-mounted 
blue spectacles. 

First Mem, Eeally ! I shall not forget to 
take my one o’clock bread-and-milk regu- 
larly in the coifee-room for the next week. 
I suppose you have quite given up your 
betting-book ? 

Second Mem, Well, no, because you see 
the Act permits betting in moderation, and 
under proper restrictions. For instance, I 
am quite prepared to take seven to one against 
Snuffbox for the Hardbake Selling Stakes, 
onlv of course it must be in pej>permint drops. 

First Mem, [producing hetting^hooh). Well, 
I would accommodate you if I were not 
overburdened with peppermint-drops. Make 
it brandy-balls, ana I will do it in ounces. 

Second Mem, [referring to hetting-book), I 
am not particularly fond of that sweetstuff , 
but I think I can act as commissioner for my 
aunt. [Enters bet,) Is your list full for The 
Band of Joy Two-year-old Caudle Cup ? 

First Mem, [after reference to betting- 
hook), Well, I don’t minabacking my opinion 
about the Churchwarden’s County Council, 
Do vou know his price ? 

Second Mem, 1 see in the Charity Box of 
last night that he was in considerable demand 
at Tattersall’s. As much as two to one in 
Abyssinian sugar-sticks was taken freely. I 
don’t mind letting you have a pound of mixed 
biscuits to an ounce of Everton tofEy, if that 
will suit vou. 

First Mem, All right. [Makes entry in 
betting-book,) And now I really must go. 

First Mem, What, are you ofE r* 

Second Mem, Why, yes, I want to see my 
stockbroker. 1 have quite a heavy flutter on 
in connection with these new Carbonate of 
Soda Mines, If they don’t go up a bit before 
the next account I may lose a cool thousand. 

First Mem, Just my case. However, I 
shall be able to puU through, as now that 
gambling is prohibited on the turf and in the 
club, there is more money available for 
different purposes. 

\_Exeunt for the City, 


THE ADVANTAGE OF BEING CONSISTENT. 

(A Dramatic Forecast of the Farce of the 
Future,) 

ScENTE — Smoking-room of the Toy Club, 
JReformed members sipping ^ lemon- 
squashes and inhaling tea-leaf cigarettes 
and reading “ The Eappy Rearth ” and 
periodicals of a similar character. 

First Member, I am heartily glad that the 
committee decided to change the name of the 
club from the Handicap to the Toy, as it has 
brought an influx of such extremely eligible 
members. The bishop is perfectly enarmmg. 

Second Member, (Suite so, and really the 
archdeacon’s stories are first rate. I suppose 
you heard his anecdote about the pew-opener 
who thought that matins were a substitute 
for oil-cloth ? 


THE COMPENSATING CIRCUMSTANCES. 

Sympathetic Visitor. “Poor dsae Me. Smith, how he must suffer with all that 
Sneezing and Coughing.” 

Mrs, Smith. “He dobs, indeed ; but you can’t think how it amuses the Baby 1 


I First Mem, Excellent, it was told me yes- 
terday by the Lord Chancellor of British 
I TlndiscoveredLand, And how much better it 
is that we are not allowed to bet in the old- 
fashioned way. When you come to think of 
it, there was something ^azingly demoralis- 
ing in permitting a G-uinea Club Sweep for 
the Derby. 

Second Mem, I should think sol I give 
you my word that I put my name down in 
every single sweep in the old Handicap for 
fifteen years, and never once drew a starter. 

First Mem, My experience too. Have you 
heard whether there is to he any substitute 
for the sweep this year ? 

Second Mem. Why, yes. I was told by a 
member of the Recreation Committee that all 
members taking the hread-and-milk luncheon 
daily for a week are to have chances for the 
Grand Derby Race Christmas Tree. 


TO COEINNA. 

The jocund spring, in season ripe, 

Her reign of gladness hath commenced, 

Each shepherd mends his broken pipe. 

Each nymph knows well 
The subtle spell 

By which she ’ll soon be influenz’ed. 

Then tarry not, beloved maid, 

Nor make thy worshipper endnre^ 

Such woes as haunt him who ’s a:&raid, 

And ^et desires 
To tmnk Love’s fires 
Alone have raised Ms temperature ! 

What though the crocus still delays ? 

Ho fragrance hath it sweet or rare ; 

The snowdrop pale let others praise ; 

We need not yet 
The violet 

When eucalyptus fills the air ! 

Away with winter’s peevish woes I 
We ’ll wander though the meadows green 

Or where the babbling river flows. 

And on the brink 
We ’ll sit and drink 
Ambrosial tincture of quinine. 


vo^. cvm. 


K 






Kangaroo 
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Or, Hit Bamt of the Bats. 

The Lion and the Kkng:aToo 
Fighting for the Crown, 

The lion Ecked the Kangaroo — 

Helped by Mister Brown ! 

Aie— “ Battle of the Baltic^ 

Of Stoddaet— splendid name ! — 

Sing the rapturous renown, 

When our hoys to battle came, 

All to win the Cricket Crown ; 

Though Australia once again the toss had 
won. 

But the Britons took their staiid 
In a hold determined hand, 

And the Best Bat in the Land 
Led them on. 

Like “ Leviathan ” in form, 

Little GEBGK)nY laid on. 

Doughty Douno made it warm. 

And Geoeof Gipfen, fadeless one. 

Smote our trundlers with a coolness quite 
sublime* 

FwjLr^Oner-Four ! The “wire” so saithi— 
There was silenoe deep as death, 

And our boldest held his breath 
For a time. 

But the hop^ of England flushed 
On that mighty Melbourne green ; 

How young Wabd and Stoddae.t rushed 
O’er the space those stumps between I 
Sixty-eight our Captain Tailed, and the fun 
Cool Ma-CLOEn kept afive ; 

With Six-Score ! Bob Peel did strive. 

And our score was Tkree--Figlit-—Five 
Ere ’twas done I 

Australia once again I 
And the scoring does not slack. 

May kmd heaven avert the rain, 

TUI the last hat hies him hack ! 

At good shots how the cheers break and boom 
lS)und the ring !— and oh I the wail 
At the click of flying bail. 

As the Bichardaonian hail 

Pelts— like doom ! 

Good Geet George, the Australian Chief, 
Smote again his swashing blows. 

Mingled sounds of joy and grief 
From the Melbourne ring arose ! 

When the stumps again are drawn for the 
day 

Beockweel, prey to bad luck’s blight, 

Is again out of the flght, 

Ward and Stodbaet in, to smite 
As they may. 

Two— six— nine more runs to make I 
And one leading wicket down !— 

Old World, let thine echoes wake 
With the honoured name of Beown. 
Yorkshire Brown, the last selected, but not 
least, 

Oh I to see him smite and run, 

With Lancashire’s great gum 
Alb BET Ward, to ^are flie fun 
Was a feast ! 

One-forty I Hinety-three ! 

Thougn, for once, stout Stoddart failed. 
That left few more runs, d’ye see ? 

And though Trott and Giffbn hmled 
At the stumps, and Jarvis watched like a cat, 
Young Maclaren and Bob Peel 
Won the match slap off the reel. 

By six wickets I How d’ve feel 
John, at that f 

Out spake the victor then 
(^d we echo him o’er the wave), 

“ Ye are brothers, trumps, and men I 
And it was the narrowest shave 
That victory to us Britons did^allot. 

•‘''That Crown, as is but meet. 



We wiU lay at England’s feet. 

But by George, you’re bad to beat— 
George’s Lot I ” 

How joy, Old England raise 
For the tidings of that flgrht. 

Gallant Stoddart crown with bays ! 

When the wine-cup brims to-night 
Ms name wiU sound the loudest midst the 
roar. 

Thanks to him, and Mister Brown, 

And some others of renown, 

We still keep the Cricket Crown 
On our shore. 

But though lion-STODDART wears 
That proud wreath, the Kangaroo 
(“ Old Man” Gipfbn) fairly shares. 

With his good and gallant crew, 

The best honours of the game they fought to 
save. 

At the wickets far from flats, 

In Ihe fleld they were like cats. 

So here’s power to the Bats 
Of the Brave 


JOHK STTTABT BLACEIE. 

{Died at BdMurgh^ Saturday, March 2, 1895, 
in his gear.) 

Thoxt brave old Scot I And art thou gone ? 

How much of light with thee ’s departed I 
Philosopher— yet full of fun, 

Great humorist — ^yet human-hearted ; 

A Caledonian— yet not dour, 

A scholar — ^yet not dry-as-dusty ; 

A pietest— yet never sour ! 

0, stout and tender, true and trusty 
Octogenarian optimist, 

The world for thee seemed aye more sunny. 
We loved thee better for each twist 
Which streaked a soul as sweet as honey. 
We shall not see thg like again 1 
We’ve fallen on times most queer and 
quacky, 

And oft shall miss the healthy brain 
And manly heart of brave old Blackie I 

Mrs. R* says she wouldn’t miss the Haval 
and MUit^ at Sandown for anything. 
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USEFUL HINT. 

{For surmounting the Snow-drifts whenever they may he, as they hvoe been till quite reeewtly, heaqud wp behind most of the Fences.). 
Sportsman {with Spade). “"WoTrLDN’T bb wiTHoirT it bob the woeld, Obb CbujpI TTab to dio myself out no less than 

Thbbe Times to-day 1 ” 


IN THE COURT OF COMMON SENSE (LATE PLEAS). 

{Before Mr. Justice Beason.) 

i&s lordship 8.sk6d ‘W'h.Bther Srown v. Jonee was roady ? 

Lord. 1 am requested by my learned friend, 
Mi\ WiWE (wbo m in the Strand), to say that unfortunately—— 

Su I^^hipfxnterru'j^tmg). Oh, yery well! if the parties do not 
^e sulheient interest in tihie matter to appear here at the proper 
time, I sh^ assume that the whole affair is frivolous, and strike it 
out. JN ext case please. 

A M]^ Smith: rose in the body of the Court and said that he 
appewed in person. 

J^dship. Is the defendant here Y 

AJW'me ^fsky 

(wtoruN^M^). No, no, Mr. Bands : your turn YriU 
J :?!’ Smith— what is it aU about ? 

saif^ Aua^uow’ ^ suppose you meant what yon 

ti- 7’ ®^®“t want to sell the hou4 ? 

wmSlfwmlte^^- <^®“y”®t,iuyLord: butperhaps you 

both the liti&rants apneared in neraoTi TbA 
auction m dimute was a right-of - W" “PPeawa in person. IHe 

y®^ 1“^® elected to 
* any mt^ediary, I am bound to tell you 
^ WL 1 ^!? f«^er-to superior oouits-you^ 

Well, of coarse, my Lord, I 
We I win my cause, why Mr. Thoi^n ^ 


JSts Lordship, Come, come ; I see there is a good deal of personal 
feeling in this matter. Take my advice and settle it amicably. I 
do not sit on this bench to encourage gambling, but if either of you 
has in his possession, what I believe was called by Mr. Box in the 
case of Box versus Cox, a “tossing” sixpence, you might come to 
an understanding in five minutes. I will wait until you have con- 
ferred with one another. 

The litigants upon this invitation held a consultation. 

Mr, Johnson, It is all right, my Lord. I called heads, and 

S.is Lordship {interrupting), I don’t want to hear anything about 
that so long as Box and Cox— should say, Jobcnsoh and Thomp- 
son — are satisfied, the rest is immaterial. And now, is there any 
further business before me ? 

His Lordship was informed that there were ten causes to be heard, 
and that all the parties were in attendance. 

Mis Lordship, Am I to understand that not only counsel but their 
clients are present. 

Mr, Bands {after consultation). Certainly, my Lord. 

His Lordship, Then allow me to address them en hloc, Now I 
<l^te sure that a few minutes’ conversation amongst yourselves 
will set everything right. Commence with the very sensible 
assumption that anytlmg is better than litigation, and see what 
comes m it. I will retire to my room to let you have a chat in com- 
fort. When you are all ready, send for me. But mind, take my 
^vice^ and hold to the sensible assumption that anything is better 
than litigation. 

His Lordship then retired, and the parties interested acted upon 
nis suggestion. After a quarter of an hour’s conference the Judge 
was summoned into Court. 

Ms Lordship, Well, and what is the decision ? 

JtT' (w a melancholy tone). May it .please your Lordship 

aH cases have been settled out of court. 

His Lordship, So much the better. And now as I have cleared off 
my entire list, 1 bid you an affectionate farewell. 

The Court was then adjourned sine die, 

Sh^speare’s. Adtice aetee the L. C. C. Election.— “ Furnish 
out a Moderate Table.”— IVmow of Athens, Act III., Scene 4. 
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with his rice there^was a double bonne houche waiting for him iu'ithe 
comer of his manger. 

At this moment the 'shrill voic Tof a Muezzin sounded weirdly 
through the stillness of the simimer*iii§rht.| iThree times he called, 
and then once again al was still. A,manute'or so af terw^ds I heard 
a dull tramp, as of a regiment, coming towards the place in which we 
were shelter^. What could it mean ? I took out my watch. The 
hour was hfteen minutes after midnight. And then, by a sudden 
effort of memoiy, I remembered that the dear old Metebhot had told 
me that at this hour every night a crowd of fanatical priests and 
attendants, armed every one of them to the very teeth, came to the 
stable of their sacred brute in order to take him out for dp. horn’s 
gromenade through the groves and avenues that sunround his shrine. 


could save us, and we should periSi miserably with our prize withiu 
our grasp. My mind was instantly made up. 

“ &iLNDEEDOWN',” I wMspered; “have you ever been inside a 


hipTKwtamus ? ” 

^^ifever ; but I was once told by a dirty little urchin to get inside a 

horse— why, I know not, as the attempt for a man of my size ”} 

“ Enough of that, GAjanEBnowN’ ; you have got som^ow or other 
to get inside this hippopotamus.” 

All right,” said the major, who, as I have said, never displayed 
the least 'Brace of emotion ; “ m rignt. I suppose I had bettic take 
my boots o:^” and, suiting 'the action to the words, he did so. 

“ Stay,” I murmured * have you a long leather thong ? ” 

“ Here is one,” he replied, producing it ; “ I never travel -without 
one. You never know what may come in useful.” 

I took it from him and bade him prepare for the glunge. Ifearer 
and nearer sounded the tramp of the advancing priests. I judged 
that we had exactly three minutes left, and I told u-aoteedownt that 
the next 'time the animal’s jaws were open to their widest he was to 
go down head first, and trust to providence and me for the rest. 
Sandeedowk needed no further incitement. Kismg a locket con- 
taining a specimen of his wife’s hair he extend^ his arms above Ms 
head in correct diving attitude, and, as the gigantic niouth opened 
slowly, sprang forward and in a moment disappeared ■within this nving 
vault. As he did so, I passed a loop of the leather thong firmly over 
the beast’s lower jaw. fitting it in where there are gaps in the teeth. 
As I anticipated, he aid not notice this, being entirely taken up with 
the surprise of receiving Ms human cargo. I then took the ends of 
the thong in my hands, and, as the step of the leading priest sounded 
at the door, I, too, leaped into the cavity in wMch Gandeedowk had 
so bravely precede me. 

There are some things in my life that I do not c^e to dwell upon. 
Description, however vividly it may serve to paint the dauntless 
courage that has ever home me safe through dangers, can only give 
, me pain by recalling to me the horrors and the terrors through which 
I h£i to pass. The inside of the Pink Hippopotamus was one of 
■tiiese awful situations. Let it suffice to say that I found Gangder- 
DOWNT alive, but stertorous, and that I was able 'to relieve him by 
undoing his shirt-collar. I had my compass, I had a pair of excel- 
lent reins. Why say more ? To this day the Ghazis ana MoUahs, ^d 
the tribe of Etippo-worshippers who are still to be found inhabiting 
the rocky mountain fastnesses of Jam Timova, have been 'unable to 
realise why the beast they prayed to should have suddenly taken it 
into his head, some forty years ago, to make straight for the Dia- 
mond City instead of returning, as was his wont, to Ms gilded stall. 
But so it was. 

When we arrived at my headquarters, after I Imow not how many 
days, and emerged from our close confinement it was early in the 
morning. But my father and the Meebhot were ready to welcome us. 

“ Sorra one av ye,” said the fine old Meebhot, “ did I ever expect 
to see in tMs vale of sorrow, where the schemes of the wicked are 
Irire a butter-slide in a pantomime. 

But I guess you ’ve put the thing 
through, my son and there ’a nane 
ither of a’ that come ben the hoose / 
that could have played Billy the 
Baker’s Boy -with the Ranee’ s Pink 

pSe Ranee was of course deposed, 

t and the Meebhot was installed in ^ " CT 

. her place. He offered me the com- ^ 

mand of Ms army and a salary of 
. two hundred laks a year. But I ^ 

had had enough of the country, and 

me. Unfortunately, however, it died at sea of home-sickness, and 
> had to be consigned to the deep in latitude 251, longitude 42 '3, 1 
* had grown quite attached to the poor beast, and it used to follow me 
. about like a dog, making all kinds of funny noises to exmess its 
. affection for me, and eating out of my hand with remarkable tame- 
ness. Its loss was a great blow to me. [the end. 


SO VERY NATURAL. I 

Mrht Friend {symjpatTidicaUy), “ Going strong, Old Chap ?” 

Se(md Friend [jireoim/pied with recern;t eledi^ Moderate. And 
YOU?” First Friend, “ Um— progressing.” 

Second Frimd {with only one idea). “Progressive I Then we shall 
< FIGHT IN THE L. C. C.” 

First Friend. “L. 0. C. 1 Ho, no I I meant the Influenza!” 

TALL TALES OF SPORT AND ADVENTURE. 

{By Mr. FuncFs own Short Story-teller.) 

L— THE PIHK HIPPOPOTAMUS, (concluded.) 

A DIM mysterious light was burning in the stall of the sacred 
animal. By its rays I was able to see not only the Mppopotamns 
itself, hut also the gaping hole in the skylight through wMeh 
Ganderdown and I had been thus fortuitously projected into its 
manger. The walls I noticed were thickly panelled with gold slabs, 
on which were chased mystic emblems connected -vdth the cult of the 
gigantic beast. Here and there a glittering point caught the light 
and gave it. forth again in a thousand fantastic iridescent rays. One 
of these was above my head, and as I gazed at it I realised that it 
was a huge mby of the first water. In the manger itself were lying 
sMvered fragments of the skylight, I picked one of these np with 
all possible circumspeotion. It was a magnificent piece of the very 
finest diamond. W ithont another word I crammed all I could lay my 
hands upon into my pockets and those of Ganderdown. Then 1 
paused to reflect. 

The situation was not an easy one. W e had arrived, indeed, at our 
goal ; but how should we contnve to get away with our booty ? Ho 
doubt we could manage to elude the vigilance of the guards if we 
returned alone. But tMs was not to be Ihought of. Eilher we would 
take the Mppopotamns with us or perish' where we lay. I com- 
municated my resolve to my companion, and, as I expected, obtained 
Ms emphatic approval, "What then was to be done ? 

All tills time, I should state, the huge object of our adventure was 
calmly munching his evening meal of soaked rice within three inches 
of the;place where Ganderdown and I lay huddled np together, I 
saw hia immense jaws rise and fall -with the regularity of some 
enormous machine, and I was able to look right down into the 
cavernous recesses of his being. His eyes twinkled occasionally -witb 
. a sidelong look at ns, but he seemed calm and undisturbed, as though 
he frit that we could not escape him, and that when he had done 


Its loss was a great blow to me. 
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as 


SILENT! 

He (the late Ismail Pasha) did not conceal Mb opinion that Egypt 
should be left to the Egyptians, but admitted that a strong Grovemment was 
indispensable. He thought that in any circumstances a great deal would 
depend upon the character of the Khedire. Ismail beliered that if the 
Ehedive were a competent and energetic ruler, a satisfactory state of 
affairs might be established in Egypt within a very short time,”—" Txvm ” 
Vienna Uorre8pondent»'\ 

CoTJiD Pentaodb, the Copt paet-lanreate, scribe, bard and friend of 
the Hing, 

Sing now, as af oretime to Eaheses, how, and of what should he 
smgr 

Of Kile Mven np to the Giaour, its inerease made o’er to the Jew 
Modem Pharaoh would gladly let go with his bonds and Ms power 
of screw'? 

Of Ea superseded by Apis, of Eaheses bluffed by John Bull, 

Of th^nde of the pashas o’erthrown, of the cup of the fellaheen 

Should he sing of the anger of Abbas, the fretful and furious boy. 
Who with tantrums, and toys, and intrigues, would the counsels of 
Obomeel destroy? 

Kay, for he sang of heroes ^d men, of the might of *nctorions^ gods, 
And not of a petulant child with the charge of Ms champions at 
odds. 

Or of journalists juggling with words, or financiers jobbing with 
bonds. 

Young Abbas fares forth to the Sphinx, to the secular Sphinx, that 
responds 

To none save the fate-ordered questioner. Look at that stony set 
face. 

WMch the passing of many an empire, the waning of many a race 
Hath seen in its stare o’er the sand-wastes I It Pentaotjb beheld 
in its pride; 

And now the boy Abbas, in eager-eyed question, creeps dose to the 
side 

Of the age-battered Grade! Hist! All the desert is still as the 
sky, 

I Do the voices of forty fled centuries sound on the breeze that 
I breathes by f 

Bear they meanings the Frank would acdaim, or the latter-day 
Hebrew approve ? 

Those Yoioes are hard to inteipret, that Sphinx is not easy to move. 


It would speak with the music of Memnoh, in Abbas’s ears, did 
it say . [away. 

The Frank shall return whence he came, and the Briton betake him 
Yet Is MATL the shrewd, the unscrupulous, knew what young Abbas 
must learn, . ^ ^ . 

That a Government strong to subsist, wMch no blast of intrigue can 
o’erton, . [of old. 

Is not shapen of shifting Kile sands, broken reeds, wMch, like Egypt 
But pierce through the hand that shall rest on them. Abbas the 
boy may be bold, 

With a thoughtless boy-boldness, but is he the Khedive keen 
Ismah foresaw, 

Of character ’stablished on justice, of force firaly founded on law ? 
Poor boy, eager-eyed, half exultant, he lifts, half inquiry half 
Maint, , [faint 

His Voice of Appeal to the Sphinx, On the air of the desert how 
Sound Ms words, " Is it Egypt, 0 Sphinx, for Egyptians ? ” There 
comes no reply, , [sky. 

But straight o’er the sands, as of old, staring forth to the weird desert ■ 
Unmoved, unresponsive, indifferent, gazes that stony face still, 
Incamation of calm most colossal, cold patience, immovable will, ' 
Looking far beyond time, far above human hope, mere midge-fret of 
the day. 

Into— what? There’s no mortal who knows, and the Sphinx, if it 
know, doth not say, [appeal ; 

’Tis siLent— with silence that means not consent to the youth’s^ wild 
Still, still the set face wMch is stone gazes forth on a sky wMch is 
steri !. 


THE OKE TOPIC. 

J^rst Man {impresswely), I was in bed for a week. 

Second Man {indifferently), I was in bed for a fortnight. 

First Man (boastfully). Ah, but I had most severe pains in my 


Second Man {mdifferently), I was in bed for a fortnight. 
First Man (boastfully). Ah, but I had most severe pain 


back and head. 

Second Man (contemptuously). Very likely. I had most severe 
pains all over me. 

First Man (exultingly). Well, anyhow, my temperature was 103 
Second Man (crushingly). Oh, that ’s nothing ! Mine was 107°. 

(Fxit in opposite directions. 

The “ Happt Despatch ” eoh the Swazies. — ^The Convention of 
1894, just signed, between Sir H. Loch and President (D)“oom:” 
KBIiaEB. 
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(( 


Hi, 


BAIL UP! 


Billy 1 are ter Movin’ ? ” 


OUR BOOEIHG-OFFICE, 


A Coreespondent, who has been reading 
Ghat’s ** Elegy,” says there is a rrference to 
the England v. Australia match in it. He 
quotes me line— 

“ How jocund did they drire their team afield I ” 

as proving his point. The allusion to ‘ ‘ drives,” 
“ teams, and ‘‘fielding,” he remarks, can 
hardly be misxmderstood. And if they could, 
the f ollowiag line settles the matter : — • 

“ How bow’d the wood beneath their sturdy 
stroke ! ” 

DidnH the wood bow and bend when Brown 
was in, he asks ? Wasn’t Ward’s on-drive 
for five a sturdy stroke ? We must refer him 
to Mr. Stoddart for a reply. 


Psalter and Salta. — Aided by the careful 
arrangement of “ contents ” (and with regar<| 
to “ Mr. G.’s” latest publication there are no 
‘ ‘ non-contents”) the reader can easily find any 
passage in this “ Psalter,” At this moment 
there is another “ Salta ” to which the atten- 
tion of not a few is directed, and thenqn-con- 
tents or anti-Jahezites know that it is very 
^fidoult to get at Aim, or to find a passage 
out of lhat Salta for J . B. 


1 Ip ever there were a cJlergYinan’s name, 
land title, suggestive of the* Militantest of the 
bhuroh Militant, it is “ Canon Gore.” 


The Baron is not aware whether the 
volume before him, Japket in Search of a 
Father y is the first of Captain Marrtat’s 
wnrlra re-issued hy Macmillan ; hut the 
Barou, speaking on behalf of Mr* Funchy is 
indeed delighted to welcome a very old 
friend, and hopes to see many more of Cap- 
tain Marrtat’s able and amusing crew. “If 
the gallant Captain, E.H., with his true 
Briti3i sailors, cannot command a sale, who 
can?” asks the Barou, and pauses not for a 
reply. It is to he hoped that Midshipman 
Easy is stiU on hoard. The B^n antici- 
pates great pleasure from renewing the ac- 
quaintance of that gay sea puppy. -Q^uite a 
Happy Thwwhty — ^^'Whj not republish 
Mabrtat ? We wilL” ^ So all, hands to the 
re-issue, and success to it, quoth the nautical 
Baron db Book-Worms. 


Good Omen.— One of the Directors of a 
New Water Company is Sir Spencer Wells. 
Everyone well 6.ows the genuine value of 
the Bparkliug Wells. Will the worthy Bart., 
as the Madohens do at the Elisa Fountain, 
serve out “theHarefield” (not Hare-aerated) 
“and Springwell” waters at a much-fre- 
quented' bar, and he thenceforth known as 
Sh Dis-pensary W^axs ? ^ 

success.' Water, water, everywhere, and 
plenty fit to driiikl ” 


TO MRS. KEELET. 

[“ Some time ago Her Majesty inquired after 
Mrs, J^BLBY, and was informed that she was well 
and in her ninetieth year. The Queen expressed 
a wish to see her, and Colonel Collins arranged 
for Mrs. EIbeley to hare the honour of being re- 
ceived at Buckingham Palace yesterday afternoon, 
when she was presented to Her Majesty, The 
welcome given to the gifted lady, who so wonder- 
fully preserves her health, intelligence, and vivacity, 
was most mceful and cordial; and the Queen 
was pleased to recall to mind several interesting 
incidents of the past.” — JDaili/ Telegraphy Thurs- 
day y March 7.] 

Oh, when I was a little Eton boy. 

With a heigho ! I need not explain, 

“The Eeelets” were a wondrous joy. 

For they were so droll in every play. 

But now I am at mid estate, 

With a heigho! I ne^ not explain, 

Here ’s Mrs. Heelet tete-d-tete 
With our Gracious Queen Vic-to-ri-a* 

No Betsy Baker ere like you ! 

With a smile, smirk, I need not explain ! 

That rascal, gay Jack Sheppardy too, 

With a “ Hixy my dolly J fake away I ” 

I ’ve seen you dance and heard you sing 
With a sly eye, I need not explain, 

How well you acted everything 
In whatever part you chose to play ! 

That you’re about and well we know, 

With a Hooray ! a cheer once again ! 

And may you long continue so. 

Till the curtain falls and ends the play. 


‘‘Heard in Court.’’ 

Counsel* Now tell^ me,^ while you were 
standing as you say just in front of the de- 
fendant, did anything remarkable strike you ? 
Bat* it did, Soir. 

Counsel, And what was that ? 

BaU His fist. 


THE LAY OF THE BIMETALLIST. 

I. 

Who is Silver ?— what is she, 

That all our swells copnneud her? 
Yery tough and bright is she ; — 

The heavens such grace did lend her, 
That adopted she might he — 

That adopted she might he ! 

n. 

Is she constant as she ’s fair ? 

Or is she light and heady ? 

Gold might to her arms repair 
To help him to keep steady ; 

And, being helped, inhabit there — 
And, being helped, inhabit there, 

m. 

Then, if Silver plays mad tricks. 

Or Gold is always changing, 

So that none their price can fix. 

From par to premium ranging — 

Let us both together mix 1— 

Let us both together mix ! 


FrrxiNa Finish.— The Portuguese financial 
agent wrote last week to the Times to con- 
tradict the report as to a “further issue” bj 
his Government of “ tobacco bonds.” So this 
ends in smoke. 


A Blxtb “ Tip ” por the Universitt 
Race.— With Game rowing and Hope in the 
how, the Cambridge Eight this year ought to 
make a close race of it. 




IMPROVEMENTS IN THE HOUSE OF COMMONS. 

ABSOLUTION OF THE HAT DIFPICULTT. 

ON THE Premises portable Replicas op all Members, oabbpollt modelled in wax, with appropriately padded Fildbes, which can ocodpt thpir 

PLACES DDRINa ANT TEMPORARY ABSENCE. WHEN OT SITU THE DIPPBRENOE IS SCARCELY PERCEPTIBLE, 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTEACTED FEOM THE DUST OF #BT, M.P. 

House of^ Commons, Monday, March 4, — ^PfitNOE Aethitr stiU 
away, dallying: witli influenza. E-ecent experience of carefully con- 
sidered. Lut not altogether successful effort at leadership by other 
wing of allied army doesn’t make Opposition irrepressibly anxious 
for more. At least, not just at present. J okim shunted off the main 
line; Hicks-Beach takes charge of train in temporary absence of 
regular gu^d. To-night Ireland coyly comes again to front ; John 
Mobley brings in still another Land Bill. In such circumstances 
Peince Abthub’s absence, always regrettable, becomes peculiarly 
unfortunate. He knows Ireland thoroughly, and where knowledge 
fails he sup^es the lack with inflexible opinion ; which, in an Irish 
Minister or Ex-Minister, is the next best thing to knowledge. 

Happily there is Cabson and St. John Bbodbick. They repre- 
sented Front Opposition Bench in Committee on Land Q,uestion 
which sat last year. At one crisis, things not going in Committee 
exactly as they desired to conduct them, they haughtily rose and left 
the room. A striking scene, never to be effaced from memory of 
those who witnessed it. It was, or should have been, like with- 
drawal of props that sustain mighty masonry. The temple should 
forthwith have toppled, burying in its ruin the ten or twelve 
Members who had differed from middle-aged youth. Kothing hap- 
pened except the Committee went on with its work just as if it were 
stiU sustained by presence and counsel of the retiring two. Report 
was completed in sense of majority, and here was presented to House 
a Bill founded on its recommendations. 

To-night the two props of the Constitution resumed their useful 
service of sustentation. Cabson, as he mentally struggled with the 
problem of governing Ireland, unconsciously fell into Pbince 
Abthub’s early but now abandoned trick of sittmg with his feet on 
the table. Hear him, diligently making notes whilst John Mobley 
expounded his Bill, sat St. John Bbodeick. “ There,” said Cabson 
who has not forgotten his Pope— 

** There St. John mingles with my friendly bowl 
* The feast of reason and the flow of sonl.” 


passed round Opposition benches 


prove ve] 
Land Bi 


very exhilarating. Word 
Bill not to be ruthlessly 


opposed at this stage. With Boanerges Kussell approving it on 
benalf of Bister farmers, won’t do for Unionists to show themselves 
implacable. So the friendly howl turns out to he something of the 
texture of a cup of tea, lukewarm and oversweetened withal. More 
sad even than compulsory meekness of two statesmen on front bench 
is depression of Satjndbbson. The Colonel must needs ramp in on 
such a question, but is pledged to fight with button on his foil. 
After this unwonted spectacle House could stand no more ; grate- 
fully gave leave to bring iu Bill. 

Business done , — ^Irish Land Bill bronght in. 

Tuesday , like old times to-night. The hum of the B’s is 
heard once more in the land, albeit the thermometer registers 
ten degrees of frost, and every other Cabinet Minister is down with 
influenza. It is true Byene and Butcheb have not yet put in 
^pearanoe; hut Babtley is here and Tommy B., and Private 
Hanbpby, who is perhaps more of a wasp than a bee. It is the 
sunshine of Committee of Supply that has brought them out. Came 
to the front in discussion round money voted for improvements in 
arrangements of House of Commons completed in recess. These 
were undertaken by direction of Select Committee, which thoroughly 
went into matter. Hebbebt G-ladstone, who has taken to delicate 
duties of First Commissioner as if he had been born in one of the 
Parks, devoted much time and personal attention to seeing improve- 
ments carried out. Members coming hack to labours of new Session 
found House swept and gamished. Hew dining-room and large 
moking-room ; baths and wash-houses, where Parliamentary dirty 
linen may be renovated. 

Hebbebt too modest to anticipate vote of thanks for his labours, 
though jdmost any other man would in circumstances look for such 
recognition. StiU, if something of that sort had been incidentally 
done, no one wonld have been much surprised. So far from any 
little embarrassment of that kind arising here, Hanbhby, in deepest 
chest notes and most inflated manner, accusing him of undertaMng 
large and costly works without first obtaining sanction of House. 

“ Most unconstitutional! ” cries Tommy Bowles, in severest tones. 
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THE ROOT OF THE MATTER. 

Simple Suggestion to Masters op Hounds (Fox or Harriers) for 

INSURING THE DIRECTION IN WHICH THEIR PaCXS SHOULD RUN. 

persons went out hunting, and, by means of their hounds, did damage to 
other people who were in proper use of the highway, they must take the conse- 
quences. There ought to be such command over hounds that th^ should not be, 
iQlowed to rush over the highway.” — Opinion of Sp Honour Judge l^w-s in Action 
Irought by Mr, H-gh M-rr^s againtt Eon, C, M, “ Yorkshire 


Ministry gone throxigh long succession of crises since Session 
opened, rolled thron^E somehow ; hut this new unsu^ected flank 
attadc seemed irretdstihly fatal. The buzzing of the B’s was so 
interminable, ’Anrurt was so hangry, that it seemed there really 
must he some Are under the smoke. Sidnex Herbert chiyalrously 
came to assistance of '^litical adversaries, thanking First Com- 
missioner on behalf of Kitchen Committee for what he had done. 

The B’s, fearful of consequences of this diversion, hurried on 
division: if the thing was to be done must be done quickly. 
Approach of dinner-hour had drawn away M!embers ; critical division 
unexpected. Hanburt beheld vision of butler in Berkeley Square 
entering Premier’s sick room with basin of beef-tea and the mesi^age, 
“My Lord, the Government’s hofE.” Tommx Bowles began to 
think what coat he should wear when the, Q,uben sent for him. 
House cleared for division; tellers returning made known that 
twenty-four had voted with the busy, now belated bees, 173 against, 
rasbin|r the ministerial majority at a single hound up to 149. 

Business done * — lu Committee of Supply. 

Anothm: pleasing night in Committee of Supply. 
Opportunity favourable for showing how varied, comprehensive, 
ilEmitable is knowledge of the Busy B’s, Chi Supplementary Esti- 
mates, the business of to-night, variety of topics sncoeed each 
other. Private Hanbury at home with every one of them. 
There is nothing Tommy Bowles doesn’t know. If there were, 
Bartley would supply omission. Performanpe a little hampered by 
acmdent of Goldsmid’s beiug in Chair. Something about Julian 
depressing to high spirits. "When he takes (ihair and submits vote, 
he sncoeeds in some subtle way in investing the proceedings with 
unmistakable obnrch service associations. He intones the vote, 
and when, having put the question, he adds, “ The Ayes have it,” it 
is exactly as in another place it is remarked, “ Here endeth the first 
lesson.” 

Tomcmy B. doesn’t mind that. He would as soon gambol in a church 
as on the quarter-deck. But it’s different with George Cristo- 
FBOSE Troot: Bartley, who was brought up respectably, and Private 
Banbury is not altogwhmr comfortable. | 


Besides this, Goldsmid has a way of spoiling sport unknown 
under the more benignant sway of Mellor, whom, every one 
is sorry to know, is down with influenza. To-night, after 
three hours’ disoussioii upon amendment to vote for expcmses 
in extradition proceedings against Jabez Balfour, Committee 
divided ; amendment negatived ; Yicary Gibbs proposes 
another amendment on exactly same lines. Had it been put 
from the Chair, another three hours might have been plea- 
santly ^nt repeating what had earlier been said. Goldsmid 
positively deelmed to submit amendment, and before aston- 
ished, outraged B’s had recovered their breath the main ques- 
tion was put ; Committee divided ; no chance of returning to 
subject. 

Then he’s depressing in other ways. When vote been 
talked round for an hour, he attempts to put question. ‘Up 
jumps Tomm:y Bowles. 

Chairman, “ The question is that a sum of ” 

Tommy Bowles, “ Sir Julian Goldsmid.” 

Chairman {continuing^ withoui noticing him)* d670,000 
be granted — 

Tommy {raising his voice)* “ Sir Julian I ” 

Chairman, “ ^to Her Majesty to complete the sum 

of ” 

Tommy {in default of a speaking-trumpet, putting his hand 
to his mouth)* “ Sir Julian, I would like to-^ — ^ 

Chairman {looking round, and throwing into his voice tone 
of infinite pathetic, despairing reproach), “ Mr. Bowles! ” 
Then Tommy, thus called upon, makes his speech. 

Business done, — Y ery little in Committee oi Supply. 
JVwfay.— Success attending new device of issuing tickets 
whereby seats mav he appropriated before prayers, naturally 
leads to farther development. How propos^ that replica in 
wax shall be made of all Members. These stored in crypt. 
When Member arrives jnst takes up his wax image, carries 
it under arm, pops it down on his seat,^ and is at liberty to 
wander about at pleasure. Of course, if Member intends to 
be in bis place continuously, won’t bring out the wax figger ; 
be in his seat himself. But five times out of six only looks 
iu now and then, and likes to know that his seat is being kept. 

New custom will be particularly convenient on Treasury 
Bench. SqoiRE of Malwood frets at continuous absence of 
bis colleagues during debate. Sometimes goes out to look for 
them, and stays away long time himself. With wax fingers 
all this trouble obviated. Treasury Bench always full, either 
with flesh or Agger If Minister called away, pulls out 
label, hangs it over Agger’s neck vrith legend; “ Back in ten 
minutes,” or the like. Whilst convenience of^ Members thus 
eared for, satisfaction of strangers in galleries largely in- 
creased. No more beggarly array of empty benches, Pos- 
sibly during dinner-hour there may be noticeable a cprtain 
fixed smile on fac^ along crowded benches ; but that better than 
what we ’ve long been accustomed to. ' 

Business done , — ^Busy B’s took care that not too many Votes in 
Supply should be granted. 


A WARM LAMENT. 

{In one of the recent Intervals of Sunshine,) 

0 PA9SER-BT, I prithee hark to me I 

You wonder, maybe, why my ejeHds glisten 
With clinging dewy teardrops, saR as sea. 

I ’ll teU the story of my sadness. Listen I 

The Arctic cold we ’ve had so much of late 
Made every fibre of my body quiver ; 

1 struggled hard gainst relentless fate. 

Then I decided 1 would ho more shiver. 

And that ’s just it. My grief now knows no bounds 
It crushes me ; I don’t know how to hear it. 

I bought a new fur coat for fifteen pounds, 

And now it ’s got so hot I cannot wear it 


dUEER Q.UERIES.— Da^ and Depression.— I see that they 
have discovered a “ Marsh Village ” near Glastonbury. Would it he 
of any use to write to the Society of Antiquaries and teU them about 
our ^age, and ask them to come and inspect it? I don’t think 
anything could well be much marshier. Even the ducks here suffer 
badly from rheumatism (which they don’t try to suppress). ^ W'e live 
all the year round on deiep clay, and just at present on charilrp'. The 
one thing that Soker-in-tiie-Mire never sees is dust. But it would 
gladly see the antiquaries, who wGoldimpart a much-needed stimulus 
to local trade, and could be well housed at the village inn, which i)s 
kept by my brother-m-Jaw, so I know it to be a good one. 

* . Rusticus Expectanb. 
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TO A BAD SHILLING. 

I compESS, “ when jGbrst I saw your 
Face,” I swore— 

One or two mild objargations, 
Nothing more. 

When and where T got yon I can 
Not divine, 

All I do know is the fact that 
You are mine. 

Yes, I was an nnsnspecting 
Sort of mnff, 

Everybody else suspects you 
Fast enough. 

Bus-conductors, shopmen, cabbies. 
Booking-clerks 

All declineVou, sometimes adding 
Kude remarks : 

You have danced on^sundry counters, 
And advice 

Not to “ try it on ” ’s been given me 
Once or twice. 

Were you not a paltry “ bob,” but 
^ HaJf-a-crown, 

You might be of use and save a 
Nimble ‘ ‘ brown ” : 

For youi’d find yourself right’guickly 
In the slot, 

Were you of the right dimensions'— 
But you’re not. 

I ’m beginning to assume a 

f Hang-dog air, 
or I feel my conduct’s hardly 
“ On the square.” 

Now I leave church early (though I 
Get there late), 

Lest I may be moved to put you 
In the plate I 

That last spark of decent feeling 
I possess. 

But my character you ’ve ndned, 
More or less : 

So it ’s time, old pewter shilling, 

We should part. 

Which— I lose at least a cab-fare — 
Breaks mv heart. 


1 4 ^ 

I L 


W 









There I I’ve thrown you in the river, 
And at last 

I can thank my stars devoutly. 

You are “ passed” ! 

Mokal. 

“ Change upon the counter should be 
Strictly eyed ; 

Afterwards mi^akes can not be 
Eectified.” 


THE NEW HEN. 

(A Fable,) 

A New Hen wandering disconso- 
lately in a country farmyard once 
made the acquaintance of a cock of 
the old school, when both fell into 
some discourse concerning the changes 
of the modes. 

“Ah,” said the former, arrogantly 
addressmg the latter, “times are 
indeed a good deal altered since you 
were a cockerel, and all for the better, 
thank goodness ! Time was, and not 
so very long ago either, when I was 
expects to do nothing save lay eggs 
and breed chickens: now, however, 
my mistress must know better than 
to expect such degrading offices of 
me, for I will neither lay the one nor 
breed the other.” 

The old cock was about to offer 
some remarks in ridicule of these 
sentiments, when the housewife came 
into the yard, and, snatching up the 
New Hen, wrung her neck, remark- 
ing to herself as she did so, that a 
fowl that could neither lay eggs nor 
rear chickens, had obviously no place 
in the economy of nature. 


ODii^D Aiimo EEAnuTG. — “A bull in a 

rKIv/K OuAliYIo. china shop” may be Latin- Ameri- 

Barold, “Yes, Auntie Connie, I no love tou veet canised with a considerable amount 
much; but I LOVE Mamma best.” (Aj^ologetically,) “You of truth as “The of the 

SEE I MET HEE EIEST I ” shoW.” 


THE MENU A LA MODE. 

Comb, Damon, since again we ’ve met 
We ’ll feast right royally to-night, 

The groaning table shall be set 
With every seasonable delight ! 

The luscious bivalve . . . I forgot, 

The oyster is an arch-deceiver, 

And makes its eater’s certain lot 
A bad attack of typhoid fever. 

With sonp then, he it thick or clear, 

The banquet fitly may commence — 

Alas, on second thf»ughts, I fear 
With soup as well we must dispense. 

The doctors urge that, in effect. 

Soup simply kills the thoughtless glutton, 
It ’ s full of germs, I recollect 
They say the same of beef and mutton. 

Yes, each variety of meat. 

As yon remark, is much the same. 

And we ’re forbidden now to eat 
Fish, oysters poultry, joint or game. 

But though a Nemesis each brings. 

The uunishmeut, the doctors tell, is 
As nothing to the awful things 
Awaiting all who toy with jellies. 

“Cheese — that is not condemned with 
these ? ” 

Yet ample evidence we find 
To make us, Damon, look on cheese 
As simply poison to mankind ; 

While those who m^ desire to pass 
Immediately o’er Charon’s ferry, 

Have hut to take a daily glass 
Of daret, hock, champagne or sherry. 


And therefore, Damon, you and I, 

Who fain would live a year at least. 
Reluctantly must mod^ 

The scope of our projected feast ; 

A charcoal biscuit we will share. 

Water (distnied, of course,) we’ll swallow, 
Since this appears the only fare 
On which destruction vnll not follow ! 


known dictum, “For to he honest as this 
world goes is to be as one man picked out of 
ten thousand,” we must read “For to be 
ffishonest as this world goes is to be as one 
man picked out of ten thousand.” 

a y Alderman Davies ! In what para- 
pastures must he have moved and 
breathed and earned his livelihood ! 


SHAKSPEARE REVISED BY AN ALDERMAN. 

“Mat I ask,” said the worthy Alderman 
Davies, and he might have added, “ I^ask 
because 'Davuss sum, non hut 

he didn’t, and it was a chance lost, “what 
salary yon [the witness under examination] 
rec^veu for this conduct of yours while 
secretary?” To which witness answered, 
“ £500 a year, and a bonus of £200.” Where- 
upon the Alderman remarked, “ Then all I 
can say is, you could have got many honest 
men to do the work for much less.” 

Guite so, Mr. Alderman, true for you ; but 
if a man will act honestly for a sovereign, 
what might not the addition of ten shillings 
do ? It ought to make him more honest com- 
paratively, while another ten shillings would 
make him superlatively honest. But how if 
there were an obligation attached to the in- 
crease ? Just a trming deviation out of the 
straight course to begin with, to oblige a 
patron ? 

Let honesty he the drug in the market, 
and the rare herb dishonesty will be at a 
premium. It is gratifying to be assured, on 
aldermanie auHiority, that 'SHAEsrEASB was 
wrong, and that in* future for JEamlefs well- 


CIRCLING THE SQUARE. 

Standing- awhile at the comer crossing, 
Watching a van as it lumbers past, 
Something impels me to turn ana saunter 
Down to the Square^ where I met you last. 
Down to the Square with its formal garden 
Slowly I pace— yet I scarce know why ; 
Somehow I never have since been near it, 
Things have all changed since last July I 

There is the gate, where you fumbled sadly 
Turning the key— though I lent my aid — 
There are the paths, where we stroHedm sun- 
shine. 

There is our seat in the chestnut shade. 
Borders all empty, and paths uncared for, 
Bleak, bare branches, and murky sky— 
This is liie “ garden I love ” no longer. 

How it bas changed since last July ! 

All that we spoke of, or left unspoken, 

All that our tongues or our eyes couldkay 
Comes to me now, as the Square I circle. 
Clear as events hut of yesterday. 

Yain to remember, to care still vainer. 

You have been married a month, and I — 
i ’m a misogynist- just at present. 

How we[ have changed since last J uly I ' 


VOL. OVUi, 
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"EULL SPEED AHEAD!” 


[** The essential thing is that the party now in 
office has loyally followed the example of the party 
in opposition, and, ‘neglecting party considerations, 
and proYincial interests, has,’ as the Civil Lord 
claimed for it, * risen to the full height of its Ln- 
perial responsibilities /” — The on the 

Mavy 


Britannia {cheerily). To “hear old Triton 
blow his wr^died horn,” 

My Spencee, in this clear determined 
^ manner, 

Is spirit-gladdening ; showing yon were bom 
To back my power and npbear my banner ! 
Triton-Speticer, Ton do me prona, Ma^am ! 
Bootle^tooth-too ! 

Toghoms not in it, eh? As for those 
sirens I— 


Aha I Ulysses made a great to-do, 

But by the bine brine that your coast en- 
virons 

Our marine music beats ’em out of sight! 

Britannia, Especially now yon blare so well 
together 

Ton rival conch-performers. Ah! that’s 
right. 

Now I’m prepared for any sort of weather ! 


Triton- Spencer sings : — 

BniTANNiiL ’s Sea-Lady-in-Chief, 

Bootle-toot I 

And I ’m her First Lord, and a ripper. 

Onr chnmminess msses belief, 

Bjootle-tootl 

Lor ! "V^en she appointed me skipper 
Some fancied I’d dawdle — at least, so they 
said“- [Ahead I 

Mow they see that my motto is— Fnll Speed 

Q-eoegie Hamilton there with his glass, 
Booth-toot ! 

Wonld spy ont the flaws if there were any : 
Eddaed Reed wouldn’t let blunders pass, 
Bootle-toot ! 

They ’re critical coves, and won’t spare any. 
But bless ’em, their scrutiny I do not dread. 
My motto, you see, Ma’am, is— Full Speed 
Ahead! 


Of course, that won’t do in a fog, 

Bootle-toot I 

But I think there ’s a clear course afore us ! 
Q-ive way to old-fashioned jig-jog ? 

Bootle-toot I 

May, not by the mothers who bore us ! 
With a sharpish look-ont, but without stint 
or dread. 

We blow up onr horn. Ma’am, for— Full 
Speed Ahead! 

Old Mep may regard us with glee, 

Bootle-toot I 

Amphitrite may shout an “ Ahoy,” Ma’am. 
If yon ’re stOl on for Euling the Sea, — 
Bootle-toot ! 

To back yon in that I ’m the bhoy, Ma’am. 
By my heart (’tis true blue), by my beard 
(it is red), 

My motto, Bhuannia, is— Full Speed 
Abead! 


Britannia, Bravo, my mddy-bearded, brave 
old Triton ! 

Mep shouts approval from his deep-sea 
grotto. 

Friends need not fear for me, foes shall not 
frighten, 

While you, and all my sons, stick to that 
motto ! 


A Paeeumbntaet Paeadox. — Sir Elus 
Ashmead-Baetlett {alias “Silomio”) begs 
the Government to suppress the Boers. 


CoNVAXESCENT.— After “a bout” of in- 
fluenza, the best thing for the patient is to 
be “ about again.” 



A FIN-DE-SIECLISM! 


LEMT. 

Svmday Visitor. “ Is Mrs. Brown at Home ?” 

Servant, “Mo, Sir. Mrs. Brown is PLAviNa Lawn-Tennis next ’door.” 
Simday Visitor. “Are the Fodng Ladxbs at Home?” 

Servcmt, “Mo, Sir; they are at Ohuroh!” 


MT PAETNEE. 


Tou would not guess which one I mean, 
Sweet girl in white, sweet girl in green. 
Perhaps not either, do yon think 
0 even sweeter girl in pink ? 

It ’s just as well I shomd not tell 
Which seemed the belle, sweet girl in pink. 

So, safely vague, I simply say 
Her face was fair, her laugh was gay. 

A lively dance with her would cure 
The worst of human ills, I ’m sure. 

Her pretty face would soon replace 
The saddest case with health I ’m sure. 


A cripple, if he had the chance. 

Would try undoubtedly to dance; 

The dullest fool, the saddest cur, 

Might both be cnarmed to dance with her ; 
And here ’s a tip, don’t let it slip. 

To cure la grippe just dance with her. 

The other two might like me less 
If 1 described the charmer’s dress ; 

I wiU not name a single stitch 
To show which of them may be which ; 
Piok, white or green, each one has seen 
That I must mean she may bewitch. 
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THE ORIGIKAL ARYAN TO THE 
PROFESSOR. 

I AM the Ancioit Aryan, 

And you haye done me wrongs— 

I did not come from Bindc^tan, 

I Ve “been here aJi along. 

I neyer travelled from the East 
In huge snceessiye waves. 

Yon ’ll find yonr ancestors deceased 
Inside yonr own old caves. 

There my remains may now be 
sought, 

Ifced up with mastodons, 

Which very long with flints I fought 
Before I fought with bronze. 

In simple skins I wr^ped me round, 
Ere mats I learned to make ; 

I dug my dwellings in the ground. 
Or reared them on a lake. 

I had no pen— I ’m sure of this, 
Although you say I penned 
All maimer of theologies 
In Sanskrit and in Zend! 

My nature you ’ve misunderstood. 

When first I sojourned here, 

I worshipped chunks of stone or 
wood. 

My rites were rather queer I 

The more my little ways you scan 
The less you ’ll care to praise 
And bless the dear old Aryan 
Of Neolithic days. 

They Ve mixed me up, till I declare 
I hardly can report 
Whether I first was tall and fair) 
Or I was dark and short. 

But on two things I take my stand, 
G^ugh all their noise and strife, 
I didn’t come from Asia; and; 

I had no Higher life ! 






I J; 










THE TIP OBLIQUE. 

Ferffer (to over-generous Visitor), “I bbo youe paedon, Sie. 
No G-EATUITIES— EE— AT PEESBNT. BUT— BE— THE DeAN WILL 
HAVE PASSED IN TwO MlNUTES, SlE 1 ” 


8 THE HIGHER CBITICISM. 

Scene — AviTior cd Jiis desk^ vnih 
( Newspaper OvUi/ngs 'before him, 

“iTHE^Critics’ comments I ’U pemse, 
And I will profit by ; 

I’Uii^d out what they most 

And strive to rectify,! ” 

“ His work unequal as we read, 

We think upon the whole 
This author almost would succeed 
HlfiH ^ nearer to his goal.” 

IliHiilil S s serious pages suit us well, 

11 Kevealing thought aud heart ; 

quite unbearable 
When trying to be smart ! ” 

‘ * Some sprightly pages from his pen 
With pleasure we have read ; 
■UpHU But if he moralises, then 

He 's heavier than lead I ” 

“ We by the eye of faith can see — 
It isn't from his books — 
|n||||H||| He is not such a fool as he 
Invariably looks.” 

Fifth Critic, 

This author’s pages needs must 
A sympathetic mind, — [thrill 
■ V Of subtle knowledge, tender skill, 

— Deep pathos, wit refined.”, 

Sixth Critic, 

“ A mass of foUy more intense 
^ Experience can’t recall. 

We tried to find one shred of 


sense. 

There is not one at all I ” 
l^Fxit Author, tearing his hair. 


THE SONG OF THE SLUGGARD. 

<®ntetnporary (The Britiah Mediedl TowmeT) asBerts that 
lue desne to nse early,^ except in those trained from youth to outdoor 
pursuits, xs commonly a sim, not of strengi of character and vigour of 
body, but of advancing age.^ TeUgraph,'\ 

’T^^^e voi^ of the sluggard, I heard him hooray 
As Jie turned in his bed at the dawning of day ; 

At last^xly^ rising — ^that fraud— is found out I 
Henceforth pngs will leave me alone, I ’ve no doubt I 

*A preached at me ever since Solomon’s rime, 

V ^ prose and in rhyme. 

trath mil prev^, and now Science hath said 
Anat lor early morning there ’s no place like bed ! 

_Wirii their early to bed and theip early to rise, 

Aney ve tortor^ the good, and tormented the wise. 

sermoiw, and speDing-books, proverbs and tracts, 

And now they just find they ’ve misteken the facts I 

It’s just like those moralists I Talk stilted bosh 

it won’t wash ! 

Aom . now they have stuck up their noses, the prigs. 

And comparedius to sloths and to somnolent pigs. 

price now the mt, and that hnge bore the bee ? 

VmM oxtt old foa the l^ proves pure fiddle-de-dee. 

To^Ji ^ J ^2 w^lthy , and wise, and what not, 

Is exploded at last ; it is iQi tommy-rot I 

^ A man’s mt a black-beetle, to find it a lark 
Ao JO crawhng about chilly rooms in the dark : 

rise in the gloom and the cold. 

The fact only proves that you^ re foolish or old J 

constrained in the least 
w?, f®* mseet, a bird, or a beast ; 

i^i^Mieal Sfflenee has spoken, and said 
lhat the sluggard is Mht, and thwe ’s n9 place like bed I ” 

, [Cwm up, and snores with a clear consdmee. 


THE DRAMATIC COMMON SENSER-SHIP. 

Last week the name of Mr. ItEDroRD as newly-appointed Licenser of 
Plays was announced. This is just to the late Licenser's assistant and 
deputy. But if the ofS.ee is to be continued, why should it not be 
thrown open to competitive examination ? A paper of such questions 
as the followiBg would secure a learned Thebau for the office : — 

1. Who was the licenser of Plays in the time of Shakspeabe ? 

2. Translate passages (given) from (a) French dramatists, (P) Italian, 
( 7 ) Herman, (5) Spanish, («) Norwegian, (0 Enssian, (i?) Japanese. 

^ 3. Translate passages (given) from the works of Englim drama- 
tists into the above-mentioned languages. 

4. Give your opinion on the following “ situations ” and “ plots,” 
and say whether you consider it iu the interests of public morality 
that they should be licensed for performance or not: 

5. State your reasons for such opinions. 

6. Is it your opinion that an officer of the licensing (Play) Depart- 
ment should he in attendance every night at every theatre (a stall being 
kept for him. by the manager on pain of fine or forfeiture of licence) to 
note if any change or any introdnetion be made in the dialogue or in 
any part or jwrtion of the play already licensed ? And if not, why not ? 

7. Would it be, or not, advisable in your opinion that every author, 
or all the authors when collaborating, should read their own pieces 
aloud to the Licenser, giving as muen action and dramatic illustra- 
tion as space will allow ? And that the low comedians and eccentric 
comedians, male and female, with songs and dances, should attend, and 
show (a) what stepstheypropose takmgintheuew piece, (6) what words, 
(c) wmks, [d) becks, and (e) wreath^ smiles they intend giving in 
order to ^mt an ionnendo or adorn an apparently narmless joke f 

8. Do you think that, as an assistant judge on such occasions, one 
or more experts (at so much an hour) should be present ? 

9. (a) In your opinion should not every play be seen by the Licenser, 
duly acted, with the costumes, before a licence can be granted ? (h) ana 
^en that tiiehcenoe he granted only on the condition that no alteration 
in word or action be made at any time, and under no pretence whatever, 
during the run, on pain of forfeiture of licence ? 

The above suggestions wiU serve as a foundation for some future 
Licensing Exam.-paper. 
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COURTLY aUABRUPEDS. 

{To the JSditor of the^'‘ 8p-et-tory) 

Sib, — am sure you mil be 
glad to have another veracious 
story about Animal Etiquette, 
During the recent frost we 
hung a bone up in the garden 
for the starving birds to peek 
at, and one of lour dogs—a 
collie— was mean enou^ to 
steal it. Next day we noticed 
him limping, and were sur- 
prised to find a great gash 
across one of his paws. I at 
once understood what had hap- 
pened. Our other dogs had 
evidently thought stealing the 
bone under the circumstances 
was very bad form, and the 
collie had been mxt by them I 

Yours sympathetically, 

Pabish Pump. 

Sir, — Ifind thatevenhittens 
have a code of etiquette, and 
understandthe niceties of social 
rank. The other day our kit- 
ten was on the table, when a 
winged creature which 1 took 
for a fiy settled just in front 
of it. Pussy immediately 
gracefully retreated back- 
wards till, on arriving at the 
edge^ she slid to the ground. 
At first I put down her be- 
haviour to fright, but it was 


CLASSICAL CAB STRIKE AT ATHENS. 



[« Tourists and foreigners ... in Athens have been put to great inconvenience 
on account of tiie cab strike.” — Standard, March 14.] 


nothing of the sort. « It was a 
pure act of courtesy. Uie sup- 
posed fly was a lady-bird I 
Our intelligent little animal 
i had shown ner instiactive re- 
spect for title and sex, which 
was naturally very gratifying 
to an ardent 

pBBfRQSE LeAGTOEE, 

Sir, — Our terrier killed a 
rat yesterday. To-day we saw 
him, for no obvious reason, 
approach the rat-hole again. 

all agreed that he must be 
paying a visit of condolence to 
the bereaved relatives ! 

CouiHBY Cuss. 

“ The Pboposed Commohs 
Peeseevahoh Bill.”— Seeing 
this heading to an article, an 
eminentiy well-informed Con- 
servative politician, whose zeal 
was in excess of his know- 
ledge, exclaimed, “Ah I I 
thought it would come to 
this I The Ultra-Radicals are 
not going straight for the 
abolifion of the Upper House, 
but have decided on under- 
mining it, by doing away 
with me Lower One to begin 
with. Eancy its being neces- 
sary for the Commons to bring 
in a Bill for their own self- 
preservation 1 1 ” 


VADE MECUM FOR A CERTAHT COURT OEEICIAL. 

Question, Your duty, I believe, is to protect the public from receiv- 
ing impressions— from your ^int of view— of a pernicious character ? 

Answer, Certainly; and this I accomplish by reading and rejecting 
what I think the public should avoid. 

Q, How long has the office been in existence ? 

A, About a century or so, 

Q, How did the public get on before your office came into existence ? 

A, Fairly well, especially in the days of Shakspbare. 

Q. Had the Bard of Avon to obtain a licence for the production of 
his plays ? 

A, No ; they were then practically edited hy the public. 

Q, Could not the public edit plays in the reign of Queen Tictoeia 
with the intelligence displayed in the days of “ Q-ood Qneen Bess” ? 

A, It is impossible to say, as the question has not been tested by 
experiment. 

Q, You say that your duty is to preserve the purity of the public 
taste; was that also the object of the earlier of your predecessors ? 

A, Seemingly not, as the office was called into existence to serve as a ! 
bar to the disse min ation of opinions of an entirely political character. | 

Q, But that is not now the raison d^etre of the appointment ? ^ ^ 

A, Oh, no ; for nowadays, thanks to the newspapers, politics 
enjoys free trade, 

Q, But still, the right of interference exists ? 

A, Yes, but it is only used to prevent a performer from “ making 
up” as a Cabiuet Mini ster, to the annoyance of the right hon. 
gentleman favoured with the attention. 

Q, Is there any rule to guide the use of the official blue pencil ? 

A, None in particular. That emblem of concrete authority may 
be diligently used for a decade, and then he laid aside for a quarter 
of a century. 

Q. Then there is no poHoy in the office ? 

A» None to speak of. What was wrong in 187 5 may he right in 1895, 
and may be wrong again at the commencement of the next century. 

Q, Bat surely such an office has not gained the entire applause of 
the London Press ? 

A. On the contrary, the all hut universal condemnation, 

Q, And yet when the office became vacant there were many 
journalistic applicants ? 

A, Because journalists accept the situation of the hour, and make 
the Wt of it. n , 

Q, Is it possible that the candidates who have failed mav find 
their objection to the existence of the office stronger than ever? 

A, It is not only possible, but probable. 

Q, And thus any non-journalist who accepts the appointment may 
not have a very pleasant time of it ? 

A, So it woffid appear to the casual observer. 


MY INFLUENZA. | 

Monday,— Thh is the day I promised to go with my aunt to the i 
first meeting of that new Society for the Propagation of Female 
Suffrage amongst the Turks. Wish I’d never promised. Don’t see 
how I can escape. Why, yes, good idea— the mfluenp ! I ’ll have 
it. Almost fancy I have a slight pain in my back, wMch would cer- 
tainly he a symptom. I will decide that I nave a pain in my back. 
Send note, saving, in uncertain weather caution is necessary ; fear that 
I ’m attacked by the prevailing epidemic ; wish eve^ success to the 
good cause, and so forth. Then, relieved in my mind, down to the 
club, and forget all about the old lady. 

Tuesday,— have a melancholy time this evening, Mrs. Poe- 
son’s At Home, with recitations. Oh lord! ^ Daren’t offend old 
PoosoH by refusing. It would not be so bad if there were not the 

five Miss PousoHS. Of all the awful, middle-aged young women 1 

Ha, by Jove! Never thought of it. Of course. The influenza. 
Telegraph at once. Deeply regret, illness, and so forth. I really 
have a slight pain in my back. Wonder what it is. Put on my 
thickest coat when I go out. 

Wednesday, — Awful joke this influenza. Shall escape old 
Bloloett's dinner to-night. Should have been bored to death. 
Now sixpenny telegram settles it aU. The only tog is I really 
have a pain in my back. Reminds me of boy crying “ Wolf” in 
the fable. Shall stay in this evening, and keep warm by the fire. 

Thursday,— not feel much worse^ but pain still there. Shall 
not venture out. Can therefore, quite truthfully, excuse my 
absence from Boreham’s matinie, G-ood enough fellow, Bo heham , 
but can’t write a tragedy at all. So shall escape the awful infliction 
of his mixed imitation of Ibsen and Shelley. The worst of it is 
that, with this beastly pain in my hack, I begin to think my influ- 
enza is no sham at all. Stop in all day in warm room. In the 
evening feel headache, as well as pain in back. Fear the worst. 

Friday,— 'Eo doubt about it. In bed. Must see the doctor. 
Letter from G-adsby. W ants me to go to the theatre to-night. J oily 
party. Supper after at his house. Little dance to finish with. 
Jolly, lively fellow G-alsby. Knows lots of pretty actresses, and hp 
all sorts of larks. Would have been good fun. And here am I in 
bed! Hang the influenza I But cannot risk anything. G-et Jones 
fetched— Jones, M.D., my old chum. Tell him how 1 feel, and say I 
have the influenza. •^Bosh!” says he, “you’ve been sitting in a 
draught somewhere, and got a little lumbago in your back. It s 
nothing. And you ’ ve stini in a hot room till you ’ve got a headache 
for want of fresh air. G'ct up and go out as soon as you can.” Feel 
better already. Show him G-ajdsby’s letter. “The very thing,” 
says he; “I’m going. We’U go to§:ether. With that influenza 
of yours, you oughtn’t to go out without someone to watch the 
case.” 
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SEXO-MANIA.” 


“We tIunk]X»j>e that have Gone Aatra/y the foulest noTel that ever yet defiled the EngHah tongue ; and that in absolute filth its Author oau give 

any modem Frenoit writer six and beat 'him hollow I ” — FaTthmme 


any modem French writer six and beat hi-m hollow I ” — JParthenon. 

Fair Author {to her Publisher^ poiutmg to above Opinim of the Press quoted m his a&oertiseTuent of her Novel), “ And pray, Mr. Shard- 
son, WHAT DO TOD MEAN BY INSEETINO THIS HTDEODS N’OTIOBI” 

Publisher, * My dear Miss Fitzmobse, yod mttst remember that we 'ye paid you a large Price por tour Book, and 

BROUGHT IT OFT AT GREAT EkPENSE — ^AND WE NATURALLY WISH TO SELL IT ! ” 


THE EAST CHAIE; 

Or, Mr. Speaker's Yalediction. 

^ [“ According to present arrangements the Speaker will deliver his vale- 
dictory address on the eye of the adjournment for the Easter recess.” 

The T,mes,'\ 

Air — “ The Cane-hoUorrC d Chaxrf^ 

Ah-h-h-h ! 1 1 Farewell to the Chair, to the Mace, to the Bar ! 
To tedious twaddle and purposeless jar ! — 

Away from the House, and its toils, and its oares, 

I hope to fidt snug in my snuggest of chairs. 

To mount that old Chair was my pride, to be sure ; 

But~the House got ill-manneredT, its air grew impure : 

Md the sights I have seen there on many a day 
Were worthy a lot of young Yahoos at play. 

yet that old Chamber had comers and nooks, 

Wmeh seemed haunted by friendly, familiar old spooks. 

CossETTS, O’G-ormans, and G-ladstones I AIL ends ! 

But escaping old bothers means Tnissing old friends. 

Old chiuns, like old china, though possibly cracked. 

With rickety tempers, and wits broken-backed, 

Old memory treasures. And when shall men see 
Such champions as Dizzy and W. <3-. ? 


Than this snug Eai^ Chair well drawn up to the fire. 

Off robes I Wig avaunt ! How I ’m cosy !— And yet, 

If there ’s something to gladden, there ’s much to regret. 

Why is it one dmgs to some genial old scamp ? 

Why is it one sticks to a wom-ont old gamp r ^ 

Why is it, despite my relief, I fed drawn 

To that hard high-hacked Chair I so long sat upon ? 

Long, long through the hours, ^d the night, and the chimes 
Have I satj yawned and ached in the tiresome old times, 
YHien faction and fog filled the House, and for me 
The Chamber was pitiless pur-ga-to-ree I 


How comfort and guiet will gladden my rest. 

And tedium no lo^er will torture my breast. 

For that finest of feats ever padded with hair 
I am going to exchange for my own Easy Chair ! 

If Chairs had hut speech it would whisper alarms 
To him who’s next clasped in its stuffy old arms. 

How long there J languished, and lolled in despair — 

Till I wished myself wood like the rest of “ the Chair ! ” 

A decade and more since I first filled the place ! * 

There’s many a form and there ’s many a face 
Have vanished since I donned the wig of grey hair, 

And sat and looked stately, at ease in that Chair. 

Men say I have honoured that Chair ever since. 

With the poise of a jndge and the mien of a prince. 

Perhaps I But I ’m weary, and glad, I declare, 

To make now a change to my own Easy Chair. 

When the candles bum low, and the company’s gone, 

In the silence of Digkt I shall sit here alone, 

Or with you, Mr, Punch, man^r-memoried pair. 

And muse on old days in that high Speaker's Chair ! 

Eh ? What, Mr, Punch f Bead me last night’s debate ? 

Oho I Order ! Order 11 I’m drowsy, ’tis late. 

For Ayes and for Hoes, Punch, no more need I care ; 

I may take forty winks in my own Easy Chair I 

{^Left taking ’em. 

* Mr. Arthur Wellesley Peel was elected Speaker at the opening of 
the Session of 1884, upon the retirement of Sir Henry Brand. 

Ancsient Custom, — “A quaint practice exists’^ at the Episcopal 
Palace, Fulham, “ of waking up the domestics by means of a long 
pole.” “ Stirring them up,” apparently, as the keepers do the beasts 
at the Zoo. The Sun reminds us of the existence of '‘'‘rousing 
staves'*'* for waking sleepers in diuroh. About Regatta time 
riparian dwellers axe frequently disturbed in their slumbers by ‘ ‘ rous- 
ing staves,” which, however, are sung by jolly young watermen, 
canoeists and house-boaters. 





RBTIBEMENT ; OR, THE EASY CHAIR. 

Me.P. “WOULD YOU LIKE ME TO REAR YOU LAST HIOHT’S DEBATE, SIR?” Rt. Hon. Authto Wsu^usx Pbel {drowtUy). “ORDER' ORDER 

[“ The origmal arrangement that Mr. Pbbi. shall retire on the ere of the Easter holidays still holds good .”— March 16.] 
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“Well, how did the Kew Plat go off last night?” 

“ Oh, there was a Sleep-walking Soentb in the Third Acjt that was rather 
BFFBOTIVE.” **A LA I/ADT M AC BSTE, EH?” 

“Well— NOT EXAorLY. It was the AiiDiENOE that got dp in its Sleep and walked 
OUT I ” 


TO A PLIETGIRL. 

A Fom of FUtitude. 

Yes, Kiris will be girls, and AMs will be Airts, 
And coquette to the end of the chapter ! 
“There’s safety in numbers,” the proverb 
asserts, 

And I ’m sure that no saw could be apter. 

Xhe safety, I fear, is that Dick wiU Aght shy, 
"When he hears that you’re Airting with 
Harry ; 

And Harry think, when you ’ve Tok in 
your eye, 

That you ’re safer to Airt with than marry I 


Nay, then you don’t rest till you’ve Jack at 
your feet. 

Till he Ands that he’s Willy for rival ; 
The odds are that both, like the rest, will 
retreat. 

And at last there’ll be no one’s survival. 

Pot Airting ’s a game that is risky to play. 

At least from the standp* int of wedlock ; 
When each is afraid your affection will stray 
To some other, the end is a deadlock ! 


The Boot War.— “ In consequence of the 
strike,” observed Mrs. R., “I am afraid a 
great many hardworking men wiU be left 
with boots on their hands.” , 


CHECK ! 

** We air governed too Ward, 

No I The old spirit is not dead. 

Though long it, trance-like, dept. 

While Peter Putnght reared his head. 
And venom’d vigil kept. 

Their despot yearnings retrograde 
Our ^auts label Progress ” ; 

In specious robes of light array’d 
They hide a horrid Ogress ; 

And many simple souls and true 
By guile seduced to err, 

Or fondly trusting something new, 

PeU down and worshipp’d her. 

And o’er their i)rostrate senses roU’d 
A monstrous idol car, 

Whose priests, in frenzy uncontroU’d, 

StUl know not where they are. 

The doughtier freeman of the past 
With wrath such bondage sees ; 

Who freedom won with pike and gun 
Prom nobler foes than these. 

Some bygone champions’ pow’r benign 
Our waning strength restores ; 

They forced from kings what we ’d resign 
To County Councillors. 

The heirs of those who won our right 
Inherit such a soul 

They ’d starkly Aght by day and night. 
But quite neglect to poll. 

And so, in Law and Order’s day 
The brazen crew intrudes, 

And London nigh becomes the prey 
Of pedants, prigs, and prudes. 

But lo ! the slip ’twixt oup and lip 
Has made their glory dimmer ; 

Down, down goes the dictatorship 
Of Stiggin$ and of Trimmer, 

And threaten’d London joys to And 
The Incubus o’ertbrown, ^ 

The gang whose mandate ’tis to mind 
All business but their own. 

With “ shoulders to the wheel” alway. 
The grannies in a batch 

Can snck such comfort as they may 
Prom eggs they must not hatch. 


A Suggestion for Improving tke Stage. 
— M. CoquELiN for having played truant — 
not an absolutely new part for him— from the 
House of Moliere has been condemned by the 
Court of Appeal to pay Ave hundred francs 
every time he performs away from the 
Com^die Fran^aise. This may, or may not, 
be hard on M. Coudelin, an artist whose 
absence from the stage would he much de- 
plored : but could not there be, in England, 
some Court of Public Appeal, empowered to 
condemn an actor or two, not artists like 
M. CoquELiN, in similar penalties for appear- 
ing at allr' Great opportunity for a new 
court and new procedure. Witnesses for 
prosecution from stalls, dress circle, gallery, 
pit, upper boxes. Witnesses to be heard in 
defence of course also; and let the best 
evidence win. 

A Good Bank jNute. Auer the recent 
meeting of the gentlemen who manage the 
affairs of The Old Lady of Threadneedle 
Street, the Bank of England may now be 
considered not as a bank which may be of 
sand or mud, but as a rock, and as Arm. The 
Baring Straits having been safely passed, 
the look-out man cries, “ All ’swell that ends 
weU!” 


0 The Highly-rouged Lady’s Claim toLhe- 
BARY DiSTiNcnoN. — ^That she is well-read. 




“ANIMAL SPIRITS.” 

No. VIIL— Aitbk thb Inflton'za.. 


LETTEES EEOM THE SHADES. 

BU.TB just perused report of Commissioa on library Wall-flowers. 
Appears that enterprising book-shop, resort of fashionable world for 
mst century, has sent round urgent whip to Eepresentatiye Men of 
Letters (and also Mr. Lb Galuenne) s&ing for short list of best 
neglected books. Find that answers cover fairly wide ground, from 
Homee to New English Dictionary. Feeling fliat it might please 
general public to nave some egression of opinion from various 
defunct authors described with faint praise as undeservedly 
neglected, and finding it inconvenient to arrange personal interview, 
by reawn of distance and other difficulties, have sent out circular 
r^uesting that they would interview themselves on the subject and 
kindly let me have result. Some answered evasively through 
secretaries. Subjoin small assortment from letters of those who 
responded frankly 

Homie obliges with a few Hexametebs. 

Lol in the hollows of Hades I hear the lamenting of Lubboch, 

Bart., who declares that HoansBirs (or somebody else of the same 
name, 

One or the other, or both, or perhaps a collection of poets)— 
Lubboc]^ I say, who declares that the sale of my poems is paltry. 
Says he is sorry to see me reduced to the state of a waU-flower I 
But as a matter of fact I have got an immense circulation, 

Chiefly in Oxford and Cambridge and Eton and palcestra, 
SopHOdiES pushes me close, but Pdtdae is out of the running. 

Being a bit too stiff, thougn the cost is defrayed by the parents. 

As for the rest, I consider Heeodotus very deserving ; 

Q.uaintly enough at this moment I see he is writing about me. 
Writing to say he considers HomEUS exceedingly clever. 

Who, by the way, is a Mr. Le Galltehite ? He, as thev tell me, 
Prattles a lot on his private affairs for the good of the pubhc. 

HEEonoTirs foewaeds a teiflihg Beochtteb. 

To me for my part it appears that of the other poets, both those 
before and after, no one, as the saying is, can hold a two-penny 
torch to Homeeits. He, in the language of the Far-Western people, 
whips cosmos. But of those that write things not to be men- 
tioned, no Then Man dwelling in the nether world can surpass the 
Now Woman. So at least they that are over the book-market teH 
me ; but them I cannot easily believe. Further, t) speak of such as 
collect history, but, being unworthy indeed of neglect do yet escape 
the notice of those that appoint to office, I give the front row to ifi. 
OSCAE BEOWmHG. 


Shahspeaee sends an occasional Sonnet. 

Had I survived my well-contented age 
And lived to see the bettering of the times. 

And witnessed Henet Aethue on the stage, 

Or read the latest confidential rhymes ; 

Small marvel were it that my tragic art 
Should lapse among a race of larger build ; 

Or that the sonnet-echoes of my heart 
Should fail before the booming Bodley guild. 

Yet have I lovers still, a faithful few ; 

And here I take occasion for observing 

How greatly I have been indebted to 
The Cambridge Locals and to Mr. Ieving. 

The Temple Sbahspeaee for the pocket 

Is selling now ; I know of none to knock it. 

Loed Ybeulam kindly quotes himself. 

You shall not ask better from me than that I should distil yon 
these two extracts from my Standard Essays, amended to date. 

1. Of Stfidies, — Beading, and namely oi the kitchen ware of 
AuTOLTCirs, maketh a full man ; reviewing maketh a puffy man ; and 
my New Organ^ now old and strangely unpopular, maketh an har- 
monious man. 

2. Of Gardens,— Neisj delightful for sweetness is the Wall- 
flower ; likewise the Bonny Briar-Patch. But of those flowers such 
as the Aster and the Carnation, of which the perfume is such that 
they are best trodden upon and bruised, there is yet another that you 
shall take heed of. It is the Sweet Earl Lavender. You shall pass 
by a whole alley of them and find nothing of their sweetness : they 
are like precocious odours, most desirable when incensed or crushed. 


Sortes Shakspearianse. 

Shakspeabe in the Oommons — 

“ God speed the Parliament ! “Who shall be the Speaker ? ” 

Henry the Sixth, Part I., Act iii., Sc. 2. 


A Foegotten Melody. — ^A once popular negro song that might 
come in as a chorus if Mr. Bannebman does not accept the Speaker- 
ship. is to the tune of “ Old JSoh Ridley, 0 ! ” and could be evidently 
neatly adapted to “0 Whitb Bxdlet, 01” 




AWEUL EEVELATIOKS ! 

pyir. Leslie Stephen, speaking at Topikee Hall the other day, stated 
that the members of the Athenaeum had deserted the classics for the pages 
of JPmich and the latest French novel.] 

ScEKD— TAe IMrary of a well-hnown Cluh^ whore are discov^ed a 
few Bishops, Judges, M,F,^s, and other persons “ distinguished 
in literature or artP 

Academician {chuckling over Majlcel PjalrrosT's latest audacity, 
to M.P., who is puzzling out the '''‘Journal du prince’*'* in Da.udei’s 

La Petite Paroisse**)* I say, old. man, lend me your pocket dic- 
tionary for a moment, will jon ? 

M.P, Certaiidy: only it doesn’t give half the words. {Sighs, 
aside,) Why didn’t I learn more French at Eton ! These mceurs 
conjugates beat me every now and then at the most interesting point! 

A Professor of Metaphysics {who has concealed J. H. Hosnt’s 
'' Benouveau** behind a file of the '"Times,'** and is sitting on 
IAtedan’s Les Marionettes** to himself), I really cannot go nome 
till I have cleared up the relations between Chagny and Madame 
d*Argonne ! 

A Judge (caught reading “ Le Mariage de Chiffon ** hy a Bishop, 
apologetically). Ah, I find my French gets rusty without systematic 
daily practice. Why, would you believe it, I found yesterday I had 
forgotten what en goguettes meant ! 

Bishop, Ahem, 1 believe it is a synonym for en ribote, with nearly 
the vulgar connotation of gris or tipsy, you know I {Hastily, 
to Waiter, aware that he has displayed a rather too close acquaint- 
ance with Gallic slang,) Kindly fetch me to-day’s number of Punch, 

Waiter, They are all engaged, my Lord. 

Bishop, Then let me look at last week’s issue again. 

Head Master of Public School (dubiously). Dare I be seen with 
Madame Chrysanthhne f (Noticing that cdl the quiet corners are 
occupied with students^ French literature,) No— another time I 

Leading Novelist, Here’s Leslie Stepheit been betraying us! 
He says, what is only too true, that we ’ve abandoned the standard 
authors, includmg myseH, for Punch ! 

Cabinet Minister fas a deus ex machind). Well, Mr* Punch is a 
classic. To read him is a liberal education ! 

\_They do so, with a general sigh of relief* 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OP TOBY, M.P, 

House of Commons, Monday Night, March 11. — k. great cloud 
fallen oyer House to-day. Soon the stately presence that tills the 
Chair wiU step forth, never to return. The sonorous voice that can 
still the storm in its angriest mood will no more resound through the 
hushed Chamber. The best Speaker the House of Commons in its long 
history has known, will be merged in the mediocrity of the House 
of Lords. A hard succession of blows to fall on an assembly. First 
Mr. O'., then Cbaneolpb:, and now Asthuh Peel, three men of 
wholly varied type, each unique, in his way reaching the highest 
level. 

Suppose we shall get along^ somehow, though for all concerned in 
business of House, in maintaining its usefulness and supporting its 
dignity, the future without Peel in the Chair not to be regarded j 
without foreboding. He has every quality and gift that go to make 
the ideal 8j>eaker. A noble presence, a fine voice, a courtly manner, 
a resolute will, a full knowledge of the forms of the House, a keen 
though decently suppressed sense of humour — a scholar and a gentle- 
man, These things are seen and recognised from outside. Only 
those who live and work in the House of Commons know how mar- 
vellous is the combination, how infinite in its magnitude the loss 
impending, 

Tuesday, — ^Talk to-night all about successor to the Speaeee. A 
dozen names mentioned; general conclusion that whoever may be 
selected, he’s not to be envied. The Member for Sake, turning up 
to-night for first time this Session, brings strange news. Has been 
on the Riviera, daily expecting influenza. Saw Mr. G-. yesterday ; 
the talk at Cap Martin, as here, all about the soon-to-be emptied 
Chair, and who is to fill it. Sabk tells me he is quite certain 
Mr. Or, is thinking of coming forward as candiciate ; is (so Sark 
^ys, and he is a most reliable person) evidently eating out Ids heart 
in voluntary retirement. Now he ’s got Ms Psalter out, doesn’t know 
what to do next. 

“ I ask^ him,’’ Sark says, “ whether there was any precedent for 
an ex-Prime Minister, however young in years and untamed in 
energy, becoming Speaker.” 

“Not exactly,” he said; “ but there is the case of a Speaker who 
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■became Prime Minister. AnDurGTOK', yon will remember. Speaker in 
1T89, was Premier at tbe turn of the century. It was said of bira, by 
the way, that he never ^nite overcame the force of old habits. When 
engaged with the Cabinet in consideration of foreign ajffairs he had 
difficulty in refraining from saying ‘ The French to the right, the 
Austrians to the lem’ Don’t see why the ^ ease shouldn’t be 
taken the other way about, and an ex-Premier become Speaker. 
Fancy I may take it that I have some qualifications for the post. 
Enow the House pretty intimately ; have been familiar with it for 
some years. Am told I never looked so picturesque as when, on public 
occasions, I wore official gown of Chancellor of Exchequer. Think 
the Speaker’s dress would suit me. But that a mere trine. What I 
hanker after, at my time of life, at the close of a career not abso- 
lutely free from hard work, is some post not too arduous. Seems to 
me the Speakership would be tbe very thing ; just enough to do, and 
not too much.” 



Mr, (r, {disguised in Speaker’s wig and gown), Bather fancy the 
costume would suit me down to the ground ! ” 

If it had been anyone but Sark had said this, would have listened 
with incredulity. But Sark most respectable man. 

Business done, — ^BiOBKEtsok in excellent speech explained Haw 
Estimates. 

The Silence of Silomio. Ho, it’s not tlie title of a 
novel. You ’re thinking of ^ the late Dean Maitlaitd. This quite 
j st^ ; equally tragic. Came about this way. House met 
to deal with Anny Estimates, CAWiiRL-BARTOTBarAK in his place, 
after ten days in his bedroom with a cold. The cold must have had 
mort amusmg companion, that is if Cawmel was as pawky with it 
^ he was to-night with the semi-military horde 1^ by Private 
HAKB'raT, who swooped down and barred approach to Committee. 
These deployed in the open ; placed their amendments on the paper. 
House knew what to expect, Hever suspected SnoMio in ambush. 

As soon as questions over, plot disclosed. Cochrane, a harmless, 
^haps nec^ssai^, man, put up to move adjournment, in order tn 
discuss the Swazi question. That in itself a stroke of genius. Had 
gLOMiq^^sonaJly moved, game would have seemed too stale, 
rabatoty is forty Members not been found to stand up in support 
of motiou. ![^ks much better to have such aoiiou taken on one side 
ot Hoi^ and supported from the other ; invests it with air of tm- 
pacti^ty and unanimity. On challenge from the Speaker, Con- 
smvativ^ ^ m bo^ to support Cochrane’s request. Having 
weured that object, and being on their legs, they strolled out, leaving 
r’S? SraNET Btjxton, and about a score of others 

tola, TO nsten to Cochrane’s urgent message. Amongst them sat 
Looctood, -wA tender gleam in eyes that roamed with 
cunous mtentness about Speaker s obair. 

Whilst Cochrane spoke, Siloauo sat with inspired look on his 
tace, making voluminous notes. He would come ou hy-and-bv. 
Let oth^ keep the thing going as long as possible ; just when 


hapless Ministers thonght it was over, and they might get to busi- 
ness, they should hear a well-known war-whoop ; should discover 
Silomio at the table, in for a good hour’s speech. Meanwhile he 



“ Our Artist ” — Sir Prank Blockwood, Q.C., M.P. 


sat piling notes upon notes, pausing occasionally to cheer Cochrane, 
anon humming softly to himself 

Swaziland, my Swaziland ! ” 

Under Secretart poe Colonies deprecated in public interest 
irregular discussion of question at present time. Gorst, hampered 
by tbis responsibility, made curiously halting speech. Baden- 
Powell spoke “ as one who had been in South Airica ” ; Squire op 
Malwood more gravely repeated Sydney Bckton’s warning. How 
was SiLOMio’s time. But before he could move Prince Arthur was 
on Ms feet, positively, with some commonplaces about respecting 
Ministerial responsibility, consenting to close the conversation ! 

Silomio gasped for breath; instinctively felt for Ms assegai; 
clutched at Ms notes dripping with the gore of Sydney Buxton. 
When he had partially mastered Ms emotion the amendment was 
withdmwn and opportunity had fied. 

** Sic VOS non v^is vellera fertis said Plunket sootMngly. 
“ But never mind. You remember that in tbe end Yirchl got Ms 
own, and Bathyllus was basted.” Silomio stared. 

Silomio contrives a debate and others talk. 


Friday iWyA/.— Policemen in lobby much startled by incident that 
preceded arrival of Speaker to resume sittings at nine o’clock. The 
steady tramp of a column in marching order broke on the ear. Came 
nearer and nearer from direction of dining-room: swinging doors 
open ; Colonel of the Q,ueen’s Westminster Yolunteers entered, 
in close order, tramped something like score of members. 
At word of command they took half turn to right and passed into 
House, as in earlier days another British column swung through the 
gates of DelM, 

Ten minutes later, more than half the force were observed to come 
out of the House, look furtively round, and dash off in various direc- 
tions, some to smoking-room, some to reading-room, and some clear 
off the premisps. But they had done their appointed work, and 
Howam YnrcENT, an old campaigner, had secured opportunity for 
delivering Ms speech on hostile tariffs and bounties. 

Grave doubt at morning sitting whether House could be made for 
tbe alluring joy. Yincent took up position in lobby much as 
recruiting-sergeant shows Mmself near Trafalgar Square. Accosted 
all Menibers passing by. Offered them free rations and front seats 
for the lecture if they would stay. Soon picked up enough men to 
reduce chances of count out. Dinne]^ I am told, a little exciting, 
especially towards the end. Several Members discovered straying 
towards tbe door. But the ex-captaiu of the Royal Berks Militia 
not to be trifled wi^. Ke^ them together past the cheese ; de- 
livered every man in the House one minute and thirty seconds 
before the Speaker took the Chair, If any skulked out when the 
Monel was once embarked on Ms lecture he, of course, couldn’t inter- 
fere. But they mustn’t suppose their departure wasn’t marked. Ho 
more free rations for them. ’ 

Business dowc.— By reason of Cawmell-Bannbrman’s ^eat p»- 
suasiveness men and money for Army voted at morning sitSng* 

Seaside Mem.— The Society recently started.- to abolish Tide- 
houses will not include Bathmg MachiiLes witMn the scope of, its 
pperatious. . . 
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AN ELECTION ADDRESS. 

[Mr, Rides Haogasd lias become the accepted Conservative candidate 
for a Norfolk constituency. The following is understood to be an advance 
copy of his Address.] 

Intelligent electors, may I venture to present 
Myself as an aspirant for a seat in Parliament ? 


No writer, I assure you, can produce a better claim, 

I A greater versatility, a more substantial fame ; 

My candidature, though opposed by all the Yellow gang, 

Has won the hearty sympathy of Mr. Andrew Lang. 

I And if what my opinions are :^ou ’d really like to know, 

They ’re issued at a modest price by Longmans, Green, & Co. ; 

I The Eight Hours BiU, for instance, I ’m prepared to speak upon 
Erom a practical acquaintance with the Mines of Solomon. 

Whatever my intentions as to Woman’s Bights may he, 

I yield to none in honouring the great immortal She 

While, as to foreign policy, though Blue Books make you yawn, 

You ’ll find the subject treated most attractively in Dawn, 

When I am placed in Parliament, I ’ll speak with fiuent skill, 
And show (like Mr. Meeson) I ’ve a most effective will ; 

And if there is a special point for which I mean to fight, 

It is for legislation to protect my copyright, 

Tf chance debate to matters in South Africa should tend, 

My anecdotes will cause the Speaker’s wig to stand on end ; 

And if an opportunity occurs, I’ll rouse the lot 
By perorating finely m impassioned Hottentot I 

So, Gentlemen, I beg you, let my arguments prevail, 

Shame would it be if such a cause through apathy should fail, 
Shame on the false elector who his honest duty shirks 1 
Believe me, Yours, 

The Author of She^ JDaim^ and other works. 

Suggested Eevival of an Old Form of Punishment fob 
Future Obstructionist Speculators in Throgmortonian^Kaffir 
Land.— “ Put ’em in the Stocks.” 


“WHEN ARTHIJIl FIEST AT COUET.” 

Last week the Court Theatre was advertised as a “ Company, 
Limited.” The cast in the hill was given as Chairman, Arthxtr 
W. Pinero ; First Director, Sir Arthur Sullivan (with a song ?) ; 
Second Director, Herbert Bennett (Director also of Harrod’s 
Stores, Limited, the snccess of which establishment has been so great 
as to now out-HARROD Harrod) ; and then Arthur Cbcudleigh 
(who was jointly lessee at one time with Mrs, John Wood), as 
Director and Acting Manager. The Solicitor is down as Arthhor 
B. Chubb (“little fish are sweet”), and the Secretary; is Mr. A. 
(presumably Arthur ?) S. Dunn. Most appropriate this name to 
finish with ; “ and now my story ’s Dunn.” Fortunate omen, 
too, that there are two “n’s” in J>unn, which otherwise is a word 
associated with a Court not quite so cheerful as the Court Theatre. i 

But the curious note about it is the preponderauce of “Arthurs.” 
Artetor Pinero, Arthur Sullivan, Arthur Chudleigh, Arthur ! 
Chubb, and Arthur (?) Dunn. If they have power to add to their 
number, why not take in Arthur Jones, Arthur Llotd, and 
Abtbtor Roberts? That wonld make the Dramatic Arthurs and 
the Musical Arthurs about equal. 

Matilda Cbd^rlotte Wood is mentioned as having had an agree- 
ment with one of the Arthurs yclept Chudleigh, and probably 
also a disagreement too, as their once highly prosperous joint 
management came to an end. But now “she will return,” at least, 
everyone hopes so, as, after her capital performance of the Sporting 
Duchess at Drury Lane, she has shown ns that she is as fresh and 
as great an attraction as ever. Some of the Arthurs will write for 
her, one Artedotr wiU compose for her, two Arthurs will act and 
.ag with her, and Arthur, the managing director, will direct and 
manage her. May every success attend the venture ! But how 
about authors and composers offering their work to so professional 
a board of directors ? Doesn’t Sir Fret^l Plagiary^ e objection to 
sending his play in to the manager of Drury Lane, namelv, that 
“he writes himself,” hold good nowadays? Hum, A difficulty, 
most decidedly ; still, not absolutely iusuperable. 

Which. Settles It. 

OveT’-enthu^asUc Person (speaking conjidentially ^ of his absent 
Friend to the young Lady to whom absent friend is going to propose). 
Everybody speaks lu Ms praise. He is an exceptionally good man. 

Sharp Young Lady, Ah, then he is “too good to he true.” I 
shah refuse biTn 1 [Exit separately'. 


VOL. cvm. 
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“MUSIC HATH CHARMS.” 

H.R.H. The Duke, acoompaneed by Detjmmee-bot Herbebt Gladstone, leads the Sunday Pabh Band. 

**Th.e of Oa^b&idoe takes the liveliest personal interest in the proposal made by Mr, John Aibd, and supported by Mr. Herbert 
Gladstone Gommii^oner of "Works, that military bands diould perform in the Boyal Parks on suitable occasions during the 

8eason.”~i?a% r j & 
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QUITE A CATCH. 

Young Splinter {drivirig Nervous Old Party to Covert), *‘Yes, I love A Baeoain in Horseflesh I How, if you believe mb, I 
PICKED THIS LITTLE BeGGAR UP THE OTHER DAT FOR A VTr.-Riy. SONG. BOLTED WITH A TrAP — KICKED EVERYTHING TO SMASH. BlD 

THE Fellow a Tenner for her, and there she is 1 ” [Old Party hegim to fed that “ *Edo7C Icnow where *e are^* or will he presently. 


MUSIC HATH CHAEMS/^ 

A Song for a Summer Day, 1895. 

{A Very Long Way after Lry den,) 

Mr. Herbert Gladstone, in reply to Mr. 
Aird, said he was glad to tell the hon. gentleman 
that he had been iniormed by his Royal Highness 
the Duke of Cambridge that arrangements were 
being made for a military band to play in Hyde 
Park on certain days in summer.’*— 

P^ort,'\ 

I. 

In harmony, in public harmony, 

This hit of pleasant news began. 

St. Stephen’s underneath a heap 
Of huming questions lay. 

When Hjerbert raised his head 
His tuneful voice was heard on high. 

And this is what it said : 

That Oreat George Hanger could descry 
A chance of making a big leap 
To pop-u-lar-i-fy. 

That Miusic’s power should have full summer 
And the bands begin to play I [sway, 
With harmon^r, with general harmony, 
Around the information ran 
That harmony, sweet harmony, 

Should stay mere rumpus with its rataplan. 
And make Hyde Park a pleasant place to Man ! 


What passion cannot Music raise and quell ? 
When Herb ert thumps the side-drum well 
The listening nursemaids well may stand 
A-wondering at that curly swell, [around, 
A-wordiipping the rattling sound. 


Less than a dook they think can hardly dwell 
In that drum- major’s toffy togs. 

He startles even me stray dogs I 
What passion cannot Music raise and quell ? 


The brass band’s loud clangour 
The populace charms. 

The kettledrum-banger 
The baby alarms. 

At the double, double, doable beat 
Of young Gladstone’s drum 
The Socialist spouters from back street and 
Cry, “ Hark ! our foes come ! [slum 

Way oh ! We ’ad better retreat ! ” 

IV. 

The shrill and sprightly flute 
Startles the seculurist spouts and shovers. 

The crowds of music-lovers 
Flock to its sound and leave tub-thumpers 
mute. 


Dark Anarchists proclaim 
Their jealons pangs and desperation, 

Pnry, frantic indignalion. 

Depths of spite and heights of passion. 

Music mars their little game. 

VI. 

Yes, Music’s art can teach 
Better than savage ungrammatlo speech. 
Young Herbert let us praise, 

“ The dear Dook” let us love. 

The weary wayfarer, the wan -faced 
slummer, ^ [Drummer, 

Beneath the spell of Music and the 


Feel rat^lans and mbadnbs to raise 
Their souls sour spleen above. 


Orpheus could lead the savage race, 

And trees uprooted left their -^ace. 
Sequacious of the lyre.”— 

Precisely, Glorious John I Yet ’twere no 
lark 

To see the trees cavorting round the Park. 

Ho ! Our Cecilia’s aim is even higher. 
To soothe the savage (Socialistic) breast, 

Set Atheist and Anarchist at re A, 

And to abate the spouting-Stiggins pest 

Young Herb ert and grey George 
may well aspire. 

The “Milingtary ]3ook”’s permission’s 
given 

That the Park-Public’s breast, be-jawed and 
beered, 

May by the power of harmony be dieered. 
And lifted nearer heaven ! 

Grand Chorus. 

{By a Grateful Crowd,) 

“ This ’ere’s the larkiest of lays ! 

Things do begin to move I 
’Erbert and Georgy let ns praise, 

And all the powers above. 

We ’ve spent a reglar pleasant ’our 
Music like this the Mob devour. 

Yah ! Anerchy is all my heye. 

That comet tootles sorumptlously. 

Go it, young Gladsting ! Don’t say die 
Dear Dook, but ’ave another try. 
’Aimony makes disorder fly 
And Music tunes hus to the sky ! 
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“THE ‘ KEY-NOTE ’-ORIOUS MRS. EBBSMITH”| 

Wg- PnrBKo’s new play at the Gfamck ^eatre is a smes (rf scries i 
in dialogue with, only one situation/’ which comes at the end of the 



several languages, and evidently only lugged in under the imstaken 
impression that thereby a touch of “ local colour ” is obtained. 

As it is the audience wearies of the long speeches, and there is 
nothing in the action that can rouse them as there was in The Second 
Mrs, Tanqueray^ a play that Mr. Pineeo has not yet 
equalled, much less surpassed. 

^ut what is a real pleasure, and what will attract all 
lovers of good acting, is, first of all, Mr. Fohbes Robeet- 
son's admirable impersonation of the difidcult, unsympa- 
thetic role of a despicably selfish, self-conceited, cowardly 
prig; and, secondly, to a certain extent, the rendering of 
the heroine by Mrs. Pateick Campbell, who, however, does 
not come within measurable distance of her former self as 
Mrs, Tanqueray — her “great stove scene” being about the 
weakest point in her performance. But there cannot be a 
divided opinion as to the perfect part given to Mr. John 
Hare, and as to the absolutely perfect manner in which it is 
played by this consummate artist in character. All the scenes 
m which he appears are admirably conceived by the author, 
and as admirably interpreted by the actor. 

Mr. Haee’s performance of the Duhe of St, Olpherts is a 


Olpherts is a 






The Dowdy Mrs. Ebbamith makes it hot for her young man. 
third act, and was evidently intended to be utte^ unconventional, I 
dreadfully daring, and thrmingly efltective. “ Unconventional ? ” j 
Yes. “ Haring r” Certainly : for to bum a bible might have 
raised a storm of sibilation. But why dare so much to effect so 
little? For at the reading, or during rehearsal, there must have 
been very considerable hesitation felt by everybody, author included.' 
as to the fate of this risky situation— this '‘^momentum unde pendef^ 
—and for which nottog, dther in the character or in the previous 
history of the heroine, has prepared us. Her earliest years have 
been passed in sqi^or ; she has made a miserable marriage ; then she 
has^ o^me a Socialist ranter, and hopes to achieve a triumph as a 
Socialist demagogue. Like Maypole Hugh in Barnahy Budge she 
would go about the world shriefing “ Ho property! Ho property I ” 
and when, in a weak moment, she consents to temporarily drop her 
mission,” she goes to another extreme and comes out in an evening 


that tiie ultimate popularity of the piece must depend. The 
theatrical stove- cum-book situation may tell with some 
audiences better than with others, but it is not an absolute 
certainty; while every scene in which the Buhe of St, 
Olpherts part, as long as this character is played by 
Mr. BLare, is in itseK an absolute isolated triumph. Mr. 
Attbbet Smith, as the modem young English moustached 
parson, en voyage^ with Ms pipe, and bible in Ms pocket (is 
he a colporteur of some Biblical Society, with a percentage on 
the sale? otherwise the book is an awkward size to carry 
about, especially if he has also a Murray with Mm), is very 
\ tme to Me, at all events in manner and appearance ; and 
Miss Jeeeebys, as Ms sister, who looks just as if she had I 
\ walked out of a fashion-plate in The Gentlewoman^ or some 
lady’s journal, plays discreetly and with considerable self- 
repression. Of course it will remain one, of the notable pieces 
of the year ; but what will keep it green in the memory of 
playgoers is not the story, nor its heroine, nor its hero, but the capti- 
vating impersonation of the Duhe of St, Olpherts by Mr. J ohn Ha re. 


of her lover, who is a married man, — “ wMch well she knows it,” as 
Mis, Gamp observes, — ^but with whom she is living, and with whom, 
like Geant Allen’s The Woman who did (a lady whom in many 
reacts Mr. Pinero’s heroine closely resembles), and who came to 
grief in doing it, she mtends to continue living. TMs man, her 
paramour, she trusts will be her partner in the socialistic regenera- 
tion of the human race. At the close of the third act Mrs, Ehh- 
smithy bein^ such as the author of her being has made her, is 
present^ with a bible, and, in a fit of ungovernable fury, she 
pitches it into the stove “ with all her might and main ” ; and then 
it suddenly occurs to her that she has committed some terrible 
crime (more probably it occurred to the author that he had com- 
mitted the uniMirdonaDle sin of offending Ms audience) — and so she 
shoots out her arm into a nice, cool-looking stove (suggestive of 
no sort of danger to her or the book)^ and drags out the pocket volume 
apparently quite as uninjured as is her own hand at the moment, 
though tMs IS subsequently oarefnlly bound up with a wMte hand- 
kercMef in the l^t act. that ’s all. There is the situation. 

The Key-note-orious Mrs, Bhhsmith is supposed to repent of her 
sms agamst society ; and off she goes to become the companion of the 
parson and of the livmy widow Ms sister, w hat the re- 
sult of tMs arrangement will be is pretty clear. The Key-note-orious 
One vnll soon be tiie parson’s bride ; but “ that is another story.” 

^ To carry out tMs drama of inaction, as it is schemed, should occupy 
eight persons something under two hoiirs ; but it takes thirteen per- 
sons thr^ hours to carry it Mong. Five of these dramatis personae 
Me superfiuous ; and much time is wasted on dialogues in Italian 
French that could be “faked up” from any conversation-book in 







tj 
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Transfarmation Scene. The Eow^-Dowdy Mrs. Ebbsmith fascinates 
the Book. , 
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THE GAME OP DRAUGHTS. 

{By One who has Played U,) 

Assume that I am lining in Yokohama 
€krdens (before the pleasant change from 
winter to spring), and that I am conscious of 
the near approach of the North Pole. The fires 
in the mtes seem to be lukewarm, and even 
the co^s are frozen. My servants have told 
me that the Tnilk had to be melted before it 
could ajdom the breakfast-table ; and as for 
the butter, it is as hard as marble. There is 
only one thing to do, to send for that worthy 
creature Mr. Lopsede, an individual “who 
can turn his hand to anything.” 

“Well Sir,” Mr. Lopside arrives and ob- 
serves after a few moments spent in careful 
consideration of the subject from various 
points of view, “ of course you feel the cold 
because there is five-and-twenty degrees of 
frost just outside.” 

I admit that Mr. Lopside’s opinion is reason- 
able ; and call his attention to the fact that a 
newspaper which is lying on the fioor some five 
yards from a closed door is violently agitated. 

“I see Sir,” says he promptly. “If you 
will wait a moment I will tell you more 
about it.” 

He takes ofi his coat, throws down a bag 
of tools (Ms chronic companion), and lies hat 
on the fioor. Then he places his right ear to 
the ground and listens intently, pointing the 
while to the newspaper that has now ceased 
to suffer from agitation. 

“There you are. Sir!” he exclaims 
triumphantly. “There's a draught there. 
I could feel it distinctly.” 

He rises from the ground, reassumes his 
overcoat, and once more possesses Mmself of 
his bag of useful instruments, 

“ W eU, what shall I do ? ” I ask, 

“ Well, you see Sir, it’s not for the likes of 
me to advise gentry folk like you. ^ 1 wouldn’t 
think of presuming upon such a Kberty.” 

“ Not at all, Mr, Lopside,” I explain with 
some anxiety. 

“Then Sir — ^mind you, if it’s not takmg 
too much of a liberty — I would, having 
draughts, get rid of them. And you have 
draughts about, now haven’t you ? ” 

I hasten to assure Mm that I am convined 
that my house is a perfect nest of draughts. 

“ Don’t you he too sure until I have tested 
them,” advises Mr. Lopside. 

Then the ingenious creature again divests 
himself of his overcoat and workm^’s bag 
and commences Ms labours. ^ He visits every 
door in the house and tries it. He assumes 
all sorts of attitudes. Now he appears like 
Jessie Bbown at Lucknow listening to the 
distant slogan of the coming Highlanders, 
Now like a coILeagne of Gut Fawkes noting 
the tread of Lord Moj^-teagle on the road to 
the gunpowder cellar beneath the Houses of 
ParSament. His attitudes, if not exactly 
graceful, are full of character. 

“There are draughts everywhere,” says 
Mr. Lopside, having come to the end of Ms 
investigations. 

“ And what shall I do?” I ask for the 
second time. Again my worthy inspector 
spends a few minutes in self-communing, 

“ It ’s not for the likes of a poor man like 
me, Sir, to give advice ; but it I were you, 
Sir, I would say antiplutocratio tubing.” 

“ What is antiplutocratio tubing?” 

“Well, Sir, it’s as g(wd a thing as you 
can have, under all the circumstances. But 
don’t have antiplutocratio tubing because I 
say so. I may be wrong, Sir.” 

“ No, no, Mr. Lopside,” I reply, in a tone 
of encouragement. “lam sure you are right. 
Do you tMnk you could get -me some anti- 
plutocratic tubing, and put it up for me ? ” 

“ Why, of course I could. Sir I ” returns 
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so LIKELY! 

Scene — Bar of a Railway Befreshmmt Room, 

Barmaid. “Tea, Sib?’’ Mr. Booay. “Tea 1 14 ME 1111* 


my worthy helper, in the tone of a more than 
usually benevolent Father Christmas. Then 
he seems to lose heart and become despondent. 
“ But there, Sir, it ’s not for the likes of me to 
say anytMag.” , „ - . . , 

However, I persuade Mr. Lopside to taxe 
a more cheerful view of his position, and to 
undertake the job. 

For the next three hours there is much 
hammering in all parts of the house. My 
neighbours must imagine that I have 
taken violently to spiritual manifestations. 
Wherever I wander I nnd my worthy assistant 
hard at work covering the borders oi the doors 
with a material that looks like elongated eels 
in a condition of mummification— if I may 
be permitted to use such an expression. Now 
he IS standing on a ledge level with the hall 
lamp; now he is reclining sideways beside 
an entrance-protecting rug ; now he is hang- 
ing by the bannisters midway between two 
landings. The day grows apace. It is soon 
afternoon, and rapidly becomes night. When 
the lights are beginning to appear in the 
streets without, Mr. Lopside has done. My 
house is rescued from the draughts. 

“Ton won’t be troubled much more. Sir,” 
says he, as he glances contemptuously at a 


door embedded in antiplutocratic tubing. 
“Keep those shut and the draughts won’t get 
near you— at least so I thiii, although I may 
be wrong. Thank you. Sir. Q,uite correct. 
Q-ood evening.” 

And he leaves me, muffled up in his overcoat, 
and still clinging to his basket, with its 
burden of saws, hammers, chisels, and. nails 
of various dimensions.^ I enter the dining- 
room with an air of satisfaction as I hear his 
echoing footsteps on the pavement without, 
and attempt to close the door. It will do 
almost everything, but it wont shut. I give 
up the dining-room, and enter my study. 
Again, I try to close the door. But no; it 
has caught the infection of its neighbour and 
also declines to dose. I try the doors of ^ the 
drawing-room, bedroom, and the dressing- 
room. But no, my efforts are in vain. None | 
of them will close. The wind howls, and the 
draughts rush in with redoubled fury. They 
triumph meanly in my despair. 

There is only one thing to do, and I deter- 
mine to do it. I must send for Mr. Lopside 
to take away as soon as possible his anti- 
plutocratic tubing. After aH he was right 
whenhe had those, alasl unheededmisgivings. 
He said “ he might be wrong ’’—and was I 




THINGS ONE SAYS WITHOUT THINKING. 

“I*M so SOEEY TOXr’VB HAD TO 00MB AHD DiNB WITH US WITHOUT YOUR HuSBAND, LiZZY. I SUPPOSE THE REAL TRUTH IS 
THAT, BEING LeOT, HE ’s DOING PbNANCB BY DINING AT HOME 1 ” 

“Oh, no ! I ASSURE YOU 1 He thinks it a Penance to dine out 1” 


aXTARTEE-DAY; OR, DEMAO AND BTO SUPPLY. 

Resentful Ratepayer loquitur : — 

“Demand and Supply I ” So economists cry, 

And one, they assure us, must balance the other. 

I fancy their doctrines are just all my eye. 

But then I ’m a Tiotim of bad times and bother. 

At least, friend A^iuarius, you ’ll understand 
That Jack Frost and you have between you upset me. 

You are down on me— ^ ! like a shot— with Demand, 

But ai to Supply—^ I that ’s just where you get me. 

Water ? You frosty old fraud, not a drop. 

Save what I have purchased from urchms half frozen, 

I Ve had for six wedas for my house and my shop, 

And they tell me the six #eeks may swell to a dozen I 

Call that Water-Supply, Mister Mulberry N’ose ? 

Why, your oozy old eyelids seem winking in mockery, 

My cisterns are empty, my pipes frozen close, 

I We nothing for washing my hands, clothes or crockery. 

As to flushing my drain-pipes, or sinks, why you know, 

I might as well trust the Sahara for sluicmg. 

A bath ? Yes, at tuppence a pailful or so. 

Good gracious ! we grudge every tumbler we ’re using. 

Your stand-pipes and tanks compensate for such pranks ? 

Get out ! You are playing it low down, Aquarius, 
i^teful for mercies so small, Sir ? ^To thanka t 
My wrongs at your hands have been many and various. 

B^these last six weeks. Sir, are just the last straw 
uhat bre^ the strong back of the rate-paying camel, 

I ^ not quite Imow what’s the state of the law, 

But tf yours is all freedom, and mine is all frammeL 

If yours IS Demand, and mine is not Supply, “ 1 
As ^ould s^m by the look of that precious rate-paper, 

A^an^, md boy, I have plans in my eye 
For checking your pretty monopolist caper. 

Pot iq(, and look ideasant ? Ah yes, that ’s my mlo 
lor every mpost, from Poor Rate to Income. 

Birt pOTing for vhat yon don’t get fits a fool, 

Besides, yon old Qi^pns-Omb, whence will the tin come P 


Stmply discontinned f Aanarins, that threat ; 

Is losing its terrors. I don’t care a penny, 

’T won’t frighten me now into payment, you bet. 

When for the last six weeks I haven’t had any. 

Whose fault ? Well, we ’ll see. But at least you ’ll agree 
When Supply’s undertaken, and paid, in advance, for, 

A man expects something for his L, S. D. 

Then what have you led me this doose of a dance for ? 

That question, old Snorter, demands a prompt answer. 

And Taurus expects it of you, my Aquarius, 

Or else. Sir, by Gemini, I shall turn Cancer, 

And then the monopolists mayn’t look hilarious. 

How do the Water Bates come to my door ? 

’Twould furnish a subject for some brand-new Southey. 
Your dunning Demand Hotes are always a bore, 

But when one is grubby, half frozen and drouthy, 

When cisterns are empty and sinks are unflushed. 

And staircases sloppy, and queer smells abounding, 

To be by an useless Aquarius rushed 
For “ immediate payment” is—well, it’s astounding. 

How will the water come down through the floor 
When mains are unfrozen and pipes are aU “ busting ” P 
Why spurting and squirting, with rush and with roar. 

The wall-papers staining, the fire-irons rusting, ^ 

And rushing, and gushing, and flashing and splashing. 

And makmg a sort of Aix douche of the bedroom, 

-And comfort destroying, and every hope dashing. 

And leaving one scarce a square yard of dry head-room. 

’Twin leak, spirt and trickle, and, oh such a pickle 
Will make of my dwdling, from garret to basement, 

Well, that’s after thaw. But, by Jove, it does tickle 
My fancy, and flU me with angry amazement, 

To see you there standing ice-cool, mid demanding 
Prompt payment— -for what P Why, long waterless worry I 
A^arius, we must have a fresh understanding ; 

Till then— “ Call again ! ” and donH he in a hurry ! 

[Slams dooTy and retires in dudgeon. 


Motto eor Stocebrokers.- 
theBush. 


-A mine in the Bandt is worth two in 
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THE WOMAN WHO WOULDN’T DO. 

{She’Note Series,) 

The two were seated in an untrammelled Bohemian sort of way on 
the imperturbable expanse of the South Downs. Beneath them was 
a carpet of sheep- sorrel, its orbicular perianth being slightly depressed 
by their healthy weight. In the distance they noticed tlwnkfully 
the saucer-shaped combes of paludina Hmestone rising in pleasant 

strafai to the rearing 
scarp of the Weald. 
Perugeno Allah 
was the gentleman’s 
name. Be had only 
met PSETTDONYMIA 
Bampton the day 
before, but already 
frpm mere com- 
munity of literary 
instincts they were 
Jife-long mends. 
She had reached the 
trysting-place jSrst. 
All tame modest 
women do this. 

“Pseudontmia!” 
said Pehugiho, 
bashing easily to 
his finger-tips. 

“Pesttgino! ” 
said Psexjdontmia, 
blushing to hers. It 
was early, of course, 
for Christian names, 
but then the Terewth 
had made themPree- 
and-Easy. 

‘•Perugino!” 
said PsEUDOimaA, 
bringing her eyes 
back from the in- 
finite to rest without 
affectation on her 
simple Greek chiton, I have often wanted to meet a real man who 
had written a book with a key to it on the back of the cover. Kow 
teU me frankly some more beautiful things about our present loath- 
some system of chartered monogamy, so degrading to my sex. Talk 
straight on, please, pages at a time. Never mind about Probability. 
Terewlh is stranger than Probability ; and the Terewth, you know, 
shall make you Free ! 

Peeugino sank back into the spongy turf, leaning his cheek 
against an upright spike of summer furze of the genus TJlex 
Uuropaus. “Someinen,” he began, “ignoble souls, ‘look about’ 
them before they marry. Such are calculatmg egoists. Pure souls, 
of finer paste, are, so to speak, horn married. Others hesitate and 
delay. The difficulties oi teething, a paltry desire to be weaned 
before the wedding, reluctance to being married in long clothes, the 
terrors of croup during the honeymoon— -these and other excuses, 
thinly veiling Mdden depths of depravity, are emplo} ed to defer “^e 
divine moment. I have known men to reach the preposterously ripe 
age' of one-and-twenty unwedded, protesting that they dare not ri'ik 
their prospects at the Bar. These men can never mate Hke the 
birds, never be guide-posts to point humanity along the path of 
Terewth.” 

“But,” interrupted Pseudontmia, rose-red to her quivering 
finger-tips with shame at the bare mention of marriage ; “ but I 
thought you disapproved of the debasing principle of wedlock.” 

“ Do not interrupt,” said Peeugino, kindly ; “I will come to that 
two or three pages later on. To be prudent, I was going to say, is 
to be vicious and cruel. Of course it is not given to all to be horn 
married. But this natal delect one can easuy remedy. I knew a 
young fellow who did. The indispensable complement crossed his 
path before it was too late. He was still at his preparatory school ; 
he married the matron. True, there was disparity oi age, but it was 
a step in the right direction ; though the head- master, a man of 
common conventional ideas, gave the boy a severe rebuke. 

“ But to push on at once to contradictions. Marriage, I have said 
elsewhere, is a degradinp: system, nurtured under the purple hang- 
ings of the tents of iniquity. In my gospel Love, like Terewth, 
should be Free; ever moving on, moving on. Now, Italy is the 
home ” 

“Ah! ” cried Psbudontmia. “Italy I That reminds me of sun- 
burnt Siena. What a wonderful Peruguinesque chapter that was in 
your book. like a leaf torn out of the live heart of Baedekee I ” 

“Italy,” continued Peeugino doggedly, “is the home of back- 
grounds. I would like everyone to have a background— a past ; the 


more pasts the better. Is not that a beautiful thought? Ever 
moving on to something different ! ” 

“ That has been the dream of my childhood,” said Pseudontmia, 
her white Cordelia-like soul thrilled through and through with 
sacred convictions. A ripe gorse-pod burst in tbe basking sunlight. 
(“I never remember seeing sunlight bask before,” she thought.) A 
bumble-bee said something inaudible. “But why,” she added, 
“ did you never give this pure sentiment to the world before ? You 
who have written so manj many books ? ” 

“ My child,” replied the artist, *’ I was compelled to write down to 
the public taste. One must consider one’s prospects. This, you will 
say, seems to clash with what I said before about calculating egoists. 
But profession and practice are ever divorced under our depraved 
system of civili<«ation. At last, having established myself, I rose 
superior to sordid avarice, and wrote for once solely to satisfy my own 
taste and conscience.” 

“ A noble sacrifice! ” said Pseudonyhia, suppressing her dimples 
for the moment. “As the physically weaker vessel, I could only 
have done it under an assumed name. But tell me of one difficulty 
which you have so cleverly avoided in your book. This question of 
the family. Will not a confusion arise in another generation when 
nobody quite knows who and how many his or her half-brothers and 
half-sisters are ? ” 

“ PsEUDONTMiA ! ” Said Peeugino, and his voice broke in two 
places, “I am pained. I had thought that you, ^ pure, so 
emancipate, would have had a soul above blithering detail. Besides, 
do you not see that in this way the whole world will eventually 
become one family ? We may not live to see this Millennium, but 
future Fabians may. What we want is a protomartyr in the cause. 
Shelley promised well, hut he ultimately reverted to legal wedlock. 
As for me, I have been deemed unworthy of the crown. I am, alas! 
happily married. But you, you are single ; why should you not set 
to ail yonr sister-slaves a high example of that martyrdom of which 
the glory, as well as the inconvenience, has been denied to me ? ” 

“ Ah, dear Peeugino I ” she cried, visibly affected for the third 
time to her finger-tips, “ must it ever be so ? Profession, as you say, 
divorced from practice ? Must one more noble name be added to the 
list of those tmt shodc the world so fearlessly with their books and 
live such despicably blameless lives ? I myself, too, am misleading 
in print. You judged me by my pseudonymous publications to be 
single and unscrupulous. But you were wrong. I also am unequal 
to the weight of that crown. How can I be your martyr in the cause— 
I who these many years have worshipped the very dust on wMch my 
husband deigns to tread ? Can you and I ever be forgiven for thus 
binning against the light ? ” 

Peeugino rose to go, indignant, disillnsioned. “ JSt tu, Pseudo- 
NiMiA ? ” he bitterly cried. (She had been at Girton and could follow 
the original.) “ Then 1 give von up. You are, I g-rieve to think, a 
\ woman who wonH doJ^ And ne m^e a she-note of it. 


“W'lTH WHAT PORPOISE?” 

[A porpoise has been seen gambolling in tbe Thames at Putney.] 

Such a sea on at the North Foreland I Glad to get out of it. Nice 
river comic g down from somewhere. Must explore it. 

Near some town. No end of oysters about. Oysters say it’s 
Whitstable. Seem dreadfully depressed. Ask them if the late cold 
was too much for them ? No, it’s not that, they say, but injurious 
stories have been circulated about them by medical men. Been called 
“typhoidal,” Nobody patronises them, and they’ve “lost their 
season in town. ” What do they mean ? 

Off Southend. Friendly sole advises me not to venture further. 
“ Tempt not the Barking Outfall,” he says, and adds that the 
“ water at London will poison me, and I shall be made into boots.” 
London I Always wanted to see it. What ’s the good of being called 
“ a kind of gregarious whale” by the dictionaries if I avoid society ? 

Gut past Barking safely ! Who is it —Beovtning I think — wrote a 
poem about “ Sludge, the Medium.” Must have written it near 
Barking. Arrived off Wansttad Flats. See a respectable man ou 
banks being chivied W a mob. Told (by a sprat) that “it’s Mr. 
Hills, of tbe Thames Ironworks, who’s been helping the unemployed.” 
Now the unemployed seem helping him / Tower Bridge rather fine. 

Westminster. Big building. Curious scent in air. Told it ’s the 
Houses of Parliament, and scent is eucalyptus, “because of the 
infiuenza.” Curious word — wonder what it means. 

Up at Putney. See University Boat-Race, if I can stay long 
enough. Feel sleepy. Must be the amount of had water I ’ve 
drunk. Knock up against an ice-floe. Two men in boat try to 
shoot me. They seem unemployfcd. Do they want to make me into 
soup for the poor? Not if I know it. Trundle back seawards. 
Meet a sea-gull. Says somebody tried to honk him from embank- 
ment. Says he “doesn’t like London,” Rather inclined to agree 
with him. 

Back at sea. Know now what influenza means— because I've 
caught it I Awful pains in my hide I Must consult a leech. 
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THE INTROSPECTIVE BARD. 

Pjeesistekt self -analysis, 
Perf^ted more and more, 
Tlie muTor to my spirit is, 
WMch it performs before. 
For *‘prc^:ress” let reformers 
pine. 

Let merchants toil for pelf— 
The study of a soul like mine 
Is certainly Itself I 

For girls who at my shrine will 
bum 

An incense delicate, 

I ’ll lightly probe the problems 
stem 

Of Love, ^d Life, and Fate ; 
And as their darkness I dis- 
perse, 

I m^k with interest 
The diverse chords that girls 
diverse 

Awaken in my breast. 

Kot having known a broken 
heart, 

l^or any scath^ pain, 

I can afford, m life and art. 
The pessimistic vein. 

In many a literary gem, 
Polished with care supreme, 
Mildly, but firmly, I condemn 
So p<K>r a mundane scheme. 

And yet, a_ modest competence 
My pensive mood provides, 
My sentiments — like speci- 
mens 

On microscopic slides— 

When I on woven paper fair, 

In woven words illume, 

I make a kind of subtle, rare, 
And Esoteric Boom ! 
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Police Ckaege against 
Excited Theogmoetonian 
J OBBEE.— He jobbed me in 
the eye.” 


IN THE VESTRY. 

MMater ^ho has exehanged pulpits— to Mimstet’s Mam). “Do tot7 oome 
; BACK FOB Me AFPEB TAKING UP THE BoOKS V* ^ 

\ Mm^'s Mam. “Oo ay, Sik, I combs back bob yb, amii yb follows 
I Mb at a bespectful distance 1 * 


[Maboh 30, 1895. 
A BYE-ELECTION LAY. 

{By a disa^ointed Western 
Wvre-puller.) 


JAIUX ajJLBJLU.^ fit U.U.C , 

And we in Bristol of the fight 
Can take a “bird’s-eye” 
view. 

The poll we cannot truly call 
The pleasantest of pills ; 
It’s really rather sad our 
“ won’ts ” [“ Wills,” 
Should come so near our 

Yet there’s some comfort in 
the fact, 

Some salve for spirits sore, 
That Bristol nobly has not 
shrunk 

Fro m spilling of its “ G toee.” 

A Balfottbian Q,ueey. — 
“No possibility of any return 
to the shareholders,” was, in 
the Ball Mall Gazette^ the 
heading of a report of a meet- 
ing of the members of the 
“Liberator Company.” What! 
no posahility of any return ? 
Yes, surely, the return of 
Jabez. But even then — mi 
bono f or Cui Buenos Ayres ? 
Who of the unfortunate losers 
woidd not far rather get hack 
something than get back some- 
body, and that somebody Jabez. 

The Eaelt Bied. — Mr. 
Gosling, British Minister, has 
demanded an indemnity from 
the Nicaraguans of £15,000 for 
the expulsion of Mr, Hatch, 
British Vice-Consul at Blue- 
fields. Gosling is no goose, 
that’s clear. He offers the 
Nicaragamuffins a Hatch-way 
out of the difficulty of their 
own making. 


OUE BOOKING-OFFIOE. 

“WHM somterestsyoa?” asked the Tisitor. Reolied the Baron 

Ton fiffl ^ it dn^y 

scnwi nays. You find it old-fashioned, eh ? ” “ Well ” answf^rAd 

are certainly old-fashioned, and 
Hmk and of ffumins style of Theodobe 

and ot I', m and Bat Captain Mabeyat soon eets 

thing ; and when he has onoe fairly started 
ffis hero ^d his companion on their adventures, the interest of 
the story is never allowed to flag for a minute. I may add that I havo 

adventure so Si as I have to 
barrmg the romances of Ridee Haggakd Stephenson 
a.,’ Shoethouse, and Paeeee— as there 
Geor^-eraflavonr, with its duels, its gamblSg-^o^ses 

oooasionid drop Lto SdrZa,V^.fe 

the Barom riosing the book with regret at parting with a 

tef^Vdo “^^t’tis^ddhowonthvesafd 

xeams. i ao not remember having ever heard that 

I &a? ‘ can i 

1 nncl that h^y Bottom was so addressed bv Lis friends A Tid « T 

a remark as to Wtlham BoUom^ the weaver, madefy 


aoqnaintance of Jacol 

The Banishment of Jessop Blythe^ written hy Joseph Hatton, 
^dpubh^ed by Hutchinson, belongs to the fellow Book series, 
only, that is, as far as the cover is concerned, which is of a startlingly 

represent the kindly author’s 
ropemakers hy one who clearly 
:^ows the ropes.” This industry, as wiU be gathered from the 
present romanc^ is not confined to Ropemaker’s Walk, E.C., but 
earned on by Troglodytes or Cave-dweUers in 
^ IS turned out from the roping com- 
drunkard, epgrates, is poor and wretched, but 

■’S?C^..*lo’S5£,£Stg *"■ ~ 

Judicious Baeon db B.-W. 

SRakspeare and the A-br-y B-rdsl-y Yellow 
“ She ” Book. 

unwholesome woman above 

mentioned. In Love s Labour ’a Lost he makes Biron say — 

** A vhitely wanton, with a velvet brow, 

With two pitch halls stuck in her face for eyes * 
heaven, one that will do the deed, ’ 

Though Argus were her eunuch and her guard.” 

®^sestion was made last week that 
the competitors for the Speakerdup should draw lots. Now if it 

of tbe House, 

having s^ lote” of Snr Fbani Blockwood’s drawinjr. would of 
course place him first. So the drawing lots plan was aba^oned. 
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THE ELIRTGIBIi'S EEPLT.* 

A Foem of Common Sense, 

Dear Sir, IVeread throngrli yoni delectable 
lines— 

Thongb tbe cap doesn’t fit, I will wear it ; 
And hope (thongn I don’t know yonr private 
designs) 

Ton regret that snch verses were e’er writ ! 

There ’s flirting and flirting, you don’t seem 
to know, 

Nor need a yonng w'oman be heartless, 

Who thinks that, by having -dve strings to 
her bow, 

The four she rejects will thus smart less. 

Pray how can I help, if my features attract 
And my sympathy wins each fond lover ? 
Alas, when they ’re conquered, I own ’tis the 
faot^ 

That their weak points I sadly discover ! 

It may be, in spite of your captious alarm, 

I shaU yet enjoy bliss hymeneal • 

If this is my aim, not to jilt, where ’s the harm 
la my search for a husband ideal ? 

^ See page 141 


'‘ALAS POOR YORICK!” 

In “ Dick Grain ” all have lost a “ fellow 
of infinite jest” and a friendly critic who 
scourged our pleasant vices with such genial 
criticism that everyone, hearing him, charit- 
ably applied the moral to his, or her, neigh- 
bour, With Mrs. German Keed, the Miss 
Pbiscula Horton of the stage, and her stn 
“ Taep Reed, ’ the old Gallery of Illustration 
Company comes to an end. Cornet Grain 
successiuUy succeeded John Parry. 

“aG.” a git, 

TO ISISTA. 

(A Topical Explanation^ 

Tour dark blue eyes are doubtless very sweet, 
And I could hear without the least surprise 
That connoisseurs declare it hard to beat 
Your dark blue eyes. 

How is it if so'much of magic lies 
In your two “orbs” I deem them incom- 
plete? 

Why with disdain— I’m going to poetise— 
Do I your ‘ ‘ heavenly windows ” ever treat P 
The explanation Saturday supplies. 

I ’m Cambridge. That ’s why I ’m so loth 
to meet Your dark blue eyes. 

** Dark blue.” In view of the coming 
Boat Race this may be taken as a prophecy, or tip. 



UNKIND. 

Our Minor Foet, “I believe I should enjoy my Holidays much more if I went 
IsooqnitoF 

Friend, “Travel under your Nom ds Flume, Old Man 1” 


APPLIED SCIENCE. 

Sir,— The following may be of service to 
yonr non-mathematical readers 

Q. “ The hands of a clock are between 2 
and 3 ; and in ten minutes" time the minute 
hand wiU be as much in front of “^e hour 
band as it is now behind it. ^at is the 
time?” 

A, “ Ask Policeman X.” 

The crass medisevalism of the Oxbridge don, 
I regret to say, failed to see this solution, and 
I am again coaching with old Drummer, — 
Tours theoretically and prohlematicaUy, 
Practical Y. Z. 


Celanoe oe Name.— Inconsequenoeof recent 
events crowded into one place, the name of 
Throgmorton Street shall be changed into 
Throngmorton Street. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted from tee Diary op Toby, M.P. 

Mouse of Commons, Monday, March 18.— 
Navy Estimates on again, with tbe First 
Lord listening patiently from otherwise 
emp^ Peers’ Gallery, and Hobertson making 
admirable play from Treasury Bench. Chi- 
valrous son! of Cap’en Tommy Bowles moved 
to admit that, after all, there had been worse 
First Lords than Spencer, and more uncivil 
Lords than Bobertson. Private Hanbury 
thinks this is weakness. If bis colleague in 
charge of the Navy is to talk like that, he 
Ghe Private) will be expected, when the Army 
Estimates came on, “to say something nice 
about Cawmell-Bannerman, to acknowledge 
Woodall’s keen grip over the business of 
his department, and the courtesy with which 
he discharges his Ministerial duties. 

Allan o’Gateshead on agaiu with more 
“Bough Castings.” Last time House in 
Committee on Navy Estimates he spread 


feeling of genuine alarm by denouncing the 
British boiler. “ Who,” he thundered. “ is 
responsible for the engines of the Royal 
Navy ? Where is the Mornet you trumpeted 
so loudly a yf ar ago ? Where,” he continued, 
bending beetling brows on Civil Lord of the 
Admiralty, “ are her boilers ?” 

“Bust,” said Gorst, with guilty look. 
Not that he had had anything to do with the 
business, but because at this moment Allan 
o’Gateshead chanced to fix a pair of flaming 
eyes upon his shrinking figure, seated almost 
immediately opposite at end of Front Bench. 

“ Where is tbe Hornet now ? Why, lying 
in Portsmouth Yard, with her boilers out of 
her, a useless hulk.” 

Allan is so big, so burly, wears so much 
hair, writes poetry, is understood to be in the 
boiler business himself, and, withal, addresses 
the Chairman with such terrific volume of 
voice, that a panic might have ensued only 
for John Penn. Penn head of great engineer- 


ing firm of old standing and high repute. 
Understood to have engined fleet of five ships 
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1 with which DEiLSE made things hot for Spain along the coasts of A^tste’s Gtate all over House, desiring, as he said, to “pin him to 
I Chili and Peru. However that he, PEirsr now made it hot for AiiO" his words,” Business done.— Supplementary Estimates voted, 
i o’Gateshead, Showed in quite business-like fashion that Axiajt’s 


poetic f ^cv had run away with him. Convinced grateful Committee 
that British boiler, on which safety of State may be said to rest, is 
all right. A model speech, brief, pointed, A man with something 
to say, who straightway sits down when he’s said it. As the poet 
(not Allan o’ Gateshead) says. 

He came as a boon and a blessing to men, 

The modest, the lucid, clear-pointed J. Penn. 

Business done.— Committee voted trifle over four millions as wages 
for Jack. 

Tuesday/ — ^Alderman Cotton, once Lord Mayor of London, a pro- 
ncment and popular member of the Dissaeli Parliament, left behind 
him the memory of one of those things we all would like to say if we 
could. In the long series of debates on resolutions moved from Front 
Opposition Bench challenging Jingo i)olicy of the day, the Alderman 
interposed. “ Sir,” he said, “ this is a solemn moment. Looking 
towards the East we perceive the crisis so imminent that it requires 
only a spark to let slip the dogs of war.” 

That was, and remains, inimitable. But to-night the MacGeegoe 

came very near its 

t supreme ezcellenee. 

Stirred to profound- 
est depths by de- 
^nds^T^n l^val 

^ engine-room of Clyde 

grew Mell(^, 

speakers. TheMic- 
toE^o^^ k^ew ^ 

hours physical exer- 
Tip and ‘ 

/ *-' W ///7 down he caught the < 

N ■ ' ' Wif' ^ Chairman's eye, and - 

(in Parliamentary ' 

MacGregor {as The Bomal €reature^^\ “I’ll sense, of course) ^ 

pass from that point.” p^unched it. Then ^ 

^ Bobemson.^ Ask^^the ’ 

appalled (hvil Lord of the Admiralty what he supposed his eonsti- ^ 
tuenta m Dundee would say when they read his speech, in which 
bang went milhons as if they were saxpenees? “What will the • 
worthy citizens say, 1^. Mellob? ” he repeated. Why they will 
say, ‘ Ma conscience ! ’ ” . ^ 

Hever since Dominie Sampson made this remark has so much i 
tervonr ar4 gotd Scotch accent been thrown in. “Where’s the { 

sOT^ly ^ to ■with ihe questioii,” said the r!h«»W«n ‘ 

MacOkbsob. “I want to ask him ! 
what he has done witJb. nnr money ^ ^ 

oonjnred up before eyes of Committee of Sqdiee ( 

^th^lTsa P°<*®ts loaded i 

;^,lo2,500, voted to defray the charge for wafl*ea in tliA i 

flmging the cash about like J aok ashore, making ^e most of ■ 
his time More Ixxsal Veto became the Jaw of tte lani J 

MacGbegob came in unconscious competitiou i 
I^^theNavyforamomenthe^3 , 
Europe peopled with armed men. “Whyr’^e i 
0^®^, wtth oomprehmisiTe sweep of his arm, “these areat armies i 

Ti®i®®®t®p«tbWth^“p^]ikt™ ' 

Not quite so good it ^ be seen as the Alderman, but aood enoueh i 
for these degenerate days. Effect on Admiral fcSTeSg ' 
that he was presently discovered chasing the. SAffE op cSS I 










MacGregor {as “ The Bengal Creature^^), “ I ’ll 
pass from that point.” 


Admiral Field pinning the Hon. Member to his words. 

Curious to note the covness withi^which’^House 
approaches real business. To-day Welsh Disestahhshment Bill comes 
on for Second Heading. Its passing this stage a foregone conclusion. 
The work of criticism, correction, possible re-moulding, wiH he done 
m Committee. Committee is the Providence that shapes the ends of 
Bills, rough hew them how we may in the draughtsman’s hands or 
on the second readieg. For all practical purposes second-reading 
debate might he cod eluded at to-night’s sitting. It extended over 
seven clear hours. Given twenty minutes per speech, the maximum 
mngth for useful purposes, twenty-one members, more than the 
House cares to hear, might have spoken. The time saved, if neces- 
sary, added on to opportunity in Committee. 

flowever, not the way we do business here. Disestablish- 
ment BiU a measure of first importance ; must be treated accordingly. 
So after Asquith talks for an hour and a quarter, Hicks-Beach 
caps him by speech hour and haJf long, which nearly empties House. 
Afterwards a dreary night. Papers on subject read by Members, 
who nse alternately from either side. Few listen; newspaper 
repofts cruelly curt; nevertheless, it’s the thing to do, andwUl go 
m through at least four sittings. Op last night men whom 
• ^ hear w^ speak, as they might have spoken on first 

lught. Then the division, and minor Members who have missed 
thmr chance wiQ endeavour to work off their paper in Committee. 

Business done * — Second reading Welsh Church Disestablishment 
Bill moved. 

— SMI M.P,’s be paid put of public purse? Dividing to- 
night 176 say Yes, 168 stem patriots say Ho. Geoege Cubzon, fresh 
ftom the Pamirs and stiU later from a sick bed, leads opposition. 
Squibb oe Malwood' is in favour of payment; darkly bints that 
when the time comes he will find the cash. Ttiis, though a little 
obscure, looks like business. 

“I expect,” said the Member for Sabk, “we shall live to see the 
day when, on Friday afternoons, Palace Yard will be crowded with 
Members waiting to take their weekly money. Suppose they ’ll go 
the whole hog, give us what the navvies caU a ‘ sud,’ that is, let us 
Biddle of the week something on account. Of course we 
shall have the fuU privilege of strikes. W"e ’U ‘ go out ’ if we think 
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should he raised. Sure to be some blacklegs who will 
skulk IB by central lobby and offer to do a day’s talking on the old 
terms. But we ’ll have pickets and all that sort of thing. Some- 
times we 11 march in a body to Hyde Park, and Baron Febdy will 
address us from a waggon on the rights of man and the iniquity of 
underpa:^g M.P.’s. I see a high old time coming. Shall put in 
early claim for a secretary Bhip. Always a good billet,” 

Bumness done * — Welsh Disestablishment Bill threw a gloom over 
mommg sitting. Geobgb Osbobnb Mobgan, supporting BiQ, men- 
tioned that in episcopal circles he is regarded as “a profligate”! 
Ihere w, sometimes, a naughty look about him. But tHa is really 
gomg too far, even for a bishop. 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 




‘‘ANIMAL SPIRITS.^’ 

No. X. — “Easy all I” Fdiipbi) olt! 


THE STUDIO SEEKEFS YADE MECUM. 

Question. On "what occasions do you particularly seek the studios ^ 

Answer. On two Sundays in the year—the consecutive sabbaths 
"devoted to the exhibition of proposed academy pictures by “Out- 
siders.” and “ A.’s»” and “R.A.’s.” 

Q. Do you haunt the abodes of artists at other times ? 

A, Never ; or, to cover all possibilities, hardly ever. 

Q. Then you are not a lover of paintings for their own sake 

A* Certainly not ; on the contrary, I am, as a rule, a better ’udge 
of frames than canvases. 

Q. Then why do you go to St. John’s Wood, Chelsea and West 
Kensington ? 

A, To see and be seen. ' 

Q. Is it necessary to know the artist whose pictures are “on 
view” ? 

A. Certainly not. You can usually single him out by the absence 
of an overcoat, and can generally spot his wife and daughter by the 
non-appearance of promenading head-gear. 

Q What have you to do when you have discovered your involun- 
tary host and hostess ? 

A. To shake hands with them with condescension, and partake of 
their refreshments with gusto. . 

Q. Will this invasion of the domestic circle be resented ? 

.4. No ; because it is highly probable that you will be mistaken 
for a newspaper Art critic, and respect for the Press in Art circles is ; 
universal. 

Q. Are not artists, as a body, a community of highly accomplished 
gentlemen? m 

A. Certainly ; and, consequently, on ordinary occasions entitled to 
well- merited respect. 

Q. Then why should that “well-merited respect” be refused to 
them a month before the May opening of Burlington House ? 

A. Because it is the fashion. 

Q. Surely this fashion does not exist amongst the better classes of 
the community ? 

A. To some extent; although it certainly is in greatest favour 
with cads and snobs, to say nothing of their female rmations. 

Q. Has any effort been made to stem this tide of unauthorised 
and unwelcome invasion ? 

A. In isolated cases the master of the studio has sought the 
protection of the police to keep his studio free of the unknown and 
the unknowable. 

Q. But could not the scandal be removed with the assistance of 
the leaders of Society ? 

‘ ^A. Assuredly. It would only have to become unfashionable to 
visit studios on the Sho^i^ Sundays for the painter to be deft at peace. 

Q. Would that be pleasing to the artists ? 

I A. That is the published opinion, but the matter has not been put 
’ absolutely to the test. However, the pleasure of the artists is not to be 
considered when the recreations of Brixton and Tooting are at stake. 


APRIL POOLOSOPHT. 

(By One oj Them.) 

FooU jwA in toh^e angels fear to tread. -Wen this only shows 
op valiant disregaid of dang^ onr recess of initiative, onr eham- 
pionship of forlorn ho^. We are the heaven-sent leaders of all 


and Yellow Asi^ology./We ^e the real 
^xomanians, Mamamaes. Among our ranks you will find the 
Women who Did, the^ticonjuaalhas, the shedonKeynotes, and all 
their attendant and Discordant tnbe of Jack-asses. We are the 
elect and proper bell-wethers of mankind. Come to us, then, for 
guidance. ’ ’ 

Where ignorance is Miss, His folly^ to he ujise. Folly is there- 
fore the tr^wisdom. However, tks is an Osearian paradox, wHeh 
the Divine Williams has previously plagiarised, and enlarged on at 
some length, so we will pass on. 

Fooh Aotwes, Ivt wise menUve in them. Eiaotiy so : we are 
the architects of ^ generation. The wise maa depend on us for 
his roof and Mging; and without ns he Would he homeless. We 
have hndt “SnooWs FoUy ’ and “Babel Mansions ’’-half of 
London, in lact. The jerry-builders have done the rest 
A Ml and Ms money are soon parted. A. compliment to onr open- 
hand^ and indiscnmmate generosity. . It is ve who sweU the rab- 
seni)tipnhstfor the last new gold mine or hnilding sodety: who 
sabmdise msolvent South Amenoan l^publios; who snp^ the 
mendicant tramp and the deservmg blackmailer 
There isw fool like an old fool. Thatk the quality of foUy im- 
p^es -mth kee^g, hie that of -^e. The seniors of onr dais are 
thormighlyre^ble old fools, and Past Grand Masters in the art of 
ineptitude. We, frols as we »e, know W to pay the proper 
respect that is dne to senilily and second-cbildigijjiLess 
A fool at forty is a fool indeed. This isaootollary of the preceding 
aphorism, for it is only at the age of two-soore that we attain to 
years of full indiscretion. We devdop later than the rest of 
humanity; we undergo a severe prohatwn before onr nIniTr to the 
title of complete nnuwmpoop is recognised. Before forty there is yet 
a qhanoe^t the huddle ^y may de^, and degenerate into a 
png, a PMisbne. or a phyaoian. After that age he u safe, and can 
to depraded on for nnwiadom, whereas your ordinary wiseacre cuts 
his back teeth and gradnates in common-sense at twenty-one 
Lastly, FmIs stand m dtWery pfccee— where wise men ‘tumble 
down ; bntthw n^s no further lUnstration than that provided years 
ago by C. K, m Mr. Bunch s pages. 

Not mb Tram “Biw.”- J^mg from some of the evidence at 
the rec^t tetd of T%im v. “ me {latMteO), it probably 

ocoimred to the mempWed doAere that they mi gM have bwn weU 
employed in docking ” B. T. ’s salary. 
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[April 6 , 1895 .^ 


DOING A CATHEDRAU 

(A Sketch from the Provinces,) 


The spaces between the harches of the shrine were originally en- 
rich^ by valuable gems and mosaics, all of which ’ave now long 
since disappeared, ’aving been removed by the more devout parties 
who came ’ere on pilgrimages. In the chapel to your left a monu- 






Scene — interior of Dukhester Cathedral. llmE^Alout 12.30. recumbent heffigies of Bishop Bottress and Dean 

The March sunshine slants in i^aU shafts through the cWestory q-xjugoylb, represented laying side by side with clasped ’ands, in 
windows^ leaving the aisles trt shadow. From mihout, ^ the of the Hielong affection between them. The late Bishop used 

cawing of rooks and shouts of children at play are faintly ^ make a rather facetious remark about this tomb. He was in the 
audible. By the West Door, a party of Intending Sightseers observing that it was the honly instance in Ms experience of j 

have collected^ and the several groups^ feeling that it loould be a ^ Big]iop bein^ on friendly terms with his Dean. [He glances round \ 
waste of time to observe anything in the^ building until officmUy appreciation of this instance of episcopal humour^ but is pained I 
instructed to do so^ are engaged^ in eyeing one another with all ^ produced a general gloom ; the Evangelical Sight- 

the genial antipathy and suspicion of true-born Britons, indeed^ conveys by another^ and a louder snort^ his sense that 

A Stodav Siahiseer {to his friend). Disgraceful, keeping us stand- a Bishop ought to set a better example,) In the harmed recess to 
inff about Mke this ^ HI ’d only known, I ’d have told the head vour right, a monument m painted hahbarster to Sir Baxph Eino- 

wfiterat the “Mitee” to keep “L 

back those chops tm . afte her decease 

im breaks off abruptly, ,'j ,' , by the disconsolate widow, 

nnding that the chops are ' . / ■ / wi^ a tonchinR; msmption in 

reverberaMngfromcohmn ■ Lat^ steuM mat their ashes 

to column to&h dispropor- '■ he^oomnungM 

tionate solemnity; a tchite- ■ wrowa'' '‘V ' ' '' in the toinb. (^e powes, to 

haired and apple -faced ^ MSSSmf . 

verger rustles down from -■ ' express a becoming sym- 

the choir and beckons the r aiKjy Wlhr% ‘ pathy-^ which they do, by 

party forward benignant- W dicks,) Sir Ralph hmself, 

Iv, whereupon they ad- -■ 7^ however, is interred m Fickle- 

vance with a secret satis- ■ . bury Parish Church, forty mile 

faction at the prospect of ■ CTom tms spot, along with his 

** getting the cathedral survived him. 

‘^?o«e’ and having the rest ladies regard the image 

of the day to themselves of Sir Ralph with indig- 

they are conducted to a ' j nation, and pass on; the 

desk and requested, as a \ exgeT chuckles faintly at 

preliminary, to put six- having producedhis effect, 

pence apiece in the Jtesio- //^;i ;! Evangelical S, [snuffing 

ration Fund box and in- /SfflMnv * j suspiciously), I ’m sorry 

scribe their names in a . : ^ to perceive that you are in 

hook, ■ ' ^ahit of hummg incense 

yonpiri** Portico Lodge, Cam- ■ />■“ \ie looks sternly at the 

den Road, or only London ? ” -I Imr, \ I >- /. i' Verger, as though to imply 

. . • Here, I ’d better sign for ' 1 1:/ j’/BffljBlij/w /y® I; [ • » I. . that it is useless to impose 

the lot of yon, eh? , They t ^ jMll'i' j I ‘ «• 

provide a better pen— -in ii 2 he Verger, Ho, Sir, what 

a cathedral, I do think I . . . f' ; ■ yon smell ain’t incense—on’y 

He might have given all our ' f •> the vaults after the damp 

‘ names m full instead of jnst ' ' ' ' I B weather we’ve bin ’aving. 

“And party” ! . . . Oh, I ’ve i Mfrf.wM - [The Evangelical Sightseer 

been and made a hlot—will it "^r ■ I -li " \Hh{^ \ ^ drops behind, divided be- 

m^^ier,^Quldyouthink? . . . ■ ' ISff jilh W tween relief and disap- 

1 never can write my name ^ -^'1 pointment, 

with people looking on, can i — - — A Elastic S, (to the Y&r^sx), 

youf , , , I’m sure ycn’ve What a perfectly exquisite 

done it beautifully, dear! , . . xv r^se-window that isl foraU 

Just hold myumbrella while I ;.x-^ the world like a kaleidoscope, 

take off my glove, Maria. . . , mjf I suppose it dates from the 

Oh, why donH they make , ,, llkf J I MfeW X . . / Herman period, at least f 

haste? &c., &c. ^ '' i& A Verger (coldly). Ho, 

[The Stodgy Sightseer ma’am, it was on’y put up 

fumes, feeling that, while — . about thirty year ago. We 

they are fiddling, his / consider it the poorest glass 

chops are burning, ' we ’ave. 

The Verger, How, l^es what did want to go and git the fair ’ump about?” Flast, S. Oh, the 

pd gentlemen, if you will please to follow me, the portion of the I glass, yes ; that ’s hideous, certainly. I meant the— the other part. 






tionate solemnity; a white- ■ m ihB ^mo, (Me pauses, to 

haired and apple -faced ^ MSSSmf . 

verger rustles down from -■ ' express a becoming sym- 

the choir and beckons the r aiKjy Wlhr% ‘ pathy-^ which they do, by 

party forward benignant- W dicks,) Sir Ralph hmself, 

Iv, whereupon they ad- -■ 7^ however, is interred m Fickle- 

vance with a secret satis- ■ . bury Parish Church, forty mile 

faction at the prospect of ■ ifroin tms spot, along with his 

“ getting the cathedral survived him. 

and having the rest ladies regard the image 

of the day to themselves of Sir Ralph with indig- 

they are conducted to a ' j nation, and pass on; the 

desk and requested, as a \ exgeT chuckles faintly at 

preliminary, to put six- having producedhis effect, 

pence apiece in the Jtesio- //^;i The Evangelical S, [snuffing 

ration Fund box and in- •, suspiciously), I ’m sorry 

scribe their names in a i : ^ to perceive that you are in 

hook, ■ ' ^ahit of hummg incense 

youpiri** Portico Lodge, Cam- ■ />■“ ■* /'..fjli [Mo looks sternly at the 

den Road, or only London ? ” -I Imr, \ I >- /. i' Verger, as though to imply 

, . , Here, I ’d better sign for ' 1 1:/ j’/BffljBlij/w /y® I; [ • » I. . that it is useless to impose 

the lot of yon, eh? , They t ^ jMll'i' j I ‘ «• 

provide a better pen— in ii SHIHIjif I he Verger, Ho, Sir, what 

a cathedral, I do think I . . . f' ; ■ yon smell ain’t incense—on’y 

He might have given all our ' f •> the vaults after the damp 

‘ names m full instead of jnst ' ' ' ' IB weather we’ve bin ’aving. 

“And party” ! . . . Oh, I ’ve i Mfrf.wM — - [The Evangelical Sightseer 

been and made a blot— will it "^r ■ I -li " \Hh{^ \ ^ drops behind, divided be- 

m^^ier,^Quldyonthink? . . . ■ ' ISff jllh W tween relief and disap- 

1 never can write my name ^ -^'1 pointment, 

with people looking on, can i — - — A Elastic S, (to the Y&r^sx), 

youf,,, I’m sure ycn’ve What a perfectly exquisite 

done it beautifully, dear! , . . xv r^se-window that isl foraU 

Just hold myumbrella while I ;.x-^ the world like a kaleidoscope, 

take off my glove, Maria. . . , mjf I suppose it dates from the 

Oh, why donH they make , ,, llkf J ■ ■Kv \\ . . / Herman period, at least f 

haste? &c., &c. ^ '' i& A Verger (coldly). Ho, 

[The Stodgy Sightseer ma’am, it was on’y put up 

fumes, feeling that, while — . about thirty year ago. We 

they are fiddling, his / consider it the poorest glass 

chops are burning, ' we ’ave. 

The Verger, How, l^es what did to want to go and git the fair ’ump about?” Elast, S. Oh, the 

and gentlemen, if you will please to follow me, the portion of the glass, yes ; thatH hideous, certainly. I meant the— the other part, 
buildmg where we now are is part of the original hedifice founded The Verger, The tracery, ma'am? That was restored at the same 
by^ Ealeryoha, wife of Earl Baldric, in the year height ’undred time by a local man— and a shocking job he made of it, too I 
heighto-height, ihongh we tove reason to believe that an even hearlier The Elast, 8, Yes, it quite spoils the cathedral, doesn't it? 
church was lu existence tore so far back as the Roman occupation, as Couldn’t it he taken down ? 

is proved by a hmcient stone receptacle recently discovered under The Verger (in answer to another Inquirer), Crowborough 
the cr^t and hevidently used for baptismal purposes. Cathedral finer than this. Sir? Oh, dear me, no. I went over a- 

A Spectacled 8, (yA o/ge /a it due to herself to put^ an intelligent purpose to ’ave a look at it the last ’oliday I took, and I was quite 
^estion at intervals). What the method of baptism among the surprised to find tow very inferior it was. The spire? I don’t say 
Ohnstians ? ^ mayn’t he ’igher as a mere matter of feet, but our lantern-tower 

dhe Verger, Vve believe it to ’ave been by total immersion, is so ’appily proportioned as to give the effect of being by far the 
Jna am. ’ighest in existence. 

* r,-, * Travelled 8, Ah, you should see the continental cathedrals. 

\_ohe sets down the Early Christians as Dissenters, and takes Why, our towers would nardly come up to the top of the naves of 
no further interest in them, ^ ^ some of them! 

The Verger, lA the hack of the choir, and immediately iu front The Verger (Jkftily), I don’t take no notice of foreign cathedrals, 
oIa eontaming the hones of St. Chasuble, Ma’am. If foreigners like to build so ostentatious, all I can say is, 

with r^c^i St. Alb. (-4^ Evaugehcal Sightseer snorts in disap- I’m sorry /or them. 

provm,) Uhe oRow depressions in the steps leading up to the shrine, A Lady (who has provided herself with a “ Manual of Architec- 
wnicii are stiil^^aDle, were mm away, as you see, by the pilgrims ^wre” and an unsympathetic Cmnpaniori), Do notice the excessive 
ascentog on their ^ees. (^e party verify the depressions con- use of the baU-flower as a decoration, dear. Parker says it is 
scientiously, and click their tongues to express indulgent contempt,) especially characteristic of this cathedral. 
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VnBympatketic Compantm, I don’t see 
any flowers myself. And if they like to 
decorate for festivals and that, where ’s the 
harm? 

\^The Lady with the Manual perceives 
that it is hopeless tojexplain. 

The Verger, The dog-tooth monldings 
round the mforium harches is considered to 
belong tathe best period of Norman work 

The Lady with the Manual, Surely not 
Norman f Dog-tooth is Saxon, I always 
understood. 

The Verger [indulgently). You’ll excuse 
we, Ma’am, but I fancy it’s ’erringbone as is 
running in your ’ed. 

The Lady with the M, (after consulting 
“ Parker ” for corroboration^ in vain). Well, 
I’m sure dog-tooth is guite Early English^ 
anyway. [To her companion,) Did you 
know it was the interlacing oi the .round 
arches that gave the first idea of the pointed 
arch, dear ? 

Her Comp, No. But I shouldn’t have 
thought there was so very much in the idea. 

The Lady with the M, I do wish you took 
more interest, dear. Look at those two young 
men who have just come in. They don’t look 
as if they’d care for carving; but they’ve 
been studying everyone of the Miserere seats 
in the choir-staHs. That ’s what Jlike to seel 

The Verger, That concludes my dooties, 
ladies and gentlemen. You can go out by the 
South Transep door, and that ’U take you 
through the Cloisters. (The Party go out, 
with the exception of the two ^Arries, who 
linger, e^ectantly, and cough in embarrass- 
ment,) Was there anything you wished to 
know? 

First ^Arry, Well, Mister, it ’s on’y— er— 
’aven’t you got some old carving or omer ’ere 
of a rather— well, funny kind— sorter thing 
you on’y show to genthmen, if you know 
what I mean ? 

The Verger [austerely). There’s nothing 
in this Cathedral for gentlemen o’ yowr sort, 
and I’m surprised at your expecting of it. 

[jBTe turns on his heel. 

First ^Arry [to Second), I si^ke civil 
enough to ’«w, didn’t I ? What did ’e want 
to go and git the fair ’ump about ? 

Second *Arry, Oh, I dunno. But you 
don’t ketch me cornin’ over to no more cathe- 
diils, and wastin’ time and money all for 
nuthink— that ’s all ! 

[They tramp out, feeling that their confi- 
dence has been imposed upon. 


TO A OBEEK AT “THE ORIENT.” 

At your dress I marvel mutely — 

Green and white, with gold about ; 
Grandly gay, you absolutely, 

Cut me out. 

Like a lamp-shade is that nether 
Garment, yet, without a doubt, 

You look fine, and altogether 
Cut me out, 

I, dull Englishman, am neatly 
Clothed in black and grey, without 
Any colours. You completely 
Cut me out. 

She, whose smile is sweetly dimply. 
Pretty, even though she pout, 

Seems entranced. With her you simply 
Cut me out. 

She admires you, and she barely 
Looks at me, a sombre lout. 

Hang you, in that dress you fairly 
Cut me out. 


Gentie akd SooTHiNa Occupation poe 
AN Oabsman.— “ Stroking an eight.” 
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BOTANY; OR, A DAY IN THE COUNTRY. 

** Sat, Billbb, shall we oavee Mushrooms ? ” 

“Yus. I *M A Begcae to Climb ! ” 


MEETING A YERY OLD FRIEND. 

[A Fostscript to a TVelLknoion Work,) 

Aucb was delighted with all she saw. 
Statesmen, generals, celebrities of every kind. 
Then there were marvellous animals — some 
I ferocious, others satirical, every one of them 
as true to nature as could be, 

“ Where am I ? ” asked Altce. 

“In the gallery of the Fine Arts Society, 
148, New Bond Street.” 

“ And, please, who has done all these won- 
derful things?” 

“ The great J, T.,” was the reply. 

Ard then she fell to admiring them. She 
had some difficult in getting to the draw- 
ings, for eveiy picture was surrounded by a 
little crowd oi worshippers. And she was not 
in the least surprised, because the devotion 
had been justly earned. Before her she found 
a specimen of the labours of nearly half a 
century. Everything good and beautiful. 

“Dear me I” she murmured, as she ap- 


proached No. 160 in the Catalogue. “ WRy 
here I am myself ! 1 am so glad I am like 
that. What should I have been had I not 
had so kind an artist to sketch me ? ” 

And the possibility opened out such a vista 
of disasters that Alice was almost moved to 
tears. But she soon regained her gaiety when 
she had glanced at Winding ’«m 
(No. 161), “.A Bicycle built for Two ” (No. 148), 
and “ The Mask of Momus^^ (No. 99). 

“But shaR I meet the Knights?” she 
asked, after a while. “ I should, because I 
certainly am living ia Wonderland.’ ’ 

Then there was a chorus crying, “ This is 
the work of the Black and White Knight, the 
greatest of all the Knights— ^ood Sir John.” 

And Alice agreed in an opinion held by all 
the world. 

Anothee Testimonial to the G. 0. M. — 
In recognition of his most recent contribution 
to sacrS literature. Mr. G. is to be presented 
^ withthefreedomof the Dry-Psalter’s company. 
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a r^A*rucrnDAi The spaces between the harches of the shrine were originallv en- 

DOli>lC:x A C/AintUKAL. rich^ by valnable gems and mosaics, all of which ’ave now^ long 

Sketch from the Provinces,) since disappeared, ’aving been removed by the more devout parties 

o mr • . • ^ TV 7 X a n j T w *^1 a f>f\ who camc^ ere OR pilgrimages. In the chapel to your left amonu- 

3nent with recumbent heflBigies of Bishop Buttress and Dean 
The March sunshine slants in ^aU shafts through the e^estory q-xj^goyle, represented laying side by side with clasped ’ands in 
windows, having the aishs in shadow. From mthovt, ^ tjw lifelong affection between them. The late Bishop used 

3 to make aratiier facetious reoipkabout.this tomb. He was^m 


have eollecUd, and the several groups, feeling that it would be a J ^ 

waste of time to observe anything Jn the building untM ofi^ly for appreciatwn of this ilstance o/eptcrfal hur}mr,^bwt is plin^ 
xr^trueted todpso are mgaged m ey^ng we amtl^ mth all ''to firtl that it has produced a genorat gloom ; iAe EvaigSSt" 
the gemal antipathy and suspxcwn of true-born Brdons. anof&r, and a louder snort, Ms smse tMt 

A Stodgy Sightseer [to his friend), Disgracefnl, keeping us stand- a Bishop ought to set a better example,) In the harched recess to 
ing about like this I If I’d only known, I’d have told the head vourrignt, a monument in painted haUbarster to Sir Eaxph Eino- 
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waiter at the “Mitre ” to keep 

back those chops tiU 

\_He breaks off abruptly, 
hnding that the chops are 
reverberating from column 
to column wUh dispropor^ 
tionate solemnity; a tMte- 
haired and apph~ faced 
verger rustles down from 
the choir and beckons the 
party forward benignant- 
ly, whereupon they ad- 
vance with a secret satis- 
faction at the prospect of 
•* getting the ^ cathedral 
'‘done* and having the rest 
of the day to themselves 
they are conducted to a 
desk and requested, as a 
preliminary, to put six- 
pence apiece in the Resto- 
ration Fund box and in- 
scribe their names in a 
book. 

Confused Murmurs, Would 
youmt “Portico Lodge, Cam- 
den Eoad, or only London?” 

* . . Here, I ’d better sign for 
the lot of you, eh ? , . . They 
might provide a better pen— in 
a cathedral, I do t hiuk I . . , 
He might have given all our 
names m foE instead of just 
“And party” ! . , . Oh, I’ve 
been and made a blot— will it 
matter, should you thiuk ? . , . 
I never can write my name 
with people looking on, can 
youf,,, I’m sure you’ve 
done it heautifolly, dear ! . , , 
Just hold my umbrella while I 
take off my glove, Maria. • . , 
Oh, why don*t they make 
haste P &c., &o. 

\_The Stodgy Sightseer 
fumes, feeling that, while 
they are fiddling, his 
chops are burning. 

The Verger, How, ladies 

















“ Wbat did ’e want to go and git the fair ’ump about ? ” 


povE and his lady, erected 
immediately after her decease 
by the disconsolate widower, 
with a touching inscription in 
Latin, stating that their ashes 
would shortly he commingled 
in the tomb. ^ (Me pauses, to 
allow the ladies of the party 
to express a becoming sym- 
pathy — which they do, by 
clicks,) Sir Ealph himself, 
however, is interred in Fickle- 
bury Parish Church, forty mile 
from this spot, along with his 
third wife, who survived him. 

[ The ladies regard the image 
of Sir Ealph with indig- 
nation, and pass on ; the 
Yerger chuckles faintly at 
having produced his effect. 

The Fvangelical S, (snuffing 
the air suspiciously), I ’m sorry 
to perceive that you are in 
the habit of burning incense 
here ! 

[He looks sternly at the 
Yerger, as though to imply 
that it is useless to impose 
upon him, 

Ihe Verger, Ho, Sir, what 
you smell ain’t incense — on’y 
the vaults after the damp 
weather we ’ve bin ’aving, 

\Ths Evangelical Sightseer 
drops behind, divided be- 
tween relief and disap- 
pointment, 

A Plastic 8, (to the Verger), 
What a perfectly exquisite 
rose-window that is I For all 
the world like a kaleidoscope. 

I suppose it dates from tiie 
Herman period, at least f 

The Verger (coldly). Ho, 
ma’am, it was on’y put up 
about thirty year ago. We 
consider it the poorest glass 
we ’ave. 

The Plast, 8. Oh, the 


MdiS^Se we^Zr^S ilXuf a'a Mdeous, certainly. I melut the-the othe^pa^t 

by Eaimytha wife of The tracery, ma'am? That was restored at the same 

heighty-height’thouffh we ’^a fW ^tod tin^ by a local man— and a shocking job he made of it, too I 

church was m existence ’ere so far back as the Bcma^^^^ (>)S^’utbe t^e cathedral, doesn't it? 

Early ChStiX? ^ ^ surprised to ^d’ow yery inferior it was. Tbe spire P I don’t eay 

tL Verger, We believe it tn +rv+„i ; • that mayn the igh» as a mere matter of feet, but our lantern-tower 

Ma’am. unmersion, is so ’a^pily proportioned as to give the effect of being by far the 

The 8pect /S' Oh ? Baptists ' ighest m existence. 

i8M seis dmi^^ n , , y A Travelled 8, you should see the continental cathedrals. 

no further iXfa if and tah>B to^rs would tardly come up to the top of the naves of 

of yS, fa^fsM^eSorSy ^ of foreign cathedrals, 

wii relics of sHli to build so ostentatious. all"l can say is! 


- TT A some of them I — — — 

of yOT,to^fBM^e,forSrwu^^ih®?1S^l^^k“^f* mT*® FaW(fo/%). I don’t take no notice of foreign cathedrals, 

ascendinir an tbAir unsympathetic Companion), Bo notice the excessive 


ascending on their knees. (The partv\^Brifv Companion), Bo notice the excessive 
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Unsympathetic Companion, I don’t see 
any flowers myself. And if they Kke to 
decorate for festivals and that, where ’s the 
harm? 

\_The Lady with the Manual perceives 
that it is hopeless to explain. 

The Verger, The dog-tooth mouldings 
round the triforium harches is considered to 

belong tathe best period of Norman work 

The Lady with the Manual, Surely not 
Norman f Dog-tooth is Saxon, I always 
understood. 

The Verger {indulgently). You’ll excuse 
me^ Ma’am, but I fancy it ’s ’erringbone as is 
running in your 

The Lady with the M, {after consulting 
“ Tarher ” foi' corroboration^ in vain). Well, 
I’m sure dog-tootli is quite Early English^ 
anyway. {To her companion,) Did you 
know it was the interl^ing oi the .round 
arches that gave the flrst idea of the pointed 
arch, dear? 

Her Comp, No. But I shouldn’t have 
thought there was so very much in the idea. 
The Lady with the M, I do wish you took 
more interest^ dear. Look at those two young 
men who have just come in. They don’t look 
as if they’d care for carving; but they’ve 
stuu]* 


been 
in the choir-sti 


X VChXTXXig 5 WIXU UJLXVIJ TW 

one of the Miserere seats 
hat ’s what I like to see I 

The Verger, That concludes my dooties, 
ladies and gentlemen. You can go out by the 
South Transg) door, and that^ll take you 
through the Cloisters. {The Tarty go out^ 
with the exception of the two ^ArrieSj who 
linger y e^ectantlyy and cough in embarrass- 
ment,) was there anything you wished to 
know? 

First ^Arry, WeU, Mister, it ’s on’y— er— 
’aven’t you got some old carving or other ’ere 
of a rather— well, funny kind— sorter thing 
you on’y show to gentlemeny if you know 
what I mean ? 

The Verger {austerely). There’s nothing 
in this Cathedral for gentlemen o’ sort, 
and I’m surprised at your expecting of it, 

[JETe turns on his heel. 

First ^Arry {to Second), I spoke civil 
enough to Hm, didn’t I ? What did ’e want 
to go and git the fair ’ump about ? 

Second ^Arry, Oh, I dunno. But you 
don’t ketch me coinin’ over to no more cathe- 
diils, and wastin’ time and money all for 
nuthink— that’s all! 

[They tramp outy feeling that their confi- 
dence has been imposed upon. 


TO A CREEK AT “THE ORIENT.” 



BOTANY; OR, 


COUNTRY. 


“ Say, BiliiEB, shall we oatbr Mushrooms ? ” 
“Yus. I ’m A Becjoar to Climb I” 


At your dress I marvel mutely— 

Green and white, with gold about ; 
Grandly gay, you absolutely, 

Cut me out. 

Like a lamp-shade is that nether 
Garment, yet, without a doubt, 

You look fine, and altogether 
Out me out. 

I, dull Englishman, am neatly 
Clothed in black and grey, without 
Any colours. You completely 
Cut me out. 

She, whose smile is sweetly dimply, 
Pretty, even though she pout. 

Seems entranced. With her you simply 
Cut me out. 

She admires you, and she barely 
Looks at me, a sombre lout. 

Hang you, in that dress you fairly 
Cut me out. 


Gtcntle and SooxHiNa Occupation por 
an Oarsman.— “ Stroking an eight.” 


MEETING A YERY OLD FRIEND. 

{A Postscript to a Well-known Work,) 

Aiicb was delighted with all she saw. 
Statesmen, generals, celebrities of every kind. 
Then there were ma^ellous animals — some 
ferocious, others satirical, every one of them 
as true to nature as could be. 

“ Where am I ? ” asked Aucb. 

“In the gallery of the Fine Arts Society, 
148, New Bond Street.” 

“And, please, who has done all these won- 
derful things ? ” 

“ The great J. T.,” was the reply. 

Ard then she fell to admiring mem. She 
had some difficulty in getting to the draw- 
ings, for eveiy picture was surrounded by a 
little crowd of worshippers. And she was not 
in the least surprisea, because the devotion 
had been justly earned . Before her she found 
a specimen of the labours of nearly half a 
century. Everything good and beautiful. 

“Dear me I’’ she murmured, as she ap- 


proached No. 160 in the Catalogue. “ Why 
here I am myself I I am so glad I am like 
that. What should I have been had I not 
had so hind an artist to sketch me ? ” 

And the possibility opened out such a vista 
of ditasters that Alice was almost moved to 
tears. But she soon regained her gaiety when 
she had glanced at Winding ’em up'*^ 
(No. 161), ^*‘A Bicycle built for Two ” (No. 148), 
and “ The Mask of Jfomws” (No. 99). 

“But shall I meet the Knights?” she 
asked, after a while. “ I should, because I 
certainly am living ia Wonderland.” 

Then there was a chorus crying, “ This is 
the work of the Black and White Knight, the 
greatest of all the Knights— good Sir John.” 

And Aucb agreed in an opinion held by all 
the world. 

Another Testimonial to the G. 0. M. — 
In recognition of his most recent contribution 
to sacr^ literature. Mr. G. is to be presented 
withthefreedomof the Dry-Psalter’s company. 
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“ftTroTrsaiTE taitdem?” oe, one at a time. 

Ihwlogm in a Dog-caH, 

i)r»W. Tc-c-c-li-k I Te-o-c-li-kl I 
Officious Fnend^ Steady there I Wo-o-o-a ! ^ 
iSriver {aside), Confonud the fellow 1 I wish he wouldn’t 
fidget so. 

^ Officious Friend {aside), Se drive tandem ? Wish he ’d hand the 
lihooiw to me ! 

Friv^ {ahu^. Leader stos along, doesn’t he ? 

Officious Friend {aloud), Ya-a-s, Bit too fast, I fancy. Forgets 


Officious Friend {aloud), xa-a-s. Bit too fast, I fancy. Forgets 
that the wheeler has to do the work. 

Bncer, Humph! Hot so sure of that, in this case. Rather 
weedy, you know, and just a hit of a slug, if you ask me. I think 
th^ ’d do better reversed — this journey, a^how. 

Officious J^end {testily), Nonsense 1 You never have done that 
wheeler ustice. Fact is you don’t understand the horse’s character, 
or how to get the best out of him. How I 

Driver {ada^piirm old Trxn, Coll,, Cam,, Eedtation), 

** Fact is, he understood computing 
The odds at any bye-election ; 

Was a dead hand at docuting, 

Satire, and candidate-selecuon ; 

But, like his parallel. Lord Random, 

^ He couldn’t, somehow, drive a tandem.” 

Officious ^tend. What are you muttering about? You know 
I m not up in poetry. As to poor Lord Random, he was a smart i 
whip, anyhow, and though I don’t agree with “Z” in his impertinent 
comparisons, still 

I "wish you’d sit still, old fellow, and not 
fidget with the rems. You ’re fretting that leader awfuRy. 

Offic^ Friend, Confound the leader ! Leaders, equine or— other- 
mse— vocer lyrsis going to say asinine!)— axe so apt to give 
themselves airs, and fancy they’re pulling all the weight. Old Q-., for 
example I ~ ’ 

Dnv^, Ah I and he ’s not the only instance. 

Officiom If O. had taken my tip, he’d never have upset 

the coach as he did. But handlers of the ribbons are always so 
obstmate. Look out! Mind that finger-post! Why, the leader 
nearlj; ran into it. 

Dri^, H^qt at all, dw boy. But we ’ll run into something, and 
be both spilt if you don’t leave off twithhing at the reins. 


Officious Friend [reading finger --post), Leamington! Hythe! 
Aha! How I think— as I Imow these roads well— if you’d just let 
me 

Driver {decisively). Look here, old man! You remember our 
Compact ? 

Officious Friend {impatiently). Oh, of course, of course. But— I 
don^ quite understand it as you seem to do. 

Driver, Humph ! [Again adapting,) 

Your Rule of the Road seems a paradox, quite ; 

For, in tooling our dog-cart along, 

If you ’re left with the reins you are sure to be right, 

If the reins axe my right, it ’s all wrong.” 

Officious Friend, Oh, more poetry! What a chap you are for 
Metaphysics and the Muses ! How the foundations of my belief are 
facts ^d figures. 

Driver {meditatively). It’s a fact that the Tory total figures 
out much larger than the Liberal Unionist, 

Officious Friend, Oh, bother ! What ’s that got to do with it I 
Our Compact I 

Driver, Is ours— not Leamington’s it seems. [^Sums, 

“ There was a man at Leamington, i 

Who thought it would be nice 
To jump into a Tory seat 
By help of Tory “ ayes.” 

But if those “ayes” should be “put out,” 

It may prove no great gain 
Jumping into a Tory seat 
To pleaselJ. Ch-mb-bi-n ! ” 

Officious Friend [grabbing reini). Here, I say ! Whilst droning 
out your doggerel you’re forgetting your driving. Where are you 
going ? Look at that dashed leader ! 

[Leader faces sharp round and fidgets. 

Driver [sharply). Ho wonder! Woa, lad, woa! Why on earth 
did you tug at the reins like that, I tell you that horse won’t stand 
much more of it. Doyou want a spiU as well as a split ? 

Officious Friend, Why, no ! But according to our Compact, the 
wheeler 

Driver, According to our Compact it’s my tom at the ribbons 
to-day. One at a time, if you please. Do you call this driving 
tandem ? We shall never get on like this ! Are you driving this 
dog-caxt, or am I ? [Left settling it. 
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Mrs, Smith, “ I think it deeadful that tofr Divorce Laws in America shoull be 

so MUCH MORE LENIENT THAN THEY ARB IN ENGLAND.” 

Mr, Van Bemselaer, ‘‘Well, tott see, my dear Madam, in England Divorce is a 
Luxury— WHILE with us it is — ^er— A Keoessity 1 ’’ 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Marco Polo Ulysses Henry Norman, 
having returned from a comprehensive tour 
in. foreign parts, has set forth his experience 
in a hsmdsome volume published by Fisher 
Unwin. The Far Fast is its allujing and 
well-sustained title. But why dra^ in U lysses 
and Marco Polo ? Their journeyings were on 
the scale of a jaunt to Switzerland as compared 
with Mi. Norman’s. He has travelled through 
British, French, Spanish and Portuguese 
Colonies ; has visited Siberia, China, Japan, 
Corea, Siam and Malaya. Whether in his 
study o| political problems, his pictures of 
people, or his sketches of scenery, he is equally 
keen and habile. Anything that relates to 
China is peculiarly interesting just now, and 
Mr. Norman throws a flood of light on the 
state of the unwi^dl:y empire. ^ The descrip- 
tion of the examinafion halls is instructive. 
The Q-overnment of China, Mr. Norman testi- 
fies, is a vast system of competitive examina- 
tion tempered by bribery. Those who come 
out successfully in examinations— the subject- 
matter of which is knowledge of the works of 
Confucius, the history of China, and the art 
of writing as practised by the old masters — 
have berths found them under the Uovemment. 
They are sent all over the country to be magis- 
trates, generals, ship captains, en^eers, 
without having the slightest acquaintance 
with details or systems over which they are 
put in a position of command. TMs fully 
accounts lor what has taken place in recent 
campaigns by land and sea in the Far East. 
We can’t all undertake Mr. Norman’s monu- 


mental journey. But, adapting Sheridan’s 
advice to his son on a certain occasion, my 
Baronite counsels the public to read The Far 
Fast and say they ’ve been there. 

The immortal Flaccus (writes one of the 
Baron’s assistants) has, it appears, been 
sojourning in Cambridge, having gone into 
residence there some time before he stayed at 
Hawarden, either for translation or perver- 
sion. I make this statement after reading a 
delightful little book of light verse entitled 
Horace at Cambridge, by Owen Seaman 
(London, A. D. Innes & Co.). To every 
University man, and particularly’, of course, 
to Cambridge men, this book will be a rare 
treat. But in virtue of its humour, its ex- 
treme and felicitous dexterity of workman- 
ship both in rhyme and metre, and the apt- 
ness of its allusions, it will appeal to a far 
wider public, I pledge Mr. Seaman in a 
bumper of College Audit I and beg him to 
give us more of his work. 

The Baron de Book-Worms. 

The Olympians threaten.— A real ice 
rink, “ said to be the Ingest in the world,” is 
in course of construction at Ol^ympia, Does 
“ Niagara” realise, or, as in this con junction 
it might be written, “ real-ice,” the fact that 
its own nice invenuon may, by its rival, be 
beaten all to ^vers ? 

From “ Love’s Labour.” — What onr 
Sir Frederic, P.R.A. (quoting the Divine 
Williams), will soon be saying of the 
accepted artist, “ Bid Mm go hang ! ” 


A COCK Am BULL STORY. 

Air — “ CasahianeaJ* 

[“European navies were like fighting-cocks, 
armed to the teeth; a single spark might cause an 
explosion.” 

J)r, MacGregor on ike Fary JSst%imtesJ\ 

The fighting-cock stood on the deck. 

His eye was rolling red. 

His feathers whiffled round his neck. 

His crest was on his head. 

He wore his spur above his heel, 

Efis daws were uudemeath. 

He also had a mass of steel 
Plate-armour ou his teetL 

Meanwhile the House was haggling on 
In one of those debates 
When Little England jumps upon 
The Navy Estimates, 

TherelCLEOPHAS, of many wiles, 

Brought up his little lot. 

And Mr. Byles, with wreathed smiles, 
Was deadly on the spot. 

And Labby said the bootless pay 
Of navies should be stamp^ ou ; 

“ There is no boot ! ” as strikers say 
In Labby’s own Northampton. 

“ Then came a burst of thunder- sound ” 
That shook the very street, 

And lo I MacG-regor’s form was found 
To be upon its feet. 

He called the rates a great expense. 

He was a peaceful Scot, 

And said the talk about “ defense ” 

Was simply Tommy-rot. 

Fax better for his country’s good, 

So long allowed to ble^, 

If only half the money could 
Be spent across the Tweed. 

Then with a petrifying shout, 
like some clamantis vox. 

He fetched a trumpet-note about 
The teeth of fighting-eocks. 

A simile of crew and crew 
All ripe for any ruction ; 

(Refer to verses one and two. 

Or else the introduction). 

A spark might fall from out the sea, 
Completely unforeboded, 

And then the birds— where would they he? 
Why, they would be exploded. 

He looked around for some applause 
From Lrout or side or rear ; 

They never said a word, because 
They hadn’t strength to cheer. 

With many an accidental jest 
The hearts of men were full, 

But 0 1 the thing they liked the best 
Was hold Mac&eegor’s bull ! 


“SUE LE TAPIS” DE BRUXELLES. 

However clever as a dramatic author he, 
M. Maurice Maeterlinck of Brussels, may 
be, it is rather handicapping him to he dubbed 
by enthusiastic but injudicious admirers 
“The Belgian Shakspeare,” though, of 
course, “Belgian” does qualify the Shak- 
speare, just as Brussels prefixed to sprout 
decides the character cf that favourite and 
useful vegetable. M. Maeterlinck may be 
the “ coming on,” or sprouting, dramatist of 
the future. Up to the present time there 
has not been much in any way to connect 
Belgian and English ^ama, so Maeterlinck 
may he the missing link destined to electri- 
cally illuminate the world ’’ which “is,” 
as tne Divine Wlluams remarks, “ a stage.” 




PREHISTORIC PEEPS. 

The procedttre in the Law Courts had many points of resemblance to oxtr own, but at times it was extremely difficult to give undivided attention 
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PROPOSED RULES FOR THE 
LADIES’ UMYERSAL ATH- 
LETIC ASSOCIATION 

ifiom^piUd ly One thoroughly Con-- 
verscmt vnth the Necessities of the 
SUuatimt^ 

1. The costume oi every mem- 
ber of the dub shall be of tiie most 
elegant description. The design 
shall not be governed by the re- 
otdrements of the game for which 
tne uniform is required, but rather 
by the characteristics of the 
wearer. 

2. Red and blue shall be worn 
according to the com]^lexion of the 
player, and the choice of teams 
shaJl depend not upon prowess or 
locality, but the colour of the hair 
and eyes and the formation of the 
noses. 

3. Patent leather shoes shall in- 
variably form a part of the arande 
tenue of the duD, with high heels 
at discretion. 

4. Football shall be played with 
a light india-rubber globe, and 
“pushing” shall be strictly for- 
biaden. However, it shall be 
permissible for one player to hold 
an opponent tightly by the hands 
if the former thinks the latter is 
about to give it “ quite a hard 
kick” with her toe. 

5. FTo angry language will be 
allowed, but one member may tell 
another, in the height of an excit- 
ing contest, that she is “a spite- 
ful, disagreeable old thing.” On 
very special occasions the word 
“There!” may be added with 
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6. Cricket shall never be allowed 
to last for more than half an hour, 
and cups of tea shall be served to 
the strikers between the overs, 

7. Only ladies shall be permitted 
to watch the game of the members, 








SEQUEL/E! 

The General, “ You^x^ hab rr, I suppose?” 

The Judge. “ I SHOULD THINK so. I ’m as weak as a Rat 
The General, “That *s nothing. Vu as weak as Two Rats! 
The Judge, “Bur Two Rats are stronger than Onjs Rat I” 
The General, “ If tou argue, I shall Cry 1 ” 


as a rule. However, at times whm 
everyone is looking her best, indi- 
viduals of the inferior sex shall be 
admitted to the football ^und or 
cricket Reid, on the condition that 
they “ promise not to laugh.” 

8. Players at football,^ cricket, 
and other games saacnoned by 
the Association, shall have fuD 
liberty to make their own rules 
and keen their own appointments. 
They wul be usually expected to 
wait until a match is Rnish^ 
unless called away to take a drive 
in the Park, or do a little shopping. 

9 and Lastly. As women are as 
excellent as men at Reid sports, 
the members of the Club shall be 
entitled to the franchise. 

THE LATEST FROM SOL. 

Scene — The Sun, First Solarist 
discovered reading heal jour- 
nal to Second Solarist, 

First Solarist, I say, have you 
seen what this centur/s Earth 
says r' . . , 

Second Solarist, No ; it’s much 
too hot for reading newspapers. 

First S, Why, the idiotic people 
on that ridiculous little planet 
have just discovered the existence 
of Helium 1 

Second S, Dear me ! How long 
have they taken about that? 

Firsi S, Alwut six thousand 
years (according to mundane 
measure), or thereabouts. 

Second S, They seem to have 
plenty of leisure on their hands I 
And now that they Aare f oimd out I 
HeKum, of what use will it be to | 
them? 

First S, Oh, that they will pro- 
bably discover in another six 
thousand years ! Let ’ s liquor ! ^ 
]_Exeunt, Scene chses in 
upon an eclipse. 


BALLAD OE THE UNSUEPEISBD JUDGE. 

[“ Ifr. Justice Hawkins observed, ‘ I am surprised at nothing.’ Pitts 
V. Joseph, “ Times^ ” Heport, March 27.] 

Atx hail to Sir Henry, whom noting ^prises ;] 

Ye Judges and suitors, regard him with awe, ^ 

As he sits up aloft on the Bench and applies Ms’ 

Swift mind to the shifts and the trills of the Law. ^ 

Many years has he lived, and has always seen clear things 
That Nox seemed to hide from our average eyes : 

But still, though encompassed with all sorts of queer things, 
He never, no never gives way to surprise. 

When a rogue, for example, a company-monger, 

Q-rows fat on the gain of the shares he has sold. 

While the public gets lean, winning nothing but hunger 
And a few scraps of scrip for its masses of gold ; 

WTien the fat man goes further takes to religion, 

A rascal in hymn-hooks and bibles disguised, 

“ It ’s a case.” says Sir Henry, “ of rook versus pigeon, 

And the pigeon gets left-well, I ’m hardly surprised.” 

There ’s a Heath at Newmarket, and horses that run there, 
There are owners and jockeys, and sharpers and Rats ; 

There are some who do nicely, and some who are done there, 
There are loud meu with pencils and satchels and hats. 

But the Stewards see nothing of betting or money, 

As they stand in the blinkers for Stewards devised ; 

Their blindness may strike Henry Hawed^s as funny, 

But he only smiles softly, he im’t surprised. 

So, here’s to Sir Henry, the terror of tricksters, 

Of Law he ’s a master, and likewise a limb ; 

TTifl -mind never once, when its pnrpose is fixed, errs ; 
For'euteness there’s none holds a candle to Him, 


Let them try to deceive him, why, bless you, he ’s been there, j 

And can track his way straight through a tuDgle of lies ; 

And, though some might grow grey at the things he has seen there, 
He never, no never, gives way to surprise. 

ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT, 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

House of Lords, Monday, March 25. — Impossible to avoid noticing 
depression of the Markiss when he entered House to-night. At 
first thought feelings of a father had overcome hm, Cranborne, 
immediately after moquent and energetic attack in other House of 
Welsh Disestablishment BiQ, was struck down by indisposition, 
reported to he measles. That all very well. Do not wish to sugg^t 
anything wrong ; hut coincidence at least rems^kable. Measles, the 
Member for Sark tells me, can be conveyed in various aj^arently 
innoxious guises. In a controversy so acrid^ that George Osborne 
Morgan has been publicly accused of profligacy, men wiU, it is tw 
obvious, go any lengths. At present there is nothing that can 
called evidence to connect Cbanborne’s sudden indisposition with 
current controversy. But if this^ mysterious attack is followed by 
symptoms of croup, rickets, teething, or any other ^mplaint usu^y 
associated witii happy days in the nursery, the public wiR know what 
to think. 

Happily it turned out that the depression of the Markiss had , 
nothing to do with the condition of the heir of Hatfield. His sym^- 
thetic neart been touched by difficulties that environ a worthy class 
of men whom Lord Chancellor, conscious that Cobb’s eye is upon 
has recently been maMng magistrates. “ Excellent persons,” 
says the Markiss ; “ self-made men. But unfortunately the process 
of self-manufacture does not include knowledge of the statutes at 
large.” There is the Parish Councils Act, for example ; one of those 
pieces of legislation with wMch a recMess Radical majority 1ms 
embarrassed an ancient State. 3Ms law has to be administered by 
people unlearned in Acts of Parliament. They cannot take a step 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON OHARTYARI 


[April 6 , 1895 . 


— ; 7 I 1 P i-Lg statutes at large tucked under one knew better than Tommy that Bryce wasn’t aboard. According 

without haTing^teen Yomm^ 01 tJ^onghtM Maretss sug- to regolations, he ought to have been. Search made for him, I 

their arms, mat the ^volent ^ reprinted Presently brought in with hands in pockets, ^ying to whistle, and 1 

crated was, that in all luture leglSl ■o^n n+;>>0T»TmQ0 -nrAflATi-f: ATmAfl.ra.nftA nf m<iTffATAnAA- Tint. A ■nnAt* 


^ find time to tmnR out scnemesior soisr was among aosentees, auaresseu quesmon to uiyu JLord of 

engrossed by magistrates, and assisting Admiralty about Peterhead Harbour. Htbbert’s agony of mind at 

Onlv s^ehow, there was left on this inncture would have softened harder hearts. An elderly hen, 
.. that has counted its brood seven times 


minds of hearers a strong impression 
that working-men magistrates are a 
mistake, and the Parish Councils Act 
a public injury, of which the 0oveim- 
ment ought to be more than ordinarily 
ashamed. , 

JBusificss 

Bill in Commons, DirefuUy dull. 

Souse of Commons^ Tuesday, — 
“Speakers may come, and Speakers 
may go,” said the Member for Sarx, 
“ but as long as the House of Commons 
princes men like YicAlRY Gibbs the 
mstitution is safe, and the State rocks 
•safely on its everlasting foundations. 
It was, you will remember, Yicaey 
who directly, though undesi|ni6dly, 
led to the row on that famous night in 
June when Home-Rule Committee was 
closur^ Yicary shares with Heaven 
the peculiarity that order is his first 
law. On that particular night some- 
body had said something, and YiCAur 
wanted to have his words taken down. 
Amid growing uproar his observations 
were inaudible to the Chair, and his 
presence undistinguishable. Some men 
would thereupon have resumed their 
seat. Yicary, his soul athirst to have 
something ‘taken down,’ moved on 
to the Front Opposition Bench, and 
shouted his desire in Melior’s left 
ear. Then Louan suddenly loomed 
large on the scene. Hayes Fisher 



on each occasion . finding one or two 
missing, not more perturbed. Looked 
up and down Treasuiy Bench. Rob- 
ertson”, not within sight ; might be 
below the Gangway. Yain hope. For 
Members opposite interest in Peter- 
head Harbour growing keener and 
more urgent, Framcis Poweei, 
usually mild-mannered man, went so 
far as to move to report progess. 
Mellor declined to put question. 

“Yery well,” said the Blameless 
Bartley, with air of mart 3 rr. “We 
must go on taUdng about Peterhead 
Harbour tiU the Minister comes in.” 

So he did, and when he ran dry 
Tomlinson” (having meanwhile ascer- 
tained where Peterhead Harbour is) 
took up the wondrous tale. Talking 
when Hibbert reappeared, his breast 
now swelling with maternal pride and 
satisfaction. He had found the lost 
chick, and clucked low notes of supreme 
content as he brought him back to the 
roost. Pretty to see how. Civil Lord 
in his place, all interest in Peterhead 
Harbour subsided. Busy B’s turning 
their attention to alleged felonious 
underrating of Government property. 

Business done , — Yote on Account 
through Committee. Sir John Leno 
calls Asquith’s attention to dangerous 
occupation of Hon-tamers. “ All very 
well,”^ he says, “ for doughty knight 


Sir Jolu. W strongly objects to lion-tan^. Exhibitions. weUT hrsays“rT.slity 
reached forth a red right hand and shook him by the collar. Next an like me. But these poor fellows with families shouldn’t be allowed 
anonymous Irish Member fell over the bench on to Saundeeson’ s knee, to mn risks. ’ ’ 

and was there incontinently but heartily pummelled. After that Friday Night— What’s the business at to-night’s sitting?” 
chaos ; all arising out of Yicary Gibbs's msatiable, uncontrollable asked Squire of Malwood, looking over Orders of the Day. 
desireto have something ‘ taken down ’ in the sacred name of order.” “ Home Rule all round ? Yery weU. Shall give practical proof of 
These mnsings on the mighty past were occasion^ by Yicary once adherence to principle by stopping at home.” 
more unexpectedly, but sternly and effectively, interposing as the John Morley did same, most other Ministers foUovting suit, 
custodian of order. Wsra broken out in epidemic of questions ; puts Cawmfl-Bannerman sacrificed himself on altar of country. But 
down eleven on the paper ; runs them np to the full score by supple- insisted that he might at least dine out in interval between moroing 
mentary questions, mvariably prefaced by the formula “ Is the right and evening sitting that made last day of Parliamentary week. His 
hon. gentleman A. Weir that ?” A poor joke, its only flash snowy shirt front gave air of almost reckless joviality to desolate 


of humour being in the subtly varied tone with which the Speaker Treasury Bench. Prince Arthur, not to be outdone in cbival^, 
eleven times pronounced the words, “Mr. Weir.” Also grotesquely also looked in after dinner, brightening up Front Bench opposite 
funny to hear the reverberation of the deep chest notes, in which Minister for War. But two swallows don’t make a summer, nor two 
Weir, with tragic sweep of pince-nez on to nis nose, said in suoces- gentlemen in evening dress a festive party, Trevelyan only man 
sion, “ Gues-ti-on one,” “ Q,nes-ti-on two,” and so on. , ^ earnest, and he terribly so. 

Touch of tragedy came in when Yicary, managmg to throw into ^ Business done , — ^Home Rule all round decreed by majority of 26 
tone and form of question conviction that Sqotre of^jM^wood was in House of 230. 

secretly at bottom of the whole business, asked him whether this was ■ = 


not abuse of forms of the House, calculated to lead to curtailment of 
valuable privilege. No use Squire assuming air of innocence. 
House knew all about it. Refreshed and revived by Yicary’ s timely 
vindication of law and order, proceeded to business. 

Bigness done , — ^Fourth night’s Debate on Welsh Church Dises- 
tabliiment Bill. The still prevalent dnlness varied by speech from 
Plunket ; witched the House by music of stately though simple 
eloquence. , 

Thursday , — Desperate dnlness of week further reheved by ^s- 
covery] of new game. Tommy Bo”wies, Inv, House just got into 
Committee of Supply ; Yote on Account under discussion ; this covers 
mnltitudinons items ; every spending department of State concerned. 
When Committee of Supply deals with Army Estimates, Cawmbll- 
Bannerman and tiie Winsome Woodall in their places. The rest 
of Ministers may go away, knowing that everything is weU.^ The 
same when Navy Estimates are on, or when particular votes in the 
Civil Service Estimates are to the fore. Ministers of particular 


departments aitected m tneir place • me rest au uoexLy. 

To-night, as no one knew too might he called on next, all agreed 
to stop away— all but the faithful Bjbbbrt. Cap’en Tommy, as 
usual, aloft m the Crow’s Nest, Dercdved this weak point. Hauling 
on the bowline, and makiag all taut, he bore down swiftly on the 
Treasury Bench, and hailed it for the President of the Board of 
Trade. Wanted to taife to Brtcb, he' said, about lighthouses. No 


THE NEW CHIVALEY. 

[**In a case heard before Judge French at Shoreditch, the Judge re- 
marked that the plea of infancy was not a very meritorious one. ‘No/ 
replied the defendant, ‘ but it’s jolly convenient.’ ” — The Globe,] 

When, toddling along with a swell, I pretend 
Not to notice a shabby (though excellent) friend, — 

WeU, it is not lofty, to that I assent, 

But then, “ it ’s so jolly con-ve-ni-ent I ” 

When a tenant has built np a business with care, 

And saved to his landlord all cost of repair. 

It may not be kind just to double bis rent. 

Yet somehow “ it ’s joUy con-ve-ni-ent ! ” 

If yon ’ve suffered, in polling, a “ moral defeat,” 

Then to grab each Committee and every paid seat 
Some might say was the act of a “ cad,” not a “ gent ” ; 

But, you see, “ it ’s so joUy con-ve-ni-ent ! ” 

Then your house is for sale, and, if gifted with brains, 

Yon, of course, do not mention tbe damp, rats, and drajns 
Which is not what the ancients by “ honesty” meant, • 

But, stiU, it is “jolly con-ve-ni-ent ! ” ‘ 



IN PEAISE or THE TEIANGLE. 

Te countless staxs, both great ond small, 
The poetio sky who spangle, 

Not one of you, that I reoaE, 

Has hymned the sweet triangle ! 

With lyre and lute too long, too much, 

Ye Ve thrid love’s mazy tangle, 

Yet unresponsive to your touch 
Have left the sweet triangle. 

And so the Muse oom- 
^ / missions me 

/ A lay to newly 
^ fangle— 

I play uie instrument, 

* T; you see— [angle, 

! I In praise of my tri- 

j! No tambourine, no min- 
I strel bones 

/ Give forth what 

Hilda Wactgel 
Would call such 
“frightfuUy thril- 
_ ling” tones 

. . r m A 1 'A.s those of my tri- 

In Praise of Try Angle. angle. 


No self-respecting band may try 
To play— ’twould simply mangle— 

Good music, unassisted by 
The silver-tongued triangle. 

In vain d^ es Stbephok" with a lute 
Eound Phyllis always dangle; 

She ’d have Mm, if he urged his suit 
With passionate triangle. 

Pull brave may bray the loud trombone, 
Full sweet the cymbals jangle, 

The bagpipes till they burst may drone, 
So I have my triangle. 


The stately cold piano may 
All depth of f eeUng strangle ; 

To rouse deep feeling I essay, 

Nor fail, on my triangle I 

0 ’er rival claims of violin 
And ’cello some may w^glc^ 

For pure expression nothing ’s in 
The hunt with my triangle. 

The diamond bracelet must exceed 
In worth the silver bangle — 

No instrument, string, wind, or reed, 
Compares with my mangle I 

TO THE GEIEEIN. 

(By Calwrl&nvs BudicomusJ) 

Gsippiir, who benignly beamest 
(So to speah) upon the Strand, 

To the rustic eye thou seemest 
Q^uite superlatively grand. 

GrifSn, grim and grimy GrifSh, 

Few, Joe teUs me, will agree 
With my artless numbers, if in 
Undiluted praise of thee. 

Critics, so he says, by dozens 
Swear thou couldst not well be worse, 
Yet from one p6(nf‘ country cousin’s 
Pen accept a tribute verse. " 

Some of London’s statues now are 
Feted richly <mee a year ; 

Some— it seems a shame, I vow — are 
Fated to oblivion there,. 

Orce a year a primrose bower 
Draws the fdks around for miles, 
Dizzy blossoms into j^wer, 

Almost into ‘‘wreathed smiles.” 

Once a year by all the town o’er- 
-whelmedin hays is Gobdoh seen, 


Countless wreaths recording “ Bnowir (or 
Jones) thns keeps thy memory green.” 
Once a year King CHAjaatss’s statue 
Paragraphs jocose invites, 

Wreathed, with flowers by infatu- 
-ated modem Jacobites. 

Thns their substance pe<mle waste on 
TMs ^neer decorative nt — 

Wreaths are sometimes even pic c.d on 
Mere nonentities like Pitt. 

But — I cannot think 

whatJoBB^eanir;^ . . 

In his most exi«nsive 

From my ’bus-top 
garden-seat *’ 

These few violets, % 
with precision. 

At what I must call thy feet. 

’Tis not that thy mien is stately, 

’Tis not that thy grace is rare, 

’Tis not that I care so greatly 
For thy quaint heraldic air ; 

But contemptuous men neglect thee, 
Load thee mth invective strange, 

So with violets I have decked thee, 
Aiid with verses, as a change. 


^The New Discovebt.— “Ai|:on” is de- ' 
scribed as “a gaseous constitaent.” La 
most oonstituend^s can be found plenty of 
“Argons.” 


VOL. cvin. 
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«Thep«opie!ST?”\ ITSELF; OR, THE MODERN ORACLE OF AMMON. 

t, m consequence m tte Me^^, ^e^Briti* sphere of icfluence covered the 
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HISTORY REPEATS ITSELPb 

Or, The Modem Orade of Ammon. 

Nilus {referring to Parisian Press). 

But— won’t it make our French, friends 
furious? 

Mr. Pull. G-ammon ! 

Nilvts. Are you, then, the new Oracle of 
Ammon ? 

Mr.'^ Pull, Well, Axexabder claimed the 
god Ms sire. 

1 So why not I ? 

Nilus. I own I rather tire 

Of all these squabbles. Peace is what 
1 want. 

Oh why did your intrusive Speke and 
Gkakt * 

Disturb my forty centuries of quiet ? 

Since then it’s been ah rumpus,^ and 
red riot. [lorum ? 

Mr, PuU. How about Bameses, old cocka- 

Nilus. Oh! better all the Pharoahs m full 
quorum 

> Than Condominiums. The Control called 
Dual 

Mr,” Pull, Oh, don’t you bother I That has 
got its gruel, 

Nilus, But these Exploring Expeditions ? 

Mr. Pull, BogeyT 

Toung Obey should reassure you, my old 

His'worJs don’t speak scuttle or shilly- 
shally 

“My ‘sphere of influence’ covers the Nile 
Valley.” [nod 

Isn’t that plain enough ? God Ammon’s 
Was hardly more decisive. It is odd 
How very nke the Oracle’s straight tin 
Was to Sir Edwakd’s.^ |A stiff upper lip 
Saves lots of talk. * ‘ Explorers ” wiR prove 
skittish 

But the whole Nile’s Egyptian (and thus 
British). ' 

Just as HEBonoTtrs tells us Ammon said. 

Sir Edwabb, my dear Nile, has an old head 
Upon young Moulders; courteous as a 
GBiJSrVILLE, 

He comes down like a hammer on an anyil— 
Or Ammon on the Libyans— when ’tis need- 
ful. 

Of rumoured expeditions he is heedful 
But not afraid. Effective occupation ? 
Why that’s a ticklish point— for many a 
nation. 

But why deflne it ? Edwabd has a shorter 
way; 

He claims for me the whole of your long 
waterway, 

And plainly says intrusion would be viewed 
As — well, “ unfrien^y.” Should the 
Fbabk intrude 

Nilus. Ah! by the way, Mend John, whose 
head is yonder j 

Protruding throng the reeds ? j 

Mr. Pull {loudly). Humph! Lethimwnderj 
What he, perchance, has overheard. No 
mystery I [to^, 

I sinmly hold with the great Sire of His- 
The Times and old Hebobotus quite agree. 
And both speak for the Oracle— J. B,, 

Or Jupiter Ammon. The Bibats may 
differ 

(At the French Press, at best, J am no 
sniffer). 

But don’t you be alarmed by spleenful 
splutter, 

Or what mere bouncing boulevardiers utter. 
From all intruders you ’U be safe, if you 
But trust to the Old Oracle— and the New ! 
Far cry, old boy, from Phaboah to the 
Gueeph. 

Funny how BIstory does repeat itself! 

* See Cartoon “ Britannis Discovering the 

Source of the Nile,” p. 233, Vol. XLIV., June 6, 

1863. 



A STUDY IN " BIIVIETALLISM.” 

Quotation fir<m the Piyht Son. Arth-r P-lfrU Speech on this mhjeot last ** A omnsBAn rAXii 

IN Prices was said to be good bob the Coksumbe.” 

Does it look like it in this instance ? [*** So far the Court is with Mr. A. B-lb-b,] 


To Ooriima, angry. 

The fault was mine. With piercing pang 
My trespass I deplore ; 

B ut, when ’tis I you ought to bang, 
why do you bang the door ? 


d. E. D.— There is said to be a good deal 
of illness and absence from lessons of the 
schoolboy population of London at present. 
Can there be any connection between this 
phenomenon and a paragraph which is going 
the round of the p^crs. headed, “ An ob- 
jection to Euclid’’? What is «povt to us 
may be death to them I 


The Long and Short of It. 

Ars longa est! AU know what once that 
meant ; 

But cranks corrupt so sidkeningly have 
shindied 

About their Art of late, ’tis evident 

The rendering now must be, “ Art is long- 
winded!*’ I 

For Vita all true men must hope, ! 

Brief life for such base Art— and a snort 
rope! 

Motto— SLIGHTLY hobipibb bbom Gbay’s 
“ Elegy ” — bob Stodbabt’s Eleven. — “ Still 
in those ‘ ashes’ live their wonted fire.” ‘-VessC 
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L 1^1 -1-ijr- rrrsr^xkiAoc or\hr\ of deciding a wasrer. Some o’ you may have noticed an advertisement 

I fSATURDAY NIGHT IN THE EDGWARE ROAD, lately in the asking for men to stand on Smthwark 

|Por over h^If a mile the pavement on the East side of the road is Bridge and orfer arf-suvemgs for a penny apiece. ^ You are equally 

r thronged with prmnenaders^ and the curlstone lined with stalls well aware that it is lUepral fo orfer the Uueen s coinage for money : 

andharrows, and hawkers of various wares. Marketing house- and that is my intention this evening. ^w^I’ave ’ere several pieces 

I wives with covered baskets oscillate undecidedly from stalls to of gold, guaranteed to be of the exact weight of arf a suvering, and 

} shops^ and ^ off purchasing to the last possible moment, ’all-marked, which, in order to decide the wager I ’ave spoken of, I 

I Maids-of-alCwork perambulate arm in arm^ exchanging airy shall now perceed to charge, you the sum of one penny for, and no 

1 badinage with youths of their acqmintance^ though the latter more. I am not allowed to sell more than one to each person 

I seefn to prefer the society of tlmr own sex, A man with a [JHere a constable comes up^ and the decision of the wager is 
\ switchback skittle-board plays gloomy games by himself to an postponed until a more favourable opportunity, 

I unspeculative group of small boys. The tradesmen stand outside First ” General ” {looking into a draper^ $ window). Look at them 

I tJmr shops and conduct their business with a happy blend of coloured felt ’ats— all shades, and on’y sixpence three-fardens I 




\ the methods of a travelling 
i showman and a clown, 

I Burlesque Butcher, l^ow then 
idl o’ you there I Buy, buy, buj ! 
iFest give jer minds to spendm’ 
yer money ! {In a tone of artless ; ^ 
wonder,) Where dbea the Butcher 
git this luverly meat? What 
lean I do for you now, Harm? 
^Triumphantly, after selling the tf 
^crag-md of a neck of mutton,) 

''Now we’re Dusy I 


'Now we’re bw I 
] Farcical Fishmonger {with two 
Comic Assistants), Ahar ! {To 
crowd,) Come ’ere, you silly 
young snorkers ! I ’ve the quali- 
tee! I’ve the quali^ay.' Keep 
takin’ money ! 

First Comic Assistant, Ahye! 

Foppence a pound nice plaice I 
i^wrs two fur three ’apenoe. 

TPlPie the Perfeshnal Curers! 

What are yer aU goin’ to do f 
Sort ’em out cheap ! 

Second C, A, I don’t mind. 

What care I ? {Bursting into 
song,) “ ’Ow, she rowled me ’ed, 
and rumbled in the ’ay 1 ” On 
me word, she did, ladies I 

[He executes a double shuffle, 
and knocks over several boxes 
of bloaters in the gaiety of 
his heart, 

A Hawker of Fenny Memo- 
randum Books {to an audience of 
small boys), Th^e among you ’oo 
are not mechanics, decidedly you 
’ave mechanical hideers 

[He enlarges upon the conveni- 
ence of having a note-book in 
which to jot dotm any inspira- 
tions of this kind; but his 
hearers do not appear to 
agree with him, 

A Lugubrious Vendor, One 
penny for six comic pypers. 

Hevery one different I 

A Bude Boy, Yon ain’t bin a 
^readin^ o’ any on ’em, ’ave yer, 
guVnor? 

* A Crockery Merchant {as he 
I unpacks a variety of vases of 
} appalling hideomness), I don’t 
‘Care— it’s self-sacrifice to give 

* away I Understand, you. ain’t 
huyin’ common things, you’re s.- 
,^Tbu3du* suthiu’ It ’appens o 
I to he my buthday to-night, so 

m goin’ to let yon peo^e ’ave 
ithehenefitof thedonht Comeon 
' me, I don’t ask yon to b’lieve , i.. 

i mer—onj to jedge fur yerselves. am t bm a readin^ o’ ai 

! why I ’m in a 

richly and derated in 



^ u ij ||| 
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“ You ain’t bin a reading o’ any on ’em, ’ave yer, guv’nor ’* 


Second “ GF They are reason- 
able; bnt I ’ve ’eard as felt ’ats is 
gone out o’ fashion now. 

First “ (y.” Don’t you believe 
it, Sabah. Why, my married 
sister bought one ou’y last week !, 

Coster {to an old lady who has 
repudiated a bunch of onions after 
a prolonged scrutiny), Frorsty ? 
So would you he i£ your oniou ’ad 
bin layin’ out in the fields all 
night as long as these ’ave ! 

First Itinerant Fhysidan (as 
he screws up fragments of candy 
in pieces of newspaper). That is 
Frog in your Froat what I ’m 
doin’ up now. I arsk you to try 
it. Ivs given to me to give 
away, and I’m goin’ to give it 
away— you understand ?— that ’ s 
all. And now I ’m goin’ to fork 
fo yon about snthink else. Yon 
see this small bottle what I ’old 
up. I tell you there’s ’undreds 
layiu’ in bed at this present 
moment as ’nd give a shillin’ fur 
one of these— and I offer it to you 
at one ;^ennyl It corrects all 
nerve-paius connected with the 
’ed, cures earache, toothache, 
nenralgy, noomonia, ’art -com- 
plaint, fits, an’ syhatica. Each 
bottle is charged with heleotricity, 
forming a complete galvanio-hat- 
tery. Hall you ’ave fo do is fo 
place the bottle to one o’ your 
nawstrils, first closing the other 
with your finger. You will find 
it compels yon fo sniff. The 
moment you tyke that sniff, 
you’ll find the worter cornin’ 
into your hey es— and that ’s the 
helectricity, Yon’U say, “ Y al- 
ways ’eard helectricity was a 
fluidF {With withering scorn,) 
Very likely! You ^ave! An’ 
why f Be-cawse o' the hi^nirant 
notions prevailin’ about scientific 
affairs I Hevery one o’ these 
bottles contains a battery, and to 
beach purchaser I myke ’im a 
present— a mind yer— of 

Frog in ’is Froat ! 

Susan lane {to Lizebahn*, be- 
fore a stall where Novelettes, 
three a penny are to be procured 
by the literary). Shall we ’ave a 
penn’orth, an’ you go ’alves along 
o’ me? 

Lizerann, Hot me, I ain’t got 
no time fo go improvin’ o* my 


- j JU0OJ.VOO. ^ 1 — -w jw*, •J'LX J f 

llh^ingmiotuly suggestive hint ^nces td natlrallharn. „t wi “ 
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dealers and -went on the booze, and lost the lot. Then I turned up 
the drink and got a berth selmi* these ^ere "Wangoo Tablets — and now 
I ’ve got a neat little missus, and a nice ^ome, goiu’ on wunnerful wm- 
fortable. Never a week passes but what I buy myself something. 
Last wedc it was a pair o^noo socks. Soon as the sun peeps out and 
the doo dries up, I ’m orf to Yarmouth. And what ^s the reason ? 
IVe ew/oyec? myself there. My Uncle Bill, as lives at Lowestoft, 
and keeps six nne ^orses and a Hght waggon, he ’s doin’ wunnerful 
i well, and he ’d take me into partnership to-morrow, he would. But no 
— ’m ’appier as I am. What ’s the reason I kin go on torkin’ to you 








: 


mwM 


them to the nearest doctor’s and arsk ’im to analyse an’ test them as 
he toillf and you ’ear what he says of them! Take one o’ them 
tablets — after your pipe; after your cigaw; after your cigarette. 
You won’t want no more drink, you’U find they make you come ome 
reglar every evening, and be able to buy a noo ’at every week. 
You’ve ony to persevere for a bit with these ’ere lawzengers "to be 
like I am mysefi, doin’ wunnerful well ! You see this^ young feller 
’ere P {Indicating a sheepish head in a pot-^hat which is visible over 
the bach of his stall,) Bom and bred in Eenada, ’e was. And miite 
right I Bin over ’ere six year, so o’ course ’e speaks the lengwidge. 
And quite right. Now I’m no Amerikin myself, but they’re a 
wunnerful clever people, the Amerikms are, allays inven^’ or 
Buthink o’ that there. And you ’re at liberty to go and arsk ’im tor 
yourselves whether this is a real Amerikin invenfion or not — as he’ll 
teH yer it is — and q^uite right, too 1 An’ it stands to^ reason as he 
orter to know, seein’ he interdooced it ’imself and doin’ wunnerful 
well with it ever since. I ain’t come ’ere to rob yer. Lady come and 

f ive me a two-shillin’ piece just now. I give it her back. She 
idn’t know—thort it was a penny, till I told her. Well, that 'ust 
shows yer what these ’ere Wangoo ’Ore’ound Tablets are ! 

\_After this practical illustration of their efficacy^ he pauses for 
oratorical effect^ and a hard-worked-looking matron 
chases three packets^ in the apparent hope that a similar halo 
of the best horehound will shortly irradiate the head of her 
Household, . « . • 






'I 







shoulder and breathed right in my ear ! 

Susan Jane {awestruck). You must ha’ bin a bad gell ! 

[Lizbrann’ is clearly disquieted by so mystical an interpretation^ 
even while she denies having done anything deserving of a 
supernatural rebuke, 

OUE BOOKING-OmCE. 

Ueneral AjDYEhas added to our national war story JRecollections 
of a Military Life (Smith, Elder & Co.). Sir J ohn has not bem in 
a hurry. He began fighting more than forty years ago, and has since 
filled up opportunity as it presented itself. These particular r^ol- 
lections are chiefly occupied with the Crimean War and the Indian 
Mutiny, though the old soldier has something to say about the 

Afghan War of 1878-9, and the 
Egyptian War of 1882. My 
Baronite finds most iuterestiQg 
^ the chapters about the Crimefm 

War, certain incidents and epi- 
/ sodes of ^ which axe narrated 
with soldierlike directness and 
simplicity. The story of the 
Balaclava Charge has been told 
’nKW \ innumerable 

TA tiiHes. General Adxe did not 

actually^ see it, “a ridge ^ of 
JBIn intervening hills intercepting 

iH view” as he rode back to 

the camp from Balaclava. But 
sjK'' he manages in a sentence or two 

vividly “to impress the scene on 


UUb UlB UWli, gut aB JJLCCbi. as XICUUUXU. tv 

called hiTn “ General Hairt- Joze.” He did better when the gallant 
General was knighted, and was alluded to respectfully by the French 
Commander-iu-Ohief as “ Sairet-Joze” (Sir Harry Jones), 

The Baron de Book-Worms. 

A Cluip. 




MAGNIFYING HIS CALLING. 

PeUr, “ Na, Laddie, this is ane o’ thae things a Body can 
NEVER Learn. There ’s no nab use in a Man takin’^ tab this 

JOB UNLESS HE HAS A NAITERAL BORN APTITUDE FOR ’D 1 ” 

THEEE MODES OF SPENDING A BANK HOLIDAY. 

{By a Oonfmrwd Pessimist,) 

Plan the FVr«^.— Take to Yolnnteering. Be np at daybreak. 
Leave your home after snatching a hasty breakfast of lukewarm tea 
aad stale bread-and-butter. Crowd into a railway-carnage, and 
travel a hundred miles or so in the greatest discomfort. Fall in 
with your company. March, connter-maroh, and stand at ease for 
ten hours or so in sunshine, rain, fog, or snow. Stave off st^a- 
tion with a packet of sandwiches and a bottle of ginger al^ j 
beat, enter crowded train a second time, and again travel a hundred 
miles or so iu the greatest discomfort. More dead than ^ve, stagger 
home, and wearily roll into bed. . , ^ , 

Plan the Second,— Txj a trip to the sea-side. Share a first-class 
compartment with a dozen third-class passengers. Travel to 
Shrimpington with the accompaniment of rank tobacco-smoke, 
comic songs, and solos on the concertina. Get to your destma- 
tiou witib. a splitting headache. Find that all the shops are shu'L 
and all the taverns open. Learn that Shrimpington, asrepres^t^ 
by its resectable inhabitants, goes away en masse on a bank 
holiday. Discover that there is but one hotel in the place.^ Ascer- 
tain that at the solitary hostelry the rooms are filled mth noisy 
excursionists, greedily devouring “ the sh il l ing tea.” Search for 
nourishment, and fail in your search. FaU hack upon stale buns 
at a third-rate sweet-stuff shop. Catch your train hack, and endure 
I the torture of the morning. Travel amongst the same company, 

I under the like conditions. Beach home bom’s later than you prowsed 
on starting, and consider whether the holiday has been a triumphaut 
success or a dismal failure. i j • • 

Plan the Third {highly recommended), — Although aesmng 
change, remain at home, choosing the lesser of two evils. 


has been appointed to the Becordership of Mr. Guilt. — ^^ WU a T , !^ Court G uLLY^M.P.’^-^certaMy 
man. ‘ ‘-4rS,” as the Shakspearian Clown Gully ” at last. Now the question is, Wnx Guilt be acceptable 


Mr. Arthur Toiler has been appointed to the Becordership of Mr. Guilt,-— wnLmi 
Leicester. He is an able man. “ufrpG?,” as the Shakspearian Clown Guilt” at law. Now the 
would say, “ the appointmeut is just Toller-able.” to all parties E-gully r 
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NOT DONE YET. 

A SoNa OP St, Stephen’s Sohooi, 

{To ihe Air o/the Sorrow Song^ “ Fairies.**) 

When in the Springtime cold and Weak, 
In spite of wind and weather, 

The Bines and Bnffs, the strong and weak- 
T3irong out of school together ; 

Off to their homes alert and gay 
Trom long sedmints risen, 

Mwors and minors msh to play. 

Live lags let loose from prison. 

There yon behold “ Big Bm,” tiie hold ! 
Hear how his heart rejoices— 

Ho ho ! M ha ! Tra-la-la-la I ’’ — 

Booms his most bass of voices. 

He cocks a snoo£ at slate and book. 

He’s had his work this term, boys, 

Bnt has contrived, by hook or crook. 

To keep his footing firm, boys. 

H • had to fight, like Dibdin’s tar, 
’Gfainst many a wonld-be boarder. 

It needed wit as well as war 
To keep the school in order. 

Bnt he has shown both wit and grit. 

And patience linked about it. 
‘*Hoho!hahal Tra-la-la-la 
Young Aety hears him diout it. 

Aett had hoped he could have coped 
With Bile, and licked htm holbw ; 

That Jack had kicked, and Saott moped, 
And Pat refused to follow. 

But BilIi has proved a dodgy one, 

As wdl as a hard hitter; 

And ihat has somewhat marred the fun. 
And disappointment ’s bitter. 

What wonder then Bun’s lia-la-la 
Seta Arty fihoutmgshrilly, 

** Boohoo and pah lYah-boo-yah-bah I 
You wait a hit. Big Buey 1 


“ With spur and] rein, whip-stroke and 
strain, 

Jehu plus artful jockey, 

You ’ ve kept your team in tow again, 

And you look blessed cocky, 

Wait tul the way shows sludge and clay, 
And you the pace would quicken I 
Over jou ’H roll long^^ the goal, 

Bill cocks his chins, and skips and grins 
Like any Jumping-Jingle. 

His loud Ha, ha 1 Tra-la-la-la ! 

Sets Aety’s blood a-tingle. 

“ Bah I You ’ve done fairly well this half : 

Think you ’ll survive another 
As the school’s ‘ Cock,’ you great fat calf ? 

Look out for my Big Brother 1 
When he gets hold of you,— my eye !— 
You won’t look quite so My. 

Think you ’ve licked me I Wait till you try 
A round or two with Solly I 
He ’s waiting for a turn at you 1 
You think you ’re a smart smiter ? 

* Tra-la-la-la ’ ? Yah I buUy ! yah I 
Se ’ll show you who ’s cock fighter I ” 


To Tara, ity (TTn-)Fair Nei$rhbour. 

{^^ Moore” — wJtere this comes from^) 

“The harp that once through Tara’s walls” 
Poor me disturbed in bed. 

Is nightly twang’d to feline sqnalls 


I sleep not as in former days. 

Her voice cries “ Sleep no more ! ” 

Ah, would she hadn’t got this craze. 

And did not live next door 1 

A New Liteeaey Ventueb. — ^In distinct 
opposition to the “Key-note series” will be 
started a “ Wed-lock-and-Key note series.” 


“PEIDE AND PEEJUDTCE” 

[** Canada, unlike the mother-country, has the 
sense to be proud of its minor poets.”— Afr, Me 
GaUiennein “ The Realm 

Really this hitter and bold accusation of 
Conduct so culpable cannot be borne \ 

Are we indeed but a barbarous nation of 
Philistines treating onr poets with scorn? 

Are we contemptuous, then, in re^ty. 

Of the effusions onr lyricists write— 
Singing^ sweet songs of the Modern Morality, 
Praising each other from morning to night r 

Modesty, clearly, is somehow availing to 
Burke them of glory which should be their 
own, 

Modesty, morbid, excessive— a failing to 
’ WMch, it’s notorious, poets are prone. 

0^, he tells us, in Canada’s latitude 
Honour to singers is duly allowed : 

Nay, how can Britons be backward in grati- 
tude, 

Having Lb Q-allibnne, are they not proud ? 

Yes, when we Englishmen boast of onr 
national 

dories and deeds, though the scoffers deride. 
This is the greatest and really most rational 
Source of supreme and legitimate pride — 

Not in the struggles or deeds of iniquity 
Wrought by our sires in desperate fray, 
Still less in Shakspeaee, or hards of 
antiquity, 

Bnt in the poets amongst us to-day I 

Might we suggest, though, if, in the opinion of 
Mr. Le 61 ^allienne, England’s to blame, 
t He and his comrades should seek the 
) Dominion of 

Canada, where they’ll be certain of fame ? 
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SO VERY CONSIDERATE. 

Stout Coster. “Whbr^i ape ter goin* to, Bill?” 

Hill . “liJTER THE Country for a nice Drive, bein’ Bank ’Oltdt.” 

Stout Coster. “ Same ’ere. I sy 1 don’t ter think we might swop Misskses just 
FOR A FEW Hours ? It would be so much kinder to the Hanimile 1 ” 

CONCERNING A MISUSED TERM ; 

viz.j ** Art’* as recently applied to a ce 7 tain By iiasex^ “Poeiry” that defiles your 
form of iMeraiure. page? 

T , , „ . Has Art a mission ttiat may not he named, 

Is this, then, Art --ineffable conceit, With “ scarlet sins to enervate the age ? 

Plus worship o± the Sadi-tainted phrase, , , , ,, , , , 

Of Dsend-Hellenic decadence, effete, honour to the rare and cleanly punts, 

Unyirile, of debased Petronian ways ? Which have not filled our homes :&om day 

to day 

Is this your “ Culture,” to asphyxiate With garbage-epigrams and pois’nous hints 

With upas-perfume sons oi English race, How aesthete-hierophants fair Art betray ! 
With ^ood- blighting cant-of-art to if such be “Artists ” then may Philistines 

Tha 0 Aiuse, plain sturdy Britons as of yore, 

h j gon of an epicene disgrace ? sweep them off and purge away the si^ns 

Shall worse than pornographic stain degrade That England e er snch noxions offspring 

The name of “ Beauty,” Heav’n-imparted * 

dower? , 

Are they fit devotees, who late displayed The Cht of the Free Libraby Fee- 

The symbol of a vitriol-tiuted flower ? quenter. — A Cheap Loaf, 


“HOW TO CONTROL AND RECTIFY 
PUBLIC OPINION.^’ 

[“It is impossible to bribe a French paper.” — 
Heines, April 5, 1895.J 

Scene — Sanctum of the Eedacteur en chef of 
“ Le Gamin de Pam.” Eedacteur dis^. 
covered reading latest issue. 

Itedacteur, Dear me, this note about the 
pacific intentions of the Gherman Emfeeoe is 
most interesting ! I wonder how it got in, I 
did not notice it when I glanced through the 
pages. Still, I have the most unlimited con- 
fidence in my staff. ( Quoting from his paper. ) 
“There is no doubt that we can safely disarm, 
as^ Germany is our friend— the best of onr 
friends.” Dear me ! Most interesting I 

\_Enter menial^ ushering in mysterious 
strang&i'. 

Stranger. I trust I am not -intruding ? 
Eedacteur. Certainly not. It is the duty 
of an editor to he always at lie service of 
those who seek his advice. Ho doubt you 
desire my opinion upon some matter of im- 
portance ? 

/Sfmwycr. Yon have ^essedrightly. Which 
do yon prefer, a mansion in town or a castle 
in the country ? 

Eedacteur (smiling). Well, I am scarcely 
g^ualified to judge, for I only possess a mansion 
in town. 1 have no castle in the country. 
Stranger.. Pardon me. Yon have one now. 

[^Gives Editor title-deeds. 
Eidacteur (glancing at the documents). 
What, the Ch^Ltean de St. duerecs 1 One of 
the finest places in Brittany I You are really 
too amiable ! 

Stranger. Hot at all. And now tell me, 
do yon prefer Wagner to Yerdi, or Mas- 
cagni to Mozart ? ^ 

Eidacteur. Again I am at a disadvau" 
tage. You tee 1 go so seldom to the Opera. 
The expense is 

Strangdr. The expense is inconsiderable 
when you possess a hge on the grand tier. 
(Giving paper.) Allow me to present yon 
with a perpetual box, 

Eidacteur. Your courtesy is simply charm- 
ing I Blit why do you overwhelm me with 
these ^ligations ? We are unknown to one 
another. 

Stranger (poith a how). Hot at all. Yon 
are famous. As for me — why I am nothing. 

I am absolutely valueless. 

Eedacteupr (politely). You do not do your- 
self justice, 1 will be hound you are most 
valuable. 

Stranger. Well, perhaps you are right. 
At any rate 1 can fill in a cheque— yes, and 
with four or five figures I I will show you. 
Permit me. 

[Approaches writing materials^ and 
rapidly completes drafts 
Eidacteur, And for whom is tnat cheque ? 
Stranger. Read the name to whose order it 
is made payable. 

Eidacteur [surprisedhut admiring). Mine! 
This is simply marvellous. And are you 
clever enough to write a leader ? 

I . Stranger. Assuredly. See I will compose 
one at opcA {Sits at table, knocks off an 
article and hands it to Eedacteur). What do 
you think of it?- 

EidactSur (smiling). I will give yon my 
optoion when I see it in type. Yon will find 
it in the Gamin to-morrow. Good day I 

[Scene closes in upon a tableau suggest- 
ing at once delicacy and the right 
understanding of commercial prin- 
ciples. 


Her Latest.— “The silence was so 
said Mrs, R., “yon could have picke 
pin!” 
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HMOB POETBY IN THE SERE 
AND YELLOW LEAF. 

A thoweth emse. 

Fair Waitress at tbe A. B, C., 
To wMch I most resort, 

Bring me a roll and cup of tea— 
No longer bards drink port. 
No more 9ie lusty, generous “vine 
Inbardicveinsmakes summer; 
ISiat’s why Apollo’s lyre diyine 
Snows but thes(nny strummer. 


No mh. libation at the ** Ckx^,” 
D^^enmtte race, we pour, 
And tea, not port, at five o’clock, 
Is what we all adore. 

In eofiee, tea, and lemon squash 
TheMuse ne’er dips her laurel. 
So what we write is either 
‘‘wash,” 


When life, each quarter, is made 
out 

Of still more jaundiced hue. 
The needy bard must join the 
shout. 

His verse be jaundiced too ; 
But tea’s the spell, these latter 
times, 

As of some fell narcotic, 

That makes us weave our ran- 
dom rhymes 

All rotten, or neurotic. 

We modem bardlets, tea- 
inspired. 

Condemn th’ “old-fashioned 
gang:*’’ [hred 

And yet we miss the spark that 

The songs our fathers sang : 
Their tastes were healthier than 
their sons’. 

Their rhymes were “none so 
dus^,” [buns, 

When bards ate beef instead of 

And loved thdr fine old 
“ crusty.” 


This sere and yellow poesy 
Faint draws its sickly breath, 


LeYellow Book” 

(Africain.) Officiel 


ROMANS POUR LES AN&UOPHOBES 



* M. Hanotaxtx, Minister of Forei^ Affairs, will shortly hare distributed 
in the Chamber and the Senate a Yellow Book relative to the conventions 
recently concluded between France and ©reat Britain for the delimitation of 
their respectire possessions on the West Coast of Africa.” 

Owr Artist could, not he restrained from designing a Cover ^ which we 
respectfully offer to M, Hanotavac, 


And— doctors say— Society 
Willisoon acclaim its death : 
No stone upon its grave we ’ll 
place, 

But tea-pots at each comer — 
Fair Waitress, you the scene 
shall grace 

As chief, and only, monmer. 


The Jabez^iav Coming. 

The Jabez is coming ^ Oh dear I 
how queer ! 

Is Jabez a - coming t _ What 
cheer ? what cheer Pj 

There’s nothing much left 
though to hear We fear. 

We ’ll heHeve he has come when 
he’s here. 

Hear I Hear ! 


Note by a Hioext Cuxti- 

VATED BUT UNSUCCESSFUL DRA- 
MATIST.— About the most fatal 
opinion that can he given on any 
play is to say that “ it reads 
well.” A play that is “ a treat 
to read ” is, as a Me, utter bore- 
dom to see ; for in proportion to 
the success in the study is, in the 
majority of oases, the failure on 
the stage. 


Oamp Triumphant, and Jus- 
tice TO AN Old Feiend at 
last!!— L a the Times' “Court 
Circular” lately appeared the 
information that “ Mrs„ Sarris 
had the honour of dining with 
the Queen yesterday'' Now, 
and henceforth, the immortal 
Mrs. Gamp, rising “morally and 
physically,’’ can denounce any 
“ bage oreetuT ” who would dare 
to repeat Mrs. Pbio’s “ memor- 
able and tremendous words,” 
spoken of Mrs. Harris, the dear 
friend of “ Sairbt,” I don’t 
believe there ’s no sicha person.” 


ANACREONTICS FOR ALL. 

SWIG UP THIS (COCOA) CUP I 
Air— “ Brink of this Cup'' 

SwTo up this cup— you will find there’s a spell in 
Its depths for the ills and the aches of mortality. 

Drink ! Of dyspepsia’s dire woes you’l 
he well in ^ 

A Yankee split second! (No fudge, 
but reality). 

Would you forget wine, or whiskey, oi 
gm? 

Only s kim o£E the film that will gathei 
a-tw of it, 

(’Tis mer^ the milk in coagulate skin,) 
Theu stir it up briskly and drain everj 
drop of it! 

Swig up this cup, &c. 

Never was nectar-cup brewed with sucl 
]W)wer, 

Or philtre; while here nought to ni« 
jure or hurt is meant. 





_ - _ Vi iXUJLU X0 JUW 

Of Cocoa this IS the pure pick and fine fiower. 

/lilL i * ...... .V .. 

at ! 


There s no starch or fat m it {mde Advertisement !). 
They who with this have their stomachs well filled. 
Are prc»f gainst hunger, fatigue, and bad weather. 
This wonderful draught is not brewed or distilled, 

But it licks all the liquors and cordials together* 
Swig up this cup, 


And though, perhaps,— hut oh ! breathe it to no one !— 
’Tis stodgy and runs to obesity awfully, 

^ turn-turn, you^Il grow one ! 
(The rival advertisements tell us so— ja^ptuUy.) 


What though it tasteth insipid and tame ? 

When tea is taboo, and when coffee ’s forbidden, 

Try cocoa from — ^well, let each fill up the name. 

There are fifty at least, and their light is not hidden ! 
Swig up this cup, &o* 

So swig up the cup of— each “ ’Tiser ” is telling 
In every paper, with great actuality. 

The fame or his brand, with much swagger and swelling. 
Other ads. may be fiction, but his is reality. 

So swig up the cup when yon breaMast, tea, sup. 

Of so-and-so’s (string of superlatives) cocoa ! 

(I’d “ give it a name,” but I daren’t try that game. 

For fear of severe (editorial) Toko), 

Swig np this cup, &o. 


Latest from Paris. — “ Moore of Moore Hall, with nothing at 
at all,” has noi “slain,” nor has he 
“ foughten with,” nor riven any Mnd of 
“satisfaction” to, the Dragon of Want- 
ley, represented (as the incident is to he 
“relegated to the realms of comic opera ”) 
on this occasion by the Wiotorions 
“ Whistler Coon.’’ It is, however, 
reported that the impresrionist artist, ^ 
anixnated by the sportsmanlike desire or .w 
getting a shot at something or somebody, |(|i 
the McNeil, or Jacques lb Siffleub, mV 
would like to engage a Moore for the 
riiootmg season, most recent wire 
reports, “ No Moore at present. J. McN. W.” And, probably, here 
closes me mddent. 


Last Week’s Business.— Everything very much np in the City — 
especially the pavement in Cannon Street. 
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"TO PARIS AND BACK lOE NOTHING." 

{To the Editor of “PiwwA,”) 

— A most excellent institution, run on moral lines, lia 43 recently 
been advertising “A tour on the Continent ” for £5. This modest sum 
is to cover tra'^lling and hotel e:^enses, and no doubt has been 
worked out on the most virtuous principles. In these days of rapid 
progress, however, we can never stand stfll, and the question arises. 
Cannot the honday be cheapened ? I contend it can, and as your 
paper represents the human race in general and the British public in 
pa^cular, T desire to make known my discovery through vour 
columns. Of course “ Trips for nothing "—the journeys I wish to 
organis^cannot be managed without a little thought and arrange- 
ment. For my piupose it is best not to insist too harshly upon the 
importance of truth and honesty. After all, both these words represent 
abstract ideas, that may be necessary for publication, but need not be 
absolutely accepted as a guarantee of good faith. 

preface I jot down my programme. Say that a 
would-be traveller without means desires to visit the Capital of 
France gratuitously, I would have him present himself at the 
Yictona Station garbed in the uniform of a guard* The necessary 
costume, on application, would be supplied to hitn bv one of the 
agents of the Unprincipled Touring Company— the institution it is 
my aim jx) establish. Just as the night mail was starting for Dover 
j luggage-van, and then all would be clear until he 

cached Fms. He would accompany the boxes and portmanteaus to 
Calais, and be transfeired (being registered) to the Chemin de Fer du 
jNord, and remain undisturbed until he reached the terminus. 

On coming (mt of the van he would be met by one of the agents of 
me Unprincipled Touring Company, and be accused of being a spy. 
j^s would immediately secure his arrest and satfe custody in a 
Parisian pohce-station. The agent, having pWed his part, would 
become the duty (and I trust the pleasure) 
of the would-be traveller to look after himself without further 
asn^^ce. He wo^d appeal to the British Ambassador, He would 
tell his simple tale, how he had been drugged and conveyed in a state 
of wma-to the luggage-van: how he had no money, and had been 
TO aigcted by the narcotics, that his mind had become a perfect bloTilr, 
jme Bntim Minist^ would, doubtless, secure his release, and supplv 
hm vuth. ronds. He would see some of the cheaper sights for which 
V r return home by an inexpensive route, 
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highly delighted with his adventures. 

It will doubtless occur, in this practical age, to persons having even 
me naost moderate amount of brains, that hitherto the profits of tibe 
J* ^ Touring Company have remained unmentioned. 

Where do they come in?” will be the universal question. My 
answer is simply, Hush money,” The would-he traveller, having 
himself of the services of the proposed organisation, would, 
r^ainder of his existence, he under an omigation to pay as 
muc^s he could conveniently (or even inconveniently) spare to a 
society which had secured for him so much semi-innocent recrea- 
tion. 

by ultra purists that the system of business 
tjj?t would be maugurated by the U. T, C. would be immoral. To 
mis I triumphantly reply, not more immoral than other systems in 
lull working order in many companies of the highest respectability 
compatible with limited liability! 

I remain, yours respectfully, 

A Promising Promotbe. 

WHICH IS THE CORRECT CARD? 

The Theatre., a “ review and maga 2 ine ” most useful as well as 
entertaining to all interested in the drama at home and abroad, 
there apr>Pars, m the critical notice of what is iust now successful on 
th® Parisian stage, a short account of a piece 
\ , [ A called Af. le Directeur, It ?«,” says the 

I » writer, “ an amming hut not very savoury 

m L upon the life of the petty official^ and 

J ™ advantage taken hythe head of a public 
\ ofdce to subserve his amorous propensities in 

of his department and the 
ojT his subordinates^ Q,uite evi- 
dent from this what sort of a farcical comedv 


dent from this what sort of a farcical comedy 
a it must be. This appears at p, 238. But at 
R* The Echoes from the Green 

Room,” we find that this piece, M, le Direc- 
which is at present “ dravdng all Paris 
jBrlf/ to the Taudeville Theatre, is certainly one of 
' ^e most amusing plays,” &o. &c., and it 

j y , depends for its success more upon genuine 

numour ana innocently comic incident than umn salaciousness of 
svtuatum or untranslatable wit:^ Which of these accounts of the 
same pUiry is the correct one ? 


THE JOYS OF ANTICIPATION. 

' “When are you ooming out with me, Mummy?” 

THIS Morning, Darling. I ^ve too much to poI” 

Oh, but you must. Mummy, I 've already put it in my 
NEW Diary that you did ! ” 

ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED PROM THE DURT OP TOBY, M.P. 

House of Co7mnons, Monday, April 1.— There is about John Atrd 
an artlessness of look and manner the price whereof is beyond rubies. 
Saex fancies it is the heard that has much to do with it. When you 
get a man light-hearted as a boy endowed with long grey heard, com- 
plmtions certain to ensue. Aird’s heard has precisely same preter- 
natnrally proper look whether he is sitting in parish church listening 
to semon, or d^emg a hornpipe on the white deck of the P. & 0. 
Laledmm, Only he dances better than the average rector preaches. 

Just me man to take part in the old Parliamentary game^known as 
asking mgadly question. Usually played vtith Minister taking a 
band. If T^sary Bench wants to bring out some fact or appear- 
ance of fact Whip gets Member on hack bench to put questmn on 
sumeet. Pretty to see Minister on such occasions ; his startled look 
on bean^ himself addressed ; his glance round to see if this is really 
his hon. friend who is presuming to trouble him with what might he 
awkward inquiry ; then his slow, almost hesitating answer which 
etteotu^y corrects a calumny or nips a slander V tii’ hud, 

To-mght> in view of pending division on second reading Welsh 
Disestablishment Bill it was felt desirable to produce efieot of over- 
wbelmmg nation^ indignation at threatened spoliation of the Church, 
bmee Bill intioduced petitions against it been dribbling in from ■ 
teemmg wpulation of English hamlets sternly saving This thing 
sbail not he. Apart from political importance of question, petitions 
have peculiar interest as revealing existence of unknown clusters of 
cottage homes. Thomas Habdy never invented such quaint, charm- 
I mg names as the industry of compilers of petitions against this Bill 
fell® St. Itogmaels, St. T^nePs, Pattiswiok, 

HeenSpllarSj^ittlehamholt, Hampton Poyle. Woodeaton, Pawler’s 
P^, Abbey Dore, Penwortham, Lfllingstonc Lovell, Crockham Hill, 
W^ton-under-Penyard, Itchen Stoke, Dnnton Green — names musical 
with tbe TOund of church hells, sweet with the scent 6f newly mown 
ba^the breath of cowslips. 

This upheaval of the people on behalf of Mother Church loses its 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[April 13 , 1895 , 


I €£S6ct reason of ordinary procedure whereby petitions presented 
at the ^ble are straightway thrust into a sack, and carted oft to a 
lumber room. Thing to do was to get Member to publicly inquire 
from Chairman of Petitions Committee how the matter stood in the 
ledger; how many petitions against Bill, how many in favour. 
Too could do this better thp John Aird ? ^So he put question to 
Baihxmple, and learned with dramatically ill-wncealed surprise 
whilst over a thousand petitions against the Bill have j^ur^ in 
on the House, not one had been received in its favour. It is true 
that another qu^tion from opposite side of House brought out fact 
that at least one of these State documents was result of labours of 
I wife erf Clerk to Guardians of St. Asaph TJnion, who had been 
I instrumental in obtaining the unbiassed opinion of the resident 
paupers on question at issue. But that a mere detail. 

Business done, — Second Beading Welsh Disestablishment Bill 
earned by majority of 44 in House of 564 Members. “ Clwychl 
ChoychP^ roared Mabon, and was with difidculty restrained from 
singing “ The March of the Men of JEarlech,^^ 

Evidently in for another dull time. Wrish Disestablish- 
ment Bill off, enter Irish Land Bill. Time precious ; business press- 
ing ; every Quarter of hour worth a Chancellor of the Exchequer’s 
ransom. Ministers anxious above all things to get along with 
business. John Moelet, accordingly, sets us^ul example by deliver- 
speech an hour and twenty minutes long. This, as he men- 
tioned, followed xroon exorbitant demands on patience of House 
when he introduced the Bill. Carson, not to be outdone, certainly 
not to be blamed, took up about as much time. Later came St. 
John Beodbich, astonished at his own moderation in speaking for 
only seventy minutes. 

“ This is not debating,” Sare says. “ It is just making speeches 
by the yard. Hasn’t the remotest effect upon me human mind, still 
less u^n deliberate action of House. Isn’t even pretence of a ffght ; 
sec<md reading will be passed without division ; Bill will go to 
Committee in precisely same state as would have been the case had 
it been read a second tune before dinner, and Members spent rest of 
evening in bosom of their families. Towards aid of Session there will 
be compl^t of nothing done. At least Treasury Bench mustn’t lift 
up its voice in reproach at such conclusion. If right hon. gentlemen 
set us such evil example, they mustn’t complain if we follow it.” 

House in desolate state throughout spirit-sapping performance. 
Tnf Healx sat it all out. Contributed almost only token of life to 
the dull monotony. In dangerously explosive state. If anybody 
had sat on safety-valve would have burst to dead certainty. Happily 
got off a few life-saving grunts and groans. Played sort of chorus to 
ICaeson s speech and Brodrice’s monologue. They severely ignored 
him— treatment which had no effect on his exuberance of spirits. 

“ Who are these Irish owners,” Beodrick asked, looking severely 
across table at John Moblex, “ who want to buy their tenants’ 
interest in order to sdl it at a higher price ? ” 


. ** I ’ll rive you thrir names,” cried Tim, after the fashion of the 
naughty boy i^e at the outer edge of a crowd. 

“I defy the right hon. 
gentleman to produce a 
smgle instance,’^ B rodbick 
continued, taking no notice 
of Tim. 

“I’ll rive you half a! 
dozen,” shouted Tim, ever 
ready to oblige, though 
leaving it in doubt whether 
the half dozen he offered 
were lashes or other in- 
stances, Then the police- 
man, in shape of Speaeer, 
app^ed on scene, and for 
awhile there was silence on 
. the back benches, and duU- 
-nqs^ regained its swav. 
Bueiness done, — Second 
^ Reading Irish Land Bill 
^ moved. 

^ Thursday , — ^For illustra- 
tion of soft answer that 
M tumeth away wrath, Caw- 

- ' MEL - Ban'nebman’s reply 

CampbeU-Bsnnennaii and his l^ational shamrock 

Emblem (Unsuited to the Convenience of 

a Button-hole). of Ireland stirred 

, . , „ fr^h stories of how her 

sons, turning up on parade on St, Patrick’s Day -proudly wearing 
shamrock, were ordered by brutal Saxon officers to “ fling it on the 

n nd.’’ Tim Healx had cases brought under his notice. Never 
or this branch of United Ireland to appear as sole champion of 
national rights m tto matter. So wearisome Willie Bedmohd 
swaggers on scene with another case. 

A delicate subject for Secebtaex op State poe War to’ handle. 


On one hand, discipline must be maintained. On the other, national 
sentiment must not I 

be affronted, espe- 
cially when repre- 
sented in House by 
sufficient votes to 
turn the^ scale in 
any division. Caw- 
VTTT. - Bannebman 
not only said right 
thing, but said it 
in right way. “ I 
myself,” he mur- 
mured with pret- 
tily apologetic air, 

“ stand in a some- 
what neutral posi- 
tion, because I be- 
long to a country 
whose national 
emblem does not 
lend itself to the 
convenience of the 
button-hole.” 

House laughed 
at idea of Cawmel- 
Bannerman bust- 
ling in on St. An- 
drew’s Day with 
hunch of thistles 
in his button-hole. 

With the laugh 
the battle was won ; 
what might have 
been in less skilful 
bands an awkward 

ol^^a^d ^geniri ^^ssell between Landlord and Tenant, 

laughter. Business done.— Still explaining why we are not going 
to oppose Second Beading Irish Land. Bill, though we regard it as 
most revolutionary and dangerous measure of recent times. 

-Friday.— Second reading^ Irish Land Bill through at last. Passed 
st^e without divisiou. wEich seems odd considering apprehension 
with which Opposition regard it. Situation largely due to Boaneroes 
Russell, one of few men who understand Bill, Explained it in 
luminous speech, like some others thrown away on scanty audience. 
Boanerobs later indicattd his impartial attitude by seating himself 
between landlord and tenant, represented by Joseph of Birming- 
ham and son Austen. Joe incidentally mentions he has only one 
tenant, that is Atstbn, “who,” he added, with plaintive note, 
which found echo with the Irish landlords, “pays no rent, and is 
always coming down on me for compensation.” 

Business Irish Land Bill read second time. 

LITEBARY “FOOD AND FEEDING.” 

The present generation affirms that it cannot away with JPichwich^ 
and is not attracted hy Vanity Fair. The balance of modeni 
opinion would be rather in favour of Thaceerax than ^f Dickens. 
Take, for example, the two works aheady quoted, Fichrick and 
Vanity Fair, A common modern objection made to Pickwick is, 
that the characters in Pickwick are perpetually guttling or imbibing, 
or both simultaneously. This is, to a certain extent, true. But how 
about Thackerax’s characters in Vanity Fair f A earful student 
has sent us a list of the numerous eatings and drinkings in both 
novels. In Pickmck, reckoning from the hrandy-and-water par- 
taken of by JIfr. Jingle, at the Pickwickians’ expense, after the scene 
with the pugnacions hackney-coachman, and flnishing with the 
breakfast that celebrated the marriage of Mr, Snodgrass with Miss 
Emily Wardle, there are exactly (so we are informed) one hundred 
and one instances of drinking and eating ; some of them being of 
drinking oidy, unqualified. 

Van^y Fair, from the introduction of Miss Pinkerton^ s 
^ seed cake,” to Becky taking Amelia a cup of tea, vide chapter 
sixty- seven, we learn, on the same authority, that there are one 
hundred and fifteen cases “ allowed for refreshment” in some form 
or other. 

A collection of the meals of heroes and heroines in the mosfc popular 
works of fi.ction,^ and compil^ therefrom, plight be found 

interesting, especially if carefully criticised by Sir Henrx Thompson 
m a separate chapter to be added to the next edition of his really 
invaluable work, namely, Food and Feeding. Do the modem 
nuyensts feed their characters as plentifully as did Dickens and 
Thackerax theirs? Be this as it may, these two great Twin 
Brethre^so utterly dissimilar m everything except in the jiossession 
of the girt of genius— fed their readers well and hountiMly. 
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IMPROVING THE SHINING HOUR. 

The New Governess, “What akb the Comparative and Super- 
lative OP Bad, Bbrty?” 

Berty {the I)octor*s son), “ Bad — ^Worsb — Dead 1 ” 

A GHINO-JAPAIOISE CALEISIDAE. 

{For the next Ten Tears,) 

189^. Treaty of peace signed between China and Japan, ©n the 
basis of the opening np of Chinese territory and introduction of 
machinery into the Celestial Empire. The Japanese prophesy^ that 
the compact will ultimately prove to be for the benefit of the Chinese. 

1896. Japan floods China with home-made merchants, who obtain 

an enormous trade. , 

1897. England, America and Prance follow suit, and, after a 
pause, the remainder of the civilized world adopt the prevailing 
fashion. 

1898. Japanese China becomes oyer-populated, thanks to the 
foreign invasion, and there is much discontent amongst the original 
inhabitants* 

1899. The foreigners, having secured all the possible trade tliat 
could be obtained, commence the erection of mamiiaotories. 

1900. Japanese China challenges Birmingham, Glasgow, Lyons, 
and Marseilles on their own ground, and holds its own. It claims to i 
be one of the most productive places on the face of the universe. 

1901. The introduction of machinery having thrown the teeming 
millions of Japanese China out of work, there is great discontent 
amc^gst them. 

1902. An enterprising citizen of the United States of America 
projects an emigration scheme for applying the outer world with the 
superfluous population of Japanese China. 

1908. The scheme of the citizen of the U. S. A. proves a great 
success, and sixty millions of Chino-Japanese are conveyed to the 
two worlds, the old and the new. 

1904. The original inhabitants of Europe and America, underbid 
by the Chino-Japanese, are ousted from their positions and left with- 
out work. Consequently, great prosperity of the Chino- J apanOse, 

1905. Eulfilment of the prophecy, that the treaty of peace between 
China and Japan signed in 1895 was “ really for the benefit of the 
Chinese.” 


WONT^WASH ! 

Or, ThA British Zamdres^s Z<mAnt, 

rThwe i» fUk of a company for taking onr Unndiy-irork orer to HoUani 
irashiug it there, and retaining it to the oimeri at a less cost than it ean^be 
done for at home.] 

In matters of laundry the fanlt of them Entch, 

Is charging too little, and grabbing^ mn(^ ! 

They’d collar onr collars, cut off ■mth our shirts I 
The’heart of a true washerwomwi it hurts 
To think of Frows taking our time-honoured tuh. 

What, travel to Holland to get mb and smub, 

Wnbile soap and strong arms mav in Britain be ‘ 

It ’s worse than them Stores ! Eurrineers may be found 
To do dirtv work on the cheap. I ’ve no doubt ; 

But can old John Bull know just what he ’s about 
Tti sending onr work from bis shores in this way ? 

I’m sure it won’t wash, and I ’ope it won’t pav ! 

Shall we' to Mynheer and his frowsy Frow tmckle. 

While one English woman has arm, wrist, and knuckle r 
Forbid it, my sisters ! My patriot ’eart 
Is up in my month at this cuus new start. 

There is an old proverb, and what do it say ? 

Tt is the time laundress’s motter, I say. 

But what in the world to John Bull can ’ave com© 

If he can’t wash his own dirty linen at ^ome f . 

A MISMANAGED ACCIDENT. 

Have jnst discovered that the prettv girl I met at the dance the 
other night is a lady nurse at Charing Cross Hospital. Such a nice 
girl! What a charming nurse she must he! Almost wish I was 
laid up at the hospital. In fact, quite wish it. But I can’t he. 
Another ontrage on the miserable, downtrodden, middle class. If I 
were one of the fortunate, pampered masses," a Working Man, I 
should he nursed by her, if I were ill, and bv others, perhaps, like 
her. Stay! There is a chance. If I ooifidllhe daraag^ in an 
accident — not too innch damaged — and carried to the hospital, they 
must look after me, and nurse me. They couldn’t help themselves. 
Horthnmherland Avenue — the very place ! Hever cross it without 
being nearlv run over. 

— Go stwdghf there and look “eagerly for the usual rashing hansoms. 
Here’s one. Stroll in front of it. Driver pulls aside, sbputs and 
sweEU's at me, and goes on. Reflect that some caution^ is neces- 
sary. K the wheel went over my neck, even Her ministrations would 
he useless. Must he ruu over judid^usly. Better only he knocked 
down. Stroll across road again. Here comes one. Shouts from 
driver. A large splash of mud in mv eye. And that’s all. These 
cabmen drive so absurdly well. They pull up, or pull aside,^ or 
pull somewhere instantly. Wipe mv eye, and then see something 
better. Old lady’s hrongbam, from the suburbs, driven by the sort 
of coachman who also works in the garden. He won’t he able to {rail 
I aside quicklv. Stroll in front of horse. Shouts from gardening 
: coachman. Horse nearly on me. Suddenly pulled back hv fussy 
; policeman, who says I had a narrow escape. Hang the feUow, of 
, course I did!^ Am obliged to give him ten shillings for his prompt 
L action. Begin to despair of this accident. Stroll on nearly to Em- 
baiikment. Immense van coming along at a trot. Much too heavy. 
L I should he smashed flat. And this driver seems to want to ran 
’ over me. Escape with difficultv by jumping aside. At that moment 
something hits my legs, I am thrown down, and a wheel passes over 
i my foot. It is a costermonger’s donkey-cart which was racing the 
L van. How ignominious I To he knocked down by a donkey and run 
over by a truck ! Yery painful too. Feel as if I sbould faint. 
Picked w by sympathetic people who rush to me. Say feebly to 
them, “ Take me to the hospital.” Then faint. 

, Aft« a short time open my eves. Am being carried in somewhere. 
> At last I I shall forget the pain. T am in the hospital. She will 


nurse me! oh, heavens! Though I have planned it all, 

suppose I ought to murmur, “Where am IP” Do so. “In St. 
Thomas’s Hospital,” says somebody. 

A fortnight And I am in it still 

Acgoedinu to a paragraph last week in the Westminster Gazette^ 
quoting from the AustraJtan JRevtew of Bexnews, it appears that the 
Earl of Yabmouth has been making a sensation in the Colonies as a 
“ Skirt-dancer.” Queer flsh this nobleman I belongs to tbe Bloater 
Aristocracy. 

A Hoblb PLTTNaEB, — One day last week in tbe Times appeared an 
article headed “ Lord Bayleigh on Waves,^^ Rather early for sea- 
bathing, eh f Evidently so, such prominence having been given to 
the fact by the leading journal. * 


VOL. cvnt 
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“BBTTBE LATE THAN NETEE.” 

Mr, launch to Miss Spring : — 

Well, here you are at last, dear I Are the biting blizzards past, 
de^? 

And will you guarantee us from subjection to the plumber ? 

Will no^casual icy splinter from the serried spears of Winter 

Put a chill upon your smile, and spoil the promise of the Summer ? 

We’ve been waiting worn and weary, till e’en cuckoo-songs sound 
cheery, 

And belated almond-blossoms show like roses of Cashmere ; 

And the cockney chaunt now flowing, “ AU-a-blowing and a-grow- 
ingl” 

Falls far sweeter than Mascaoni upon London’s longing ear. 

Where on earth have you been hidmg ? We are in no mood for 
chiding, ^ 

But mid- April ’s rather late, dear, for what should have come 
in March I 

What malignant hocus-pocus has kept back the plucky crocus. 

Whose gold is scarce yet bursting from the beds the winds still 
parch? 

After that six weeks cold snap, dear, of fast frozen pipe and tap, 
dear, 

When back to barbarism and to bathlessness fate drove us, 

And we sicklier grew, and surlier, if you ’d come a leetle earlier,— 

Well, let bygones now be bygones I But 0 Spring sweet I an you 
love us, 

Come— at last, dear — d la Hbeeice, with such influence atmospheric 

As will slay the IMuenza ; with such fragrance from your flowers. 

As will knock Malaria silly ; let your dear daffydown-duly 

From eux bodies drive bacilli, and the blight from out our bowers. 

SljCy our Microbes, Spring, and bless us I like a clinging Shirt of 
Nessus ^ 

Morbid sickliness surrounds us in our lives, our books, our art. 

Oh, if sunshine and your breezes might but slay our soul-diseases. 

Oust ^e pestilent miasma that pervades the nome, the mart ; 

hfeutralise the nauseous virus whose developments so tire us ; 

Disinfect the BTew Parnassus, purge the Sew Herian Spring, 

Bring us honesty and health, dear, why for all our wit and wealth, 
dear, 


Waiting, waiting for your coming. Sweet as bees in clover 
humming 

Is the fljst sound of your footfall. Most spontaneous of passions 

Is the love for you, you darling. You will bring the thrush and 
starling, 

And the young leaves and the young lambs, and, what ’s better— 
the Spring Fashions J ! ! 

So no Wonder that she greets you with effusion when she meets you. 

Ah, Spring I ’tis not your luacs, and your daffodils and stocks. 

Or the tender leaves the trees on, that most moves Miss London 
Season, 

’Tis the hope of “rippin”’ frolics and the thought'of^“ trotty” 
frocks. j 

But an old man’s heart, my treasure, beats to quite another 
measure. 

Still my sympathies, dear Spring, are with the youngsters and 
with you. 

They are looking for love’s playtime, and the merry, merry May-time, 

^d the popular R. A. time, and the whole tohu-bohu ! 

Bring the girls delights as dowry, may Iheir social paths be 
flowery. 

And your silver drops the only tears they need to look upon. 

So they’re wholesome, may they flourish; and may all Spring 
influence nourish 

True manhood and pure womanhood, and — ^there, my preaching’s 
done I 

We need a true Spring Clean^ sweet. Give us parks and gardens 
green, sweet, 

And laughter, like your bird-songs pure, un-satyr-like, though 
clever. 

Bless our boys, our girls, our babies, yes — bring us lack our 
JABXZ, 

And we ’ll pardon your delay, and say ’tis better late than nevwr I 


ror a sunny A.pm mormng, ana a sweet young tmng like you. 
My^dear, the I^ndon Season, wrapped and furred out of aU reason, 
Has been waiting, decked like Winter, with a nose-tip nearly blue ; 


OpPOETTJNITr LOST BT Me. JUSTICE BLaWKINS DIJEINa A BECENT 

Case when His Lobdshep might have put it to the Juet. — 
“ Gentlemen, what is the diffOTence, or, as there has been no quarrel, 
let us say what is the distinction between a costumier and a butcher 
anxious to arrange his shop-front to the best advantage? Gentle- 
men, I will not detain you, it is this : The costumier meets out the 
dresses ; the butcher * dresses out ’ the meats. Gentlemen, you are 
discharged.” 

To Charitable CHBSs-PLA-nEES.- A good move at lastei time is 
— cheque to his Bishop.” 
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BLIND ALLEY-QORIES. 

Bt Dtono WIhbiul 

(TranOaUd, fnm the origiwa'Lav^ ly Ur. Pmeh’s own , ““ V 

[iranatatea loathe and despise them individually, ooUeotivdy I love them 

-T- dearly. ’ 

iNTEODtfCTOET IsoTB. “Tniat’s tte matter ’with Humanity?’’ asked the God, as he 

: It affords me no ordinary gratmcation to he the humhlemstrament squatted amid the celery. „ ^ 

:in rmideriiig these exquisitely obscure prose-poems— reekmg as they “ They are growmg so deadly dull,” I answer^. I am Young 
are with the self-consciousness of so magnilioently triumphant an GjLByjLWi.T, the Pessimistic Prose Poet, and it pains me to see how 


“ What are you seeking for so late P ” asked he ; “ your face looks 
so long and solemn, and your eyes are hollow and full of woe. Have 
you b^n haying anything indigestible for supper ? ” 

“ I am in trouble about Humanity,” I replied ; “ for, though I 
loathe and despise them indiyidually, coUectively I love fliem 


axe with the self-consciousness of so magnilioently triumphant an GjlbjnjlW^t, 
Ego— into the IRn gligb tongue, though I am My aware of t^^ dim- utterly they 
« duty of preserving all the mystical unintelligibility of the original backbone of 
Pdnno WiHEiot is 
perhaps the most re- 
markable personality 

that his native Lapland ^ \ ( 

has yet produced. He ^ ^ vi,- 

first saw the light on '' „ 

April 1, 1879, at Kan- " ' '^ 1 -' — T \ 

dmai, so that he may J' — - - 

.still be called compwa- 
tively young. PEs im- 

pressionable, sensitiye ^ J 

soul broke out in early 

ioil and tallow which ^ 

iformM the tra^tion^ ^ ^ 11 q 

cirde, and in 1883 we ft mI/I II 

find him casting off the // juu// UUmmm H 

shackles of convention- vj. ^ mil fu 

ality and escaping to 7' WKn uWWr nil 

Sweden ^ jm ^his s^ge- nlm 

le has lived ever rince, " f iHH InUfi 

and has already secured •' /lUlMh 

a foremost place among \7 “ ” ' .Jmr^ /n If II 

th^gwat^ ^physiolo- ’ y 

bid pa^ologist, he sur- ^ ^j/l milll 

passes Stein DBE so; ^ vmjj 

wHle in neurotic sensi- I ///'/ / / Ifl fil I 

tivism, he has hustled i/I'/l ' // /' •*" /if/ // tl 1 

Hansson into a back /// ' //I / 1 / 1 IH I ffw 

seat; easily beaten / i- i m 

Bjoenson in diagnosis ^ 

of the elusive emotions; // /// T|[L 

and taken the indiges- ^ J ' F 

tible cake of slack- M 

baked symbolism from 

the master hand of In- jf 

sm himself I Small s=ass^ 

wonder, then, that the B 1 

commonest penwiper f T» 

containing issues from . ' 

his pen is eagerly sought ^ many myriads of spectral kitten forms and -h 

after by admirers of such eff uaons. 1 to me. chuc 


the Pessimistic Prose Poet, and it pains me to^ see how 
have lost their perception of the ridiculous, which is the 
real enjoyment. So I came out to see if by any chance 

the backbone was hid- 
den under one of the 
fl.ower-pots.” 

The Period-God once 
more pervaded the end- 
less space that glittered 
^ , y' in darkling infinitude 

yp\' round about and right 

r ahead of him. It seemed 

tome,whenheretumed, 
/^k that he had been laugh- 




. wff 

HV-f 


wiii gripped the 

' umbrella from its cor- 

f/ ner. and stood on guard. 

“I saw many myriads of spectral kitten forms and unsubstantial egg-shapes.” onechuo^gq^Sse 

I to me, chuckling softly, but unmistakably. And the booing hushed, 


TXx V V j \ J T -TV « • «... wu.u.vauu.u .5 0\/AUJ.V, MU.I/ U.JLLUIJ.Dba<n.CliUXV . Jl-JUlU. UJH.P UWXJULK 

^ the Literary Tipper Crust, ^d is for the ^d the gloom lightened, and the garden-roller glimmered faintly 

tew raxn^ tnan me many ; while so absolute has been his fidelity to in the moonlit summer night, and inside the lawn-mower lay the God 
the pimraples of his ait, that he has published every one of his wks of the Period crying with uncontrollable laughter. 

V ii. X jj , 3 ■ • “ When the time oomes,” he said, “ when mankind gets weary of 

^ ensure for him that respectful admiration Paraded Pessimism, and the Big Scandinavian Boom has burst, then 

ready to lavish upon anything they fail to I will conjure forth the Great Guffaw ; and then it will be time for 

j 1 1% ^ Dyspeptic Decadents to get under their umbrellas— just as you 

“ Biy^lf ^d leave Dtjnno Wahetae — or did awhile ago, for mankind wiU have recovered its sense of 

• self-adopted pseudonym— to unfold humour, and wDl decline to take them seriously. But you had much 
tne rnytamic cnarm of his own inimitable mcomprehensibility. better leave off bothering your head about that lost backbone, for 

you won’t be happy when they get it ! ” 

UT Tsm A T T -Dixr rLA-D V mTTTv TtTTsnm ^ taking off my goloshes indoors, I heard again the ^ 

BLIND ALLEY-GOBY THE FIRST. sound of snapping celery sticks, as the Period-6-od rolled on the 

THE LOST BACKBONE. hed in ecstasies of stifle merriment, and I wondered at intervals 


THE LOST BACKBONE. oeu in ecstasies 01 stmed merriment, and 1 wondered at intervals 

One Bummer wening, when the moon was at fhe full, and cloud- it was all about 

s^<ws gilded imperceptibly over the chimney-pots, as curses that 

^vefoundnouttmnoe and come dejected^ home to roost, I wan- Yob Qutwarb Application. — “ ‘A man may change his skies,’ 
de^mto my back-gardem and caught the God of the Period napping the Boman poet nuts it,” quoth the'Dm/y Telegraphy “but he 

inmemoonsmne on one of my celery-beds. ^ does not so easily change his habits.” The Academy is about to 

He rose up suddmi^ and repos^ awhile iu apace, with his head open. The pictures will soon be bung. Varnishing day oomes, wi^ 
resting <m um back of the w^t Bear, and one foot on the arm of last chance for alteration. Then comes in Latin poetic proverb, 
L^o]^^ B vhair, while with the other he skiinmed the cream off the “ A man may change his skies, but, do what he wiR, he cannot alter 
H^y Way. Am he seem^ to he everywhere and yet nowhere in that peculiar style that marks the work as his, and nobody dse’s.” 

particuto, and he said nothing, and I was afraid to make a remark ‘ 

*^nd th«e was no so^d, save that of the boundless, inoonoeivable 

..d„“pUT”-to.w. 
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OUE BOOKING-OFFICE. 


The Baron heaxtily welcomes the appearance of Sappy Thoughts 
in French, nnder the very atteactiTe style and title of Pridoline, Uo 
fear now of the entente cordials between England and France being 
disturbed; and that is indeed une ^^pensee^^ la plus “ heurmse^^ ou 
“ ingSnieuse,^^ The dialogue with the patient angler who remains 
in the middle of the stream day after day, and, probably, night after 
night, is quite a little lesson in French. 

***JPris quelque chose ^ Rien,^ * Pas 
mordu du tout ? * ‘ line fois, j( crqis,^ Le 
pecheur rCa pas perdu son calme^ mats son air 
n^a rien de triomphantP 

world goes on and the mouvement 
continues, and ever and anon the Happy 
Thonghter, returning to the river, dnds the 


Thonghter, returning to the river, finds the 
same man in the same boat in almost the same 
position. Then, before retiring for the night, 
the H. T. takes one turn on the lawn, “ pour 
m' assurer he says, “gwa je ne laisse rien 
derriere mot. Ah si! je laisse Vhomme au 
hachot^ toujours sa Ugne en main, Ravait^ 
parait-il^ un peu redescendu /a courant, 
^ Bonne veche f ’ ‘ Bon,^ ‘ Pris quelque 

chose f ’ ^ Rien,^ ” Those who read ‘‘ entre 
les lignes^* may see in this figure of xmre- 
warded patience and perseverance more than 
meets the eye. M. Aubblibn de Cottrson has 
done his work excellently well, “ avec Vau~ 
torisation de V auteur, 

I fonnd a book on my table lying among a 



“ Fridoline.’' 


bnt sweetly. If yon are not averse to a simple, well-told tale, with 
stirring incidents of modem warfare, gra;^cally narrated, that 
stand ont in startlmg contrast to the scenes of qmet English rural 
life, a story whose pathos and simple truth will touch you deeply, 
read Clove Pink, says The Baron de Book-Worms. 


VEET CATCHING. 

In the Times of Monday, April 8, appeared an advertisement 
headed “ Lent, Lent— Fish, Fish.” This meant, of course, that the 
I season was Lent, not that the fishmonger was a lender of fish. And 
for the season it was Holy Week, 

i,e, last week of Lent. Then it ^ 

goes on “ Save you ordered your ! 

Good Friday* s Dinner f If not, f 

do so at once.” Excellent and most J 

timely advice, seeing it was given / 

on the Monday preceding Q-ood / 

Friday. So tar so good; but then 
comes “ a reason why ” which appa- , 
rently quite upsets the kettle of ' "‘J;, 
fish. Here is the extract: — 

“ Havnig made contracts with a q ^ ^ 

number of the leading trawl and line MmMAifUOuMfff ' 

fishermen to take the whole of their 

prime fish caught during Easter week,” * 

&o., &c. - 

What on earth is the good of fish »» 

cauglt in Easter Week to the per- So we >U oat^^h ^y. 


numher of others put aside to be read at “ a more convenient season.” 
The title attracted me— Clove Pink, Its leaves are of last autumn, 
but the story they tell is for ever. It is admirably written ; its word- 
painting is the work of a true artist : but beginning brightly and 
gladly, as do the hves of the young hero and heroine, it ends sadly 
bnt sweetly. If yon are not averse to a simple, well-told tale, wim 
stirring incidents of modem warfare, gra;^cally narrated, that 


previous Friday ? That’s where the trouble is. The fishmonger is 
at sea as well as his good fishermen. If the advertisement had been 
headed “ Lent and Easter,” then it would have been evident that 
two different subjects were being dealt with, and “ both caught with 
one fish,” as Mrs. H. might say, adapting a proverb. 

TEMPEEATE TO IHTEMPEEATE. 

FanAlTIC sophistries, I think, 

To logic’s limits will have shrunk. 

When zealot’s recognize that “ drink ” 

Is not identical with “ drunk.” 

Difference may be as great you see, 

’Twixt JJ and I as i ou and Me ! 


ruxn win xonon you aeepiy, 

Baron de Book-Worms. Wordswortr eor Wulbrs.— “ Drink, pretty creature, drink I ” 
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SOCIAL AGONIES. 

■dturiousXvgieian (in a viMsper, toMrs, Lyon SmUn^t hitler) “'WirRuii’a nn- •rwi.TTn.w 
(m ,te,aorim ten^, to ike room). r ® 


Why it/slthe'frmiiiest of all! Who are the 
two ladies ? Why are their clothes slipping 
doTO ? Why are their faces all crooked, and 
their eyes sideways ? Are they meant to he 
pretty r ^ I don’t think they are. What do 
yon say it is ? Meant to be painted on the 
wall of a room ? Is that why they look so 
funny? Why they look like Aunt EirrY, 
when she’s going to haye a sea bath, and 
when Here the Httle maiden was sud- 

denly dragged out of the room, and her shrill 
voice was heard no more. But her winged 
words are not forgotten by 

A CaxrsHED Chitic, 


THE NEW ENGLISH ART CLUB. 

oaer day l went to thii eaiiHtioii of 
snblime masterpieces* I waslabout to write 

a few OOimnenf/ -fnTl 


T ~ spoae BO ireeiy tnat 

“ miasm. 

mother, -what’s that meant forP I 
oantseeanythiM'. Lode at that lady 1 She’s 
TCt ,*^0 face etS. Oh, look at ttiat other! 

^oerp”^Ssw^dan'^*’ Spanish 
faces like you m^t i^a nnt nf 


an ugly Mv! T^’s she put all that red 
m her ehedb P What’s all that other red 
another ladyP A dinrdi in 
T^oe P What Olrapia where you took me 

cnurch I unless it ’s upside down. Or per- 

lye none do. Oh, look I There ’s a picture 
OT a cabstand. Is it an advertisement of a 
memt for what 
f^er calb ^ght wash in his water-colour 
^MjTOgsP THiat are those ladies dancing in 
Awts tor? Is it sheets they’ve got on? 
T j gentleman’s got! 


AN EASTER "OLIDAT. 

{A Siesta Song^ from the Burlesque Opera 
LUtle Liberal Majority performed at the 
Theatre Boyalf SU hepTieris,) 

Ant — “ Lazily^ Drowsily, 

When gaily dances the Easter sun. 

And shelved is each bothersome Bill, 
Then work and talk for a lime are done, 
And the lobbies are hushed and still. 
Lazily^ lazily, 

Drowsily, drowsily, 

Home goes every one ; 

Lazilyj lazily. 

Drowsily, drowsily, 

Under the April sun. 

Old St. Stephen’s closes ; 
Parliament reposes, 

Lazily, lazily, 

Drowsily, drowsily, 

Eorty winks, or fun^ 

When the sunlight falls #n the# Heath’s 
green breast, 

And blue are the skies above, 

, E^h seeks the rest that he loves the best. 

Or the sport he doth chiefly love. 

L^ily, lazdvj drowsily, drowsily, 

Donkey riding ’s fun I 
L^ily, lazily, drowsily, drowsily, « 
Dawdling under the sun I 
Hahcottet’s eyelid closes, 

Bauoto blandly dozes ; 

L^y, lazily, drowsily, drowsily, 

Under the Easter sun I 

Joggle and jolt I These mokes won’t bolt ! 

Each flops like an empty sack 
O^the broad back, shaggy as Shetland colt. 

Ho donkey boy on thdr track I 
L^y, lazily, drowsily, drowsily. 

Carelessly jogging on! 

lazuy, drowsily, drowsily. 

Under an Easter sun I 
Lotos-Land discloses 
No more bland reposes. 

lazily, drowsily, drowsily. 

Dawdle they under the sun I 

“ ^at Labbt was often a bore I ” sighs Will, 
Groans Aett, “ And so was Job I 
To drive these donkeys demands small skill I 
Would Westminster mokes were so I 
L^y, lazily, drowsily, drowdly ! 

Biding like this is fun! 

Lwily, lazily, drowsily, drowsily I 
Bless us ! Who wants to run ? 

’ Appy ’ Ampstead dozes ! 

Mokes are beds of roses I 
Lazily, lazily, drowsily, drowsily. 

Jog we — ^tiU holiday’s done ! ” 

The Objection to Euclid ” of which 
we have heard so much recently is of very 
ancient standing, and is sharea by nearly 
every schoolboy. 

Pa e l tambn taby Peovebb.— T here’s many 
a dip ’twixt the M.P. and the “ Whip” I 
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MR. PUNCH AT A PICTURE SHOW. 

{The ColUction of Sir John TennieVs 
Drawings ai the Fine Art Society" s 
Gallery,) 

Atr. — “ My Old Friend JohnP 

^Tis forty years, my dear Sir John, 
Since yon ana I first met. 

Lord, how the fleeting honrs have 
flown! 

But we foregather yet. [pride — 
I ga^ie on this brave show with 
Fine art, still in full feather ! 

By Jove, it seems but yesterday 
Since we were “ boys ” together, 

1 Since we were boys, merry, merry 
At our old Board together! [boys, 

There ’s gladness in remembrance, 
John; 

Tour pencil-strokes struck true ; 
Through all the shifts of party life, 
No pause that pencil knew. 

We ’ve missed old comrades one by 
one ; 

Our friendship moults no feather ; 
Can forty years and more have run 
Since we were “ boys ” together ? 
Since we were boys, merry, merry 
. At our old Board together! [boys, 

I gaze and proudly ponder, John ; 

IVe seen them allbefore— 
OLiusTONE, Beight, Dizzy, Btjll ! 
— WeUdone!!! 

Fresh as in days of yore 
The Big Cuts gleam. By sea and 
stream, 

Moor,mountainjioe-fleld, heather. 
Force, grace,* fair fun mark all 
you’ve done. 

Since we were “bo^^s” together. 
Chorus all Round the Mahogany 
Tree*"* 

Since we were boys, merry, merry 
So meet we, in full feather, [boys ! 
For many sunny years, Sir John, 
Still boys - at heart— together ! 








FANCY PORTRAIT. 

SIR a-RGE li-W-S. 

“ Bold of yoxtk wobthinbss, we single you 
As our bkst-movino fair solioitoe,” 

Love's Lahowr’s Lost^ Act II., Sc. 1. 


THE LAY OF THE LITTLE 
MINORin. 

Am. — Little JButtereupf* 

I’m bumptious Minority — cocky 
Minority 

(Though I can hardly tell why), 

My work is to worry poor weary 
Majority, 

Giving him one in the eye. 

On Board or on Council I swagger 
and bounce ’U, 

And badger ’em out of their lives. 

Iiclaim all the graces, and all the 
best places; 

Thus cocky Minority thrives I 

Majorities little of claim have no 
tittle 

To getting their own wicked way ; 

But cocl^ Minority has such au- 
thority, 

Mis should be absolute sway. 

If things are at evens at — ^weU, 
say St. Stephen’s, 

Spring Gardens, wherever you 

’Tis a mere deadlock (like New 
Woman wedlock), j 

And against Progress we strike. 

If a Majority (small) claims autho- 

To make the tiniest move, [rity 

Then to prevent it, obstruct, cir- 
cumvent it, 

Must be my labour of love. 

But a Minority’s superiority 

Is just as clear as the day. 

Majorities (small) have one duty, 
that ’s all, 

’Tis— let the Minority sway ! 

Then yield to Minority — cocky 
Minority, 

On Boards or of Council or School! 

Hooray for Minority — bumptious 
Minority I 

Come— let Minority rule ! 


OUR NEXT LITTLE BATTLE. 

{From our Prophetic Pleporter^ a trifle 
in advomce,) 

Nowhar, April 1.— Wett River crossed 
yesterday in most brilliant style. Dashaway 
Regiment carried landing at point of bayonet, 
the Muffs keeping up 

t well-directedfire dumg 
the entire operation. 
However, they seemed 
to feel effect of our artil- 
lery and Maxims. 

When landing ef- 
fected, Sapping Miners 
constructed iron bridge 
(with glass covering to 
protect the troops from 
the rain) within flve- 
and - twenty minutes. 
During the construction 
Muffs flred continuously 
at working parties. Flag-staffs riddled with 
shot, consequently colours could not be run 
up. A roxmd from couple of quick-flring 
guns cleared heights of human obstructions. 

On completion of bridge, two troops of 147th 
Irregular Prancers charged enemy with much 
dash. As gallant horsemen approached 
Muffs (numbering about twenty thousand) 
concentrated their fire. For few minutes 
Irregulars had to pass through perfect fog 
of bullets. This ordeal did not damp their 
courage; soon came to close quarters with 
foe. In a moment Muffs were in confusioii, 
flyingj before pursuing sabres. Irregulars 


followed retreating enemy for many miles 
with complete success. 

While these operations being carried out 
17th Battalion of Cutandthrust Regiment 
made assault on fortress protecting right 
flank of Muffs. Enemy opposed charge with 
well-sustained artillery fire, which had it been 
more judiciously directed might have caused 
considerable annoyance. As it was, many 
Cutandthrusts lowered their heads to allow 
of undisturbed passage of shrapneU. On 
reaching walls redcoats hopped over like 
birds. Garrison stubbornly defended posi- 
tion. Cutandthrusts extendedj advancing in 
their new formation. With wild cheer they 
again charged. Although this advance caused 
Muffs to fall back, they still retained their 

f round. At this moment machine-guns of 
attalion were brought into play with best 
results. A couple of rounds immediately 
broke up enemy’s columns and put them to 
flight. Muffs were then routed by 63rd Regi- 
ment of Indian Tiger Eaters. 

By midday position secured. At invitation 
of bugles exploring party “ ceased firing,” 
and prepared for mess. 

Later, — I have just received a return of 
killed and wounded on both sides, which I 
here give; — Muffs, — Rilled, about 20,000; 
wounded, twice as many more. British , — 
Rilled, none; wound^. No. 35,604,821 
Private Smith (Cutandthrust Renment), 
dight scratch on fourth finger of left nand. 

New Name for It {hy Brother Bung),— 
LoealHop-skun! 


ALL THE DIFEERENCE. 

If half the things that Ohxob says to me, 

If half the pretty kindnesses she shows, 

By Phtluda were shown or 

said, Iff 

Without a tremor I would stake 7^ 
n^ head Vi/ 

That I securely might propose 
Tnat she my bride would he. 

Yet why? I know full well that 
Chloe means 

Nothing at all. ’Tis hut her 

buoyant way, IIm 

Herfrank “The best of friends, M Hi A T 

that’s ail.”^ A HHAI 

And yet the stricter Grundy wA 
’twould appal | W 

To hear the tender things I H I 

Between our quarrel-scenes. IH ^ 

If one full-leaping pulse’s heat F 
Beyond the coldest courtesy’s demand 
1 trespass on sweet Phyluda’s coy hand, 
The thi^ is shivtred by her g[uick retreat. 

Her fingers stiffen like a fossu fin, 

And I again, a {Sisyphus, begin 
The task of charming her reserve austere, 
Palsied by Love’s false tear, 

Which drives the lover’s chances down 1o 
zero. 

While sjxiie cadaverons and long-cbinn’d 
hero 

Talks from a height rais’d by his own conceit. 
And my white g^dess listens at his feet. 



PREHISTORIC PEEPS. 

ThBM wsms SHASOHB (OOEKESPOWDINO TO OUR EaSTBE, &0.) WHEN THE InHABITAKTS OF ONE ACCORD OAVB THEMSELVES DP TO BnT.lTlTtn^r jjn) AmDSBMBNT I 
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HOTS IN PLEASANT PLACES. 

THE Liiro OF DEEAMS. 

Theeb ' s a wondrous fairy kingdom 
WMliher all may take a trip— 
duite an inexpensive iourney, 

It is not by rail or ship— 

Por it lies just where you fancy, 

And a pleasant thing it seems 
Por a man to sojourn sometimes ' 
In^thejand of dreams. 

’Tis the land where man attaineth 
To the end of his desire, 

Where the minor poet warbles 
.^d the laurel crowns his lyre ; 

It^is there the sucking statesman 
W'orks out Machiavellian schemes, 

And young Briefless is a leader 
In the land of dreams. 

*Tis the land of fur and feather, 

’Tis the paradise of sport, 

Where the runs beat all recounted 
O’er the walnuts and the port : 

It is there the pheasant rockets, 

It is there the covert teems, 

And your powder ’s always straightest 
In' the land^of dreams. 

There with ease the patient golfer 
Plays a record medal-round. 

And the batsman get his hundred, 

Hitting clean all round the ground ; 
There old Izaak’s keen disciple 
Thrashes quite ideal streams, 

Por he angles most “ compleatly ” 

In the land of dreams. 

’Tis a land where someone meets you 
You may never meet elsewhere, 

’Tis a land where words are whispered 
You may whisper only there ; 

’Tis the home of youth and sunshine 
Where you taste of joy’s extremes, 

Por, of course, there ’s someone loves 
In the land of dreams. 

’Tis a land of peace and quiet, 

Pree from yelling paper-boys, , 

And from G-erman^s musicians, 

And offensive kinds of noise : 

There the organ-grinder grinds not, 

There no. restive infant screams. 

Oh, to spend one’s whole existence 
In the land of dreams ! 

’Tis a land where rates and taxes 
l^ever need be brooded on, 

And the cupboard is unfurnished 
With the homely skeleton : 

There the roses all are thornless. 

Life is destitute of seams, 

And, in short, its worth the living 
In the land of dreams. 


you 



MrstBoy, “Give tjs a Bite of tour Apple, Bob.” SecmdBoy. “Shan't” 
Burst Boy, “What for?” Second B(yy, Cos ter axed me 1” 

{After a pause,) 

STnaZl Boy, “ Gi* me a Bite, Bob. I never ATnr.T\ yuR ) ” 


If you could only say that you 
Would like me for my admiration. 
To sing your charms till all was blue 
Would be delightful occupation. 


TO A PEETTY GIEL. 

( Who accepted some verses,) 

You take my lines, and say that you 
Appreciate my humble verses. 

That ’ s more than edi - 
tors do, 
Orpublishers, with 
bloated purses. 
To gain your thanks 
in rack a way, 

I ’d write you verses 
night and day. 

You don’t return 
them, saying you 
Eegret you cannot 
/^ . nowacceptthem. 

Or, scrawled with marks^in blatant blue. 

To show that, ruined, you have kept them. 
u you would pay me withXsmile, ^ 

I d write you verses by the mile. 



If I could hope to win a kiss, 

I ’d write you fifty miles like this, 

ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

I Extracted prom the Diary op Toby, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday Night, 
April 8. — House to-night presented that 
appearance seen only on big occasions. 
Long unfamiliar in slough of despond in 
which present House been steeped since 
Session opened. Every^ seat on either side 
occupied. Members sitting on Gangway 
steps, floodin^r the side gsdleries, blocking 
the Bar, ^opling even the steps of the Chair. 
Arthur Peel is leaving historic stage graced 
eleven years in fashion that has 
added fresh fame to an illustrious name. 
On ordinary occasions when Sfbareb rises 
to address House on current topics of busi- 
ness, Members who chance ti) have their hats 
on keep them there. How, when the stately 
figure is discovered standing undei the 
ca^py of the Chair, Members without con- i 
cm, but with one accord, bare their heads. J 
Throughout a moving scene, which cramined 


much into fifteen minutes, nothing more 
striking than this simultaneous, swift un- 
covering of the head, and the transfi rmalion 
that followed when the rare sunlight, stream- 
ing in from western windows, fell upon five 
hundred unshaded faces all tumfd towards 
the tall, gowned figure standing by the 
Chair. 

The speech will be read to-morrow by 
millions, who will find it word for word and 
sentence by sentence in the newspapers. 
But the reader will gain but faint idea of 
the impression the defivery produced. The 
historic place, the animated scene, the elec- 
Mg cmrent of such a gathering, were much. 
The effect was perfected by the elocution of 
the Speaker, perhaps the most perfect de- 
velopment of an attractive but dangerous art 
possessed by living man. 

What possibilities underlie its possession 
were wonderingly recognised in ^e last 
days of the late Parliament, when the di- 
rectors of the - Cambrian Eailway Company 
were brought to the Bar of the House in 
connection with the dismissal of a station- 
master who had given unwelcome evidence 
before a Select Committee. House in the 
ludicrous pickle which invariably follows 
on Privilege proceedings. Directors sum- 
pwjed to attend were somewhere in the 
lobby. If it had^been permissible to follow 
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SCORCHING. 

Oov/ntryw/iTi {to thiTd-Toiio AMctlUwr Jb(^f whose mowii wont hct/oe the FeiM^, *‘Now then, shove *im at it AQIN, Mistbb. I 
WhOI DENGBD ip Oi wouldn't jump that 'ere LITTLE PLACE WI* A JaCKASS 1” , 

Second CovMrymm, “Maybe yer would, ma Lad ; but ybr see that 'ere *Oss don't seem to care about Jumping wi a 
Jackass 1 ” 


THE JAP IN THE CHINA SHOP ; OR, THE NEW “OPEN SESAME.” 

[“China, properly opened up, ■would he an El Dorado for mankind. . • . 
The true conquest effected by the war is the conquest of the right to a 
market, and that apparently on an enormous scale.” 

“ Daily xfews ” on the terms of Feaee between China and Ja^an^ 

0 Little Jap loquitur 

Come, walse up, old chap ! I ’m the go-ahead Jap, 

Open Sesame ! Yes, that’s the word, John ! 

Id your den you would stop, or e’en shut up your shop. 

Tour proceedings are highly absurd, John! 

Spite your bounce and your boast, I have got you on toast. 

And thereby, friend John, hangs a hig tale. 

When j^our carcase I ’d wake, I have only to take 
A sailor’s round turn at your pigtail I 
Tour notion of shopkeeping ’s shutter and key. 

Since you don’t know their use, hand ’em over to Me ! 

For thousands of years your pride and your fears 
Have muddled your market completely. 

Ah ! would you, old slug ? But a twist and a tug 
Bring you up to your bearings most sweetly.^ 

’Tis no use to kick I You wiUhave to move shok, 

How you ’ve got in the hands of Young Jappy ; 

Don’t you get in a scare for your crockery ware. 

Bouse up. open shop, and be happy ! 

Afraid r Superstitious? Oh, nddle-de-dee! 

Throw open your markets, and leave it to Me ! 

For ever so long you ’ve been going all wrong. 

Your Empire is under a shadow ; 

But well opened up, by ships, railways, and Krupp, 

It wiU t^ out a true £l Dorado. 

DonH ffy to your door ! Eh P your pigtail is sore P 
You tnink me a cooky invader P 
Why you ’ll find in the end I ’m your very best friend, 

T’^en I force you to be a free trader. 

Blow your grandfather’s bunkum, you Heathen Chinee I 
Take down aU your shutters, and hand me the key I 

For my use alone P you inquire with a groan. 

Oh, dear I you must be an old duffer T 


Excuse me this wink, — ^but what do pow think P 
Do you hold “ Outside Devils ” will suffer 
The Flowery Land to be locked by nw hand. 

Any more than by yours, in their faces P 
Pig-headed old Piriaal, I fancy I know 
How to get into JEurope’s good graces. 

So pay up my millions, you Heathen Chinee I 
Throw open your market, and hand me the hey I 


"STRAJS’GB DISAPPEAEINCES." 

The four strangers were gathered together in the all-but-deserted 
inn. They were forced to enter into conversation, because the 
solitary periodical taken in by the landlord had been read from title 
to imprint by everyone of them. 

A strange article,” said the first, as he laid down the Lancet* 
“ Anil so men disappear entirely for awhile, and then oome back to 
their homes and profession as if nothing had happened,” 

“ Extraordinary,” murmured the second. see that the soien- 
tifio publication you have just relinquished suggests that Ihe cause 
of •iese hurried exits partake of the nature of post-epileptic pheno- 
mena,” And then the talk went on. The four sfrangers din^ 
together, supped together, and on the following morning partook in 
company of breakfast. The waiter, at about eleven o’clock, nresen^ 
each of them with a note. It came from the landlord, andTwas full 
of figures. A weird look appeared on their faces. 

“ We must move on,” said one of the quartette; * but as the 
staircase is steep, let us descend by the window.” 

The no-longer-perplexed strangers adopted the suggestion, and 
gently sliding down a rope, were soon quit of the inn. They walked 
together for about a quarter of a mile, and then coming to four 
cross-roads, scattered, , , . « , 

** Dear me,” said the landlord of the inn, when he once again found 
himself alone. “ Their ^sappearance is most strange. I am mdined 
to agree with the Lancet^ * that the phenomenon remains striking and 
mysterious, interesting in its psychological aspect, but in its concrete 
form full of practical and medico-legal difficulties ; ’ and, believing 
this, I must write to the proper authorities.” And he sat down and 
composed two letters. One he addressed to the President of the Boyal 
College of Physicians, and the other to the Editor of Sue and Ory* 
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No. K— The iLiTrsmoira 
Steantgee. 

The sky wm darkened "by 
swart birds, -with tnfted tails, 
and a look in tibeir clay-ool- 
onred eyes as of m^ons of 
stided croaks; ike rain fell in 
grizzled skeetslike the stream- 
uig hair and beard of some 
Titanic Innatic, and the thun- 
der boomed over the town as if 
it had just discovered another 
epoch-making novel 

Night f ell ; I lit my lamp 
and closed the diutters, drew 
my curtains, so as to shut ont 
any gleaming^ cats’ eyes that 
might bepeering at me through 
the chinks, and mixed myself 
a tnmbler of hot punch. 

As I finished it, a wild pierc- 
ing shriek rose from the uni- 
verse, as thongh someone had 
run a pin into the Great Un- 
known, and a shining bine- 
white ball came down the 
chimnev and burnt a hole in 
the yellow-green gloom of my 
heaiiptmig. 

1 look^ up ; a strange man 
was sitting right in firont of 
me. His crested hair had a 
blue-white gleam, like the 
electric light in a mountain 
hotel when the storm is nearly 
ended; it stuck out in a spiral 
fringe round his cheeks and 
chin; his mouth was prim like 
a purse; but his spectacles 
twinkled with laughter like 
the new ferrule on a gingham 
umbrd-la. 

“I am the Shaker of So- 
ciety’s Pillars, I have disco- 
vert that the Tree of Know- 
ledge of Good and Evil bears 
nothing rotten apples, 
r There are' milestones on the 
Bergen road— but I can see 


BLIND ALLEY-GORIES. 

By Dunno Waheiae^, 

{TraTiMedfrim iU originaZ Lcu^\ Mr, PwncTCs own Eyperhorean Enthusiast,) 






A'/f' 

< f/f ! 



“ I fancy 1 must have dropped off to sleep.’’ 


old sta^e-door. I am also the 
Dramatiser of Social Conun- 
drums to which there will 
never be any answer.” 

Time passed— a second or an 
hour. I began to wish he 
would go. 

“I am the weat Wizard 
that has ennobled and purified 
Humanity by showing that 
they are all the morbid victims 
of a diseased heredity. The 
great fire at Christiania was 
the ^e in which Mrs, Sol- 
ness's nine doUs were burnt. 

I am he who has emancipated 
Woman by convincing her 
that she has the right to be 
hysterical.” 

Again time passed— an hour 
or a second. 1 fancy I must 
have dropped o& to sleep. 

“I am he who has broken 
through the conventions of 
the well- constructed drama. 
When we lived at Drontheim, 
Beenick’s gander was stolen 
by tinkers. I am the original i 
eld, and also the child who | 
instructs the grandmotherly 
critic in the art of sucking 
problematic eggs ; but I, too, 
am a master-builder of mag- 
nificent bathos.” 

And again time passed — a 
second or an hour. I won- 
dered whether he had come to 
stay the night. 

“Read, I am called ‘dra- 
matic’; acted, I am called 
‘ impossible.’ ” 

With that the cock crew. 
The stranger had fiown before 
I had an opportunity of ask- 
ing him his name or asking 
him to look in again some 
evening. 

I was rather sorry, for he 
seemed to have a fiow of agree- 


i through most of them. I am the New Generation knocking at the 1 able small talk, though it was perhaps a little egotistic. 


THE WOULD-BE SOLDIER^S VADE MECUM. 

Question, Why did you become a member of a Yolunteer corps ? 
Answer, With ■^e intention of strengthening our national defences. 
Q, Then you think such a proceeding patriotic ? 

A, Not only patriotic, but necessary. 

probably Imve some recollection 
of tae French collapse m 1870-71 ? 

A, Yes ; but 1 nave been chiefly influ- 
enced by consideralions of a mathematical 
character. 

Q. Make your naeaning plainer. 

% ^ stands to reason that as 

only a small percentage of our people are 
trained to arms, and ninety-six per cent, of 
\ our neighbours are converted into soldiers, 

the latter, in the case of a quarrel with us, 
^ would have the upper hand. 

Q* And you thui a quarrel entailing the 
--as arbitration of the sword might be sprung 

^ 55 ^^ YPon us at any moment ? 

-d. Precisely ; that is entirely my opinion. 
Q. And, consequently, you take a sarious view of Yolunteeimg ? 
A, Assur^ly, or I woxdd not give up most of my leisure time to 
master drill in all its branches. 

Q. Do you obtain any social advantages by wearing the uniform 
of a Yolunteer ? 

A, No ; on the contrary, the grade of a private in the long run 
; causes considerable expense, and the commission of an officer is in- 
i separable from large expmditure and a loss of self-respect. 


Q. Why IS the holding of a commission of a Yolunteer officer 
I inseparable from a loss of self-respect ” ? 

. -d ^cau e, in the general estimation, the holder of a commission 
in the Yolunteers is worthy of ridicule, pity, or contempt. 

Q, Can you give the reason for this impression ? 

A, It is probable that it has been created by the consideration that 
a Yolunteer officer is chaflfed by his friends, sneered at by his enemies, 
and mulcted of much money by his comrades. 

Q. Then a Yolunteer officer or private usually joins the force from 
the most patriotic of motives ? 

.d. Certainly. Nine-tenths of the rank and file and their com- 
manding officers wish to qualify as soldiers capable of repelling a 
foreign invasmn. ; 

Q, And this being so, they do not wish to spend three or four days 
of training in practising “marches past” and other manoeuvres of a 
more or If ss ornamental character ? 

^ A, Q,uite so ; not even when the practice terminates with a review 
in a royal park, and a salute performed to the strains of the Natidn^ 
Anthmn. 

Q, Nor do the Yolunteers desire to be made into a raree showP 

A, Not even to make a cockney Rank Holiday. 

Q. ^d if you are told that this is the sort of thing that the 
Y olunteer s want, what do you reply ? 

A, Nonsense. 

Q. And it were added that more serious work would be un- 
popul^ what would be your suggestion? 

A, Tiyandsee. 

Ito. POE Yetoists.— It is the question of “tied” houses which 
makes the compensation ^tuBstion so knotty. 
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EAILWAT BALLADS. 

I.— THE EXPRESS TRAIN. 

A GRUESOME tale I tell of tlie 
West-Eastern Railway Companee. 

“ Its virtues few, its faults a score” — 

(I quote the view held heretofore). 

The chief among its faults, you see, 

Is sad unpunctualitee. 

Now, gentles all, list what bef el 
Augustus Hall, of Camberwell, 

The Fates were stem, the world unkind ; 

And this, I leam, unhinged his mind. 

Che sard^ sard ! Think how sad ! 

His evil star it drove him mad I 

“ If life has no more joy to give,” 

Quoth he, I ’ll go and cease to live. 

Nor yet delay an hour to dine. 

But straightway lay me on the line, 

“ The train now due will end distress— 

So haste thee. Two o’clock Express ! ” 

With that he ’d gone, nor stayed to snack ; 
But climbed upon the railway-track. 

He waited now two hours— not less ; 

And yet, I vow, came no express ! 

And he had nought his pangs to ease. 

He wished he ’d brought some bread and 
cheese. 

He had to fast. He fain would sup. 

The hours flew past. He sate him up. 

“ ’Tis strangely late. 1 should not mind — 
I’d gladly wait— if I had dined. 

“ If I ’d a joint that I could carve, 

I ’d strain a point ; but here to starve ! ! 

May I be hung if e’er I see 
Such gross unpunctualitee ! 

“ No gentleman can now depend 
On any plan to plan his end.” ^ 

Twdve hours or more he waited thus. 

“ A train ? ” he swore ; “ an omnibus ! 

“ It tarries yet all through the night, 

And helps to whet my appetite ! ” 

His hunger grew inside his chest ; 

With nought to chew, he was— wo?z est. 

Two days pass by, and then we find 
The train draw nigh, three days behind ! 
Directors sigh, deplore, and frown ; 

And fine the driver half-a-orown. 

“But had I been on time,” Jack said, 

“ Hall’s death, I ween, were on my head.” 

‘‘ Quite true, good Jack ! Our conscience 
pricks. 

We hand you back your two-and-six ! ” 
JEnvm, 

Now that is all I have to tell 
Of Mr. HALL,iof Camberwell; 











THESE DULL TIMES. 

Zad^ GusTUon {always so agreeable). “And the magnificent Pictures tou had here 

LAST TEAR, — ^HAVE TOU GOT THEM ALL STILL ? ” 

Mr. Flake Whyte {sadly). “ Yes ; I have them all.” 

Lady GhisUon. “How vert nice 1 It is so hard to part with one’s own Pictures, 

IS IT NOT?” 

Mr. Make Whyte {vMh much '^eelmg). “Awpullt, awfullt hard! Sometimes im- 
possible 1 ” 


EGBERT AND THE COUNTY COUNSELL8. 

Brown and me has been a having sum rare good fun lately. We 
has managed to see and hear a good deal about the County Oounsellers, 
and werry emusing we finds em to be. They sutienly does manage 
to quarrell among each other more than I shood have thorfc posserbel. 

t There’s a depperty Counseller among em who will 
tork whenever he gets a hoppertunity, yes and keeps 
the pot a biling, as Brown says, for nearly arf a 
nour at a time, and then finds bissdf heaten into a 
cocked at, and so has to sit down, while the others 
has a ioHy larf . 

Ever so many on em belongs to the Terns Conser- 
wancy, and so we are ofiEen hearing of their going 
up the River, when there ’s two much water there, 
and hoffering to show the poor natives how to get a 
lot of it away, but from what I hears they don’t 
seem for to be werry suoksessful. 

Too or three on em went to the Boat Race the other 
day and took ever so many Ladies with em, and jolly 
nioeidinners they had on bord after the Race was over and there wasn’t 
no more fear of no more rane, which had rayther spylt the morning. 


It’s reel good fun to hear the Counsellers tork about the Coppera- 
tion nowadays I such a dUifference to what it was about a year ago I 
Then it was aU bragging and boasting, now it’s all begging your 
pardon, and arsking yonr grace, and it shant occur a^ain 1 I never 
thort tosee such a change, and it ’s really werry emusing. The two 
places where they speshaUy seems not at all at their ease are the 
Court of Common Counsel and the Manshun House ; and in both of 
these honnerd places the few as wenters in do^ look uncumf era! 
indeed ! and the reel natives don’t show them no pitty ! not a hit of 
it, but takes a quiet larf whenever they gits a good chance. 

I ’ve herd as one of the Counsellers has been herd to say as there 
are no less than three on em in the House of Commons, each of em 
quite equal to the late Speaker, if not shuperior to Mm, and that it 
was only beggarly jealousy as prewented them giving them a fare 
chanee ! 

The same honorable Gent has been herd to say that the County 
Counsellors was much shuperior to the City Copperatiou, for it was 
only last Toosday*as they a^eed, without a word of remonsteranoe, 
to raise no less than two milliona of money from next year’s rates I 

I wander if it ’s al l trew I Robert. 

The Newest Nuisance.— The woman with a past before her. 
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THE NEW CONDUCTOR. 

[**Tou been elected by a majority of the House, '^ou are the 
representative of the whole House."’- oj- the £.ight How. Arthur 

BtUfottr^s ^eeh on the election of Mr, Gully as Speaker^ 

Mr, Punch to Mr, Speaker, 

Ir the Second Fiddle ’s satisfied, you ’re all right with the First I 
JPie Harp may heed your haton^ and as for the Big Drum, 
vvhea it booms out on the night with a loud sonorous burst, 

That makes the whole proscenium shahe and hum ; 

T9hat matter if the datt^, and the bang and bump a-nd batter, 

Kew but time? 

If they ’re docile to yoitt nod, and obedient to your rod, 

The New Cbnductor’s post will be prime I 

The Orchestra has doubtless been a little bit at odds. 

And what should bring forth harmony has fallen mto row ; 

But, good gracious ! there wwe shines sometimes among the Olym- 
pian g(^S, 

And the now ones look Tnillr and honey note. 


The brazen and the win^ both outdid Wagnerian shindy, 
ForawMe; 

wings and middle, and even the First Fiddle 
Yeus his virtuous indignation with k : 

^d go wrong, all the parts appeared at strife, 
umev liked the Old Conductor, were in doubt about the Hew • 
AM Wh-tbe-d’s tootling piccolo, and Wh-et-n’s wry-neck’d fife, 
Went d^dedly a little bit askew. 

But, in spite of blare and blether, they ’re now going well together. 
String and re«L 

Parchm^t, and wood, and brass ; and it yet may come to pass 
That the Hew Conductor’s dihut will succeed. 

The Old inductor’s style was perfection, there’s no doubt. 

In. 1 ah ^ ^ n i A mm * 


But me new one seems to know pretty well what he ’s about. 

A Mercury can ulay, though no Apollo. 

So let us cheer all round, as he makes his bow profound I 

a tap, tap I 

'^at, wMe welcome shakes the roof, 
er and dap I 


Sir, that St. Stephen’s Orchestra is mighty hard to lead : 

Heeds mastery, and dignity, and coolness, and fine ear. 

Great was the Ja^on-wielder 'tis your fortune to succeed ; 

But tackle your big task. Sir, without fear ! 

Punch trusts the name of Gully on Fame’s roll will not shine dully 
At the end ! 

How tone up string and bow, let the Hew Conductor know 
That he finds in each performer a fair friend I 


PARTY POLITICS. 

First Man (conciliatory). You ’re a Tory ? 

Second Man (also conciliatory), "no, I ’m a Unionist. Yes, 
a Unionist. Certainly I don’t aTOroye of Home Rule 

First Man, Don’t say that. I think wdl of Home Rule. 

Second Man, Oh, do you ? Well, I agree with the Liberals in 
some ways. 

First Man, Come to that, in some ways I agree with the Tories. 
How take Disestablishment. 

Second Man, Ah, that’s just one point where I disagree with the 
Liberals. 

First Man, Well, you may be right. But I should be a Tory if 
th^ supported Home Rule. 

■ Second Man, And I should be a Liberal if they didn’t want Dis- 
establishment. 

First Man, How, Chakbeblaht 

Second Man, Ah^ yeg, Chxmbbelaih-— - 

First Man, He opposes Home Rule. 

Second Man, He supports Disestablishment. 

[Left mutually abusing Mr. Chahbeblain. 

Fashionaele Inteliioencb. — “ The Loed Lieutenant was 
present at Punchestown for the races. His ExceUency and the house 
party &om the Yiceregal Lodge, which included Toby, M.P., met 
wim a hearty reception.” Haturally. If Toby, M.P. was not made 
welcome at PuncFs town, who should be ? 


CuY Hotes.— -TA c latest Crushing F^ort,~^Tke Londonderry Mine. 





THE NEW CONDUOTOB. 

YOU HATE BEEN ELECTED BY A MAJORITY OP THE HOUSE. YOU ARB THE REPRESENTATIVE OP THE WHOLE HOUSB." 

Heport of the Might Son, Arthur Saif our" s speech on the election of ]i£r% Gully as Speaker* 





Aprib 27, 1895,] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 



A BUSINESS ANNOUNCEMENT. 


TRADE BETRATED. 

Returned Anglo-Indian Colonel {to friend of 
his lophoodV Either yoxir climate is colder than 
it used to oe, or your coals throw out less heat. 
Which is it ? 

Sis Friends Oh, it’s the coals. Ruhhishy 
things, rather, Coijae from Tomsk ia Siberia. 

i2. -4.-Z C. Siberia I They ought to he sent 
there I But aren’t EngHah coals good enough F 
His Friend, Oh, yes, they’re good enough. 


But then, you see, they ’re dear. That ’s the 
result of the last Qoil smke. 

JR. A.-L C. Oh, I heard about that at Ban- 
galore. Then how about your razors ? I* bought 
one yesterday in the Strand. If you believe me, 
I ’ ve only used it once and it ’s blunt abeadv. 

His Friend, “ Made in Q-ermany,” no doubt. 
The trade ’s gone over there, they say. 

i2. A,-! &, And boots, now. Why has the 
pab I got in the City a month ago split open in 
two places? 


201 


His Friend, That ’s the late boo 
strike. Cheap American goo^ have 
ousted the genuine British article. 

JR. A,-L C, [meditatwely). Ah— 
heard of the boot strike too at Ban- 
galore. But I didn’t find my boot- 
maker charged me any less man in 
the old days for ’em. Tell you what, 
there ’s only one thing that will save 
England. 

His Friend, What’s that? 

jR. A,-L C, Why, a new kind 
of strike altogether. Why shouldn't 
the strikers strike striking f Eh ? . 

His Friend, That never struck me, 
\_They part pensively. 


MY PIPE. 

I no not now attempt to sing. 

With laudatory phrases. 

That now, in verse, quite hackneyed 
thing. 

Which poet, painter praises : 
Belovtd bvTTji^E, CLAunB, or Cutp, 
The excellent tobacco-pipe, 

Nor yet of bagpipes do I write, 

Pan’s pipes with Punch and Judy, 
Or organ ones, because you might 
Read books on them, from Mttdie, 
In varied tonnes, in varied type— 
On any sort of music pipe. 

Nor, ulagued of late however much 
By Dronchial aftections. 

Do I propose just now to touch. 

With medical reflections, 

On what Jack Erost delights to 
gripe. 

My chokmg, wheezing, sore wind- 
pipe, 

Nor am I speaking now of wine, 

Nor yet. from Mabeyat learning. 
Of what tne Cockney would define— 
Poor A as ever spuming— 

‘^The sime in mme, but not in 
shipe,” 

The pi;^e oi port; the boatswain’s 
pipe. 

No I Nowl sing— but not with praise, 
To praise it would be rummer 
Than any other sort of craze, 
Excepting in a plumber; 

I am not such a fool, a “ snipe,” 

As says the Bard- my water-pipe. 

For weeks I could not get a drop 
Of water, it was frozen ; 

When thus congealed the thing would 
stop, 

I spoke as would a boatswain. 

For seamen’s oaths the time was ripe, 
I here translate them— Hang that 
pipe ! 

Then suddenly, of course at night, 
There came a sudden splashing. 
And I, in most unequal fight. 

About my bedroom dashing. 

With sheets and towels tried to wipe, 
Or check, the flood from that vile 
pipe. 

You would not say that frost is fine, 
So exquisitely bracing. 

If you had had a pipe like mine, 

Your ruined home defacing ; 

On carpet, stain ; on paper, stripe 
Oh, blow that beastly water-pi]^ ! 


Song of the Peace Terms (Suno 
TO China). — “ Oh, Let us be Jappy 
together I ” 





PARLIAMENTARY “LIBERTY MEN” COMING ABOARD AFTER TEN DAYS’ LEAVE 
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A SONG OF SPEING. 

Oh, painters, yon who always “ oome 
Benore the swallow dares, and take 
The winds of March till May— with some 

Atrodens smell of paint, and make 
The streets in such a shocking state, yon 
Axe qnite a nnisance — ^how I hate yon ! 

How can I wear in peace a neat, 

SOk hat, and coat of decent black. 

When, passing yon in any street, J 
Yonx paint may tnmble on my back, 

Or I may smash, which might be sadder. 

My hat against yonx sloping ladder ? 

How can the imring delight my mind. 

How can I like the bndding trees. 

The bntterflies of any kind P 
A Painted Lady oonld not please 
In any way the mental man. 

Were 1 a painted gentleman. 

How can I like the balmy air. 

How dream of violets in bloom. 

When paint-pots swing aloft and scare 
With visions of imj^nding doom ? 

I 'm mad and hot— qnite crimson madder— 
With dodging each snccessive ladder. 


TO A BANTLING. 

{Lmes written to a Lady wJio ^^JBamted”) 

Some rh^es to make yon laugh ? I can’t 
Drop, W'egg-like, into rhyme instanter. 

It ’s easiness itself to bant, 

Comparatively hard to banter. 

The many pretty things I ’d say. 

The pleasant thoughts I ’d like to utter, 

I may not do, it seems to-day— 

Ton scorn the bare idea of luUer ! 

** Sweets to the sweet.” Not long ago, 

Why chocolates— you’d gladly greet them. 

Now you ’ve abandoned them, and so 
You never (hardly ever) eat them. 

To see you drink hot water— that 
The very stoniest heart would soften, 

You evidently think it flat, 

You ’re in it— aren’t you— much too often ? 

Yet whether 9st. 12, as when 
You weighed that day at Margate Station, 

Or lOst. 7, or 7st. 10, 

I can’t pretend to indignation. 

To bant from early mom till late 
May be, of course, supremely right of you ; 

But if you feel oppressed by weight. 

Would it not do if we made li^t of you ? 

Though that I swear I will not do. 

Let oihers, if they like, make bold to — 

I merely write these rhymes for you, 

I always do just what I ’m told to ! 

But if ;^u cease to peak and pme 
(For T^e the Banting Conscience hardens), 

You will not fail to dr^ a line — 

My chambers are in Temple Cardens. 


sexomaniA. 

By an Angry Old Buffer, 

“ When Adam delved and Eve span,” 
No one need ask which was the man. 
Bicycling, footbaUmg, scarce human. 

All wonder now “Which is the woman?” 
But a new fear my bosom vexes ; 
To-morrow there may be no sexes 1 
Unless, as end to all the pother, 
EfU)h2|one'in fact becomes the other. 

E’en then perhaps they’ll start amain 
A- trying to change back again ! 

Woman was woman, man was tthit i 
When Adam delved and Eve span. 

Now he can’t dig and she won’t spin. 
Unless ’tis tales all slang and sin I 



DOMESTIC TROUBLES. 

“What is it, Nuese?” 

Tapwca Ma’am, the Children wiLt make Slides on the Floor with 


ueTHiUH FJDATHEES. 


[ * The magnifioent ostrich at the Zoological Cardens, presented by 
died firom lung-disease.’^— Ba^er,\ 


Mt eyes are wet with dewy tears, 
That will not cease to flow. 

Like Mart’s little lamb, my grief 
Somehow is snre to go 
Wherever I do. It all comes 
From Mmelhing that I ’ve read, 
The os^ch that I Ipved so well 
FeE in, and now is dead. 

“ Magnificent indeed, it was. 

I never ceased to take 
A pride in its magnifloenoe 
For its own special sake. 

But added imto this there was 
An extra joy. I mean 
That loyalty asks ardour for 
A present from the Q^ueen. 


the Queen, has recently 

Oh ! ostrich, I have often thought 
Your smile ohildlike and bland, 
And speculated iE it ’s true 
That right down in the sand 
You really do conceal your head. 

But even though that’s wroug, 

It seems without a lung for life 
You could not live for long. 

My wife and I delight to hear 
Our wee girl’s meny laugh. 

As she ’b astride the elephant 
Or feeding the j * 


But ostrich— regal, lung-gone, dead! ' 

When we are at the Zoo, 

My wife’s best hat will always serve 
To turn my thoughts to you. 


,1 
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CARMENCITA. 

{Ati Impression,) 

0 EAST is east, and west is west 
And never the twain shall meet.” 

And the dance of Spain is one of the twain 
To the English Man in the Street. 



We love the trick of the lofty Mok 
And the mnscnlar display 

Of the nymph who has leapt at a muslin hoop 
And stopp’d in her flight half-way. 

A plain, hlnnt girl in the stormy swirl 
Of accordion pleats and laces, 

Tho* she cannot dance, if she spin and prance. 
Is numbered among the Graces. 

For heel and toe our hearts can glow 
And the feats of the rhythmic dog, 

And a poem of motion wells forth in the notion 
Of a Serpentine Dancing Dog. 

But the dancer^s art, of her life a part, 

A song of the wordless soul 

With a tale to tell, like the mudc’s swell, 

Too large for the word^s control. 

That goes not down in London town 
Where dogged conventions stick. 

And dancers still must charm with frill. 

Or “make shymnastic drick.” 

As the jungle king with his wrathful spring. 
To the lamb that aptly bleats. 

As the trumpet’s blare to the palsied air 
Of that which plays in pleats. 

So is east to west, with its sun-bom zest. 

With fine at the quick heart’s core. 

And passions bold as the ardent gold 
Of the sun on a southern shore. 


THE BALLAD OF THE KAISER’S MERCY. 

(Jn brief.) 

‘‘The sovereign’st thing on earth 
Was pannaceti, for an inward bruise.” 

Kmry the Fourth^ Part I., Act i., Sc. 3. 

A OUAREEL, anything but pretty. 

Cannot be healed by parmaceti. 

But honour, bruisdd in the leg. 

Finds sovereign solace in an egg. 


EEELECTIONS OF A STATESMAN. 

iSaiwrday.— Things lool^g queer. Leamington in a ferment, 
Tories denouncing me. Like their impudence. Must order Aethur 
BALrouE to stop this nonsense, and bring rebels to reason, I shall 
want Hythe thrown into the bargain. Balpoue must write more 
letters. If our little lot are to get ^ 
nothins: out of all this, what ’s the use 
of having sacrificed principles and 
Courtney ? Obviously none. I essr 
CoLLENOS quite agrees.^ Says the 
Tories will repent, when it is too late, 
of having refused to submit to the 

greatest, wisest, most generous and mKSP 

noblest statesman of this or any other 

age, past or future. W onderful amount Ih 

of sense in Jesse. Shall make him 

Governor-General of India, or First ^ W 

Monday, — Have seen Balpoue. 

Says he can do nothing at Lea- ^ 

mington. Wanted me to vrithdraw Liberal Unionist candidate. 
Me I The mere notion ridiculous. Told him so. Also asked him 
how about Compact. He said “ Compact be — At this moment 
Goschen came in, and interrupted. Balpoue said missmg word was 
“observed.” Goschen full of sympathy, but said he could do 
nothing. Shall not allow him to be Chancellor of Exch^uer again. 
Shall be ‘Chancellor of Exchequer myself. Letter in Times from 
Geoppret Deaoe, saying kind things about me. Rather patron- 
ising, but well meant. Shall make Deaoe Home Secretary. 

Tuesday,— L qMqi in Times from Lord Tbtnham: attacking me on 
account of vote on Welsh Disestablishment. Even a fool of a lord 
might know a man can’t wriggle out of everythin^r, and^ can’t please 
everybody. Have written to Salisbury ordering him to throw 
Teynhak into the Tower as soon as Unionist Government in power. 

If he refuses, shall accept Premiership myself and execute Teynham 
on Tower Hill. Leamington still ragmg. If this goes on shall march 
at head of Birmingham Fencibles and rase Leamington to the ^ound 
— all except three houses said to belong to Liberal Unionists. 
That ’ll teach them to oppose me, 

Wednesday,— Letter in Times from Byron Reed. Says I ’m not 
so bad as thev want to make me out. Nice sensible fellow Bt:^on. 
Shall make him Minister of Agriculture. Have sent ultimatums to 
Salisbury, Balpoue, Akbrs-Douglas, Michael Hicks-Beach, and 
Chaplin, ordering them to retire from public life. Shall run the 
show on enUrely different lines "with Austen and Jessij to help me. 
Have heard from editor of Hew Heview, who refuses to disclose name 
of author, of an attack on me. Have sent Henry James to editor 
with new patent rack and'thumbscrews. But there, my name ’s easy. 
Never could bear malice. Always forgive everybody. . . . Notes 
from Salisbury, Balpoue & Co. They refuse to retire. Henry 
James returns. Editor broke rack and threw thumbscrews out of 
window. A very ru'ie man, Henry James says. Gully elected 

Speaker. I ’m off to Birmingham. 

♦ * ♦ ♦ # ♦ 

Zater.— Letter from Hart Dyee in the Times, A good feRow, 
Hart Dyne. But why, in the name of screw-nails, should they aU 
presume to patronise me f 

Hf * •* * * * 

Letter in Standard from Stanley Boulter. Must stop that kind 
of nonsense. Leading article in Usual futUities : “We 

fuRy recognise loyal services, but on the present occasion,” &c. ' Shall 
refuse peerage and retire to Central AustraRa -with Jesse to found a 
Me-colony, Sick of the whole show. 

QUEER QUERY,— Any Advance?— I see that at the Shop 
Assistants’ Conference at Cardifl? it was said that what shop-workers 
ought to go in for was a “ Forward PoRoy,” Surely this must be a 
mistake ? If there is one thinjr ihat everybody objects to, it is for- 
ward young men and women behind the counter. One often hears the I 
shop-walker say,t“WiR you oomefprwarA AHss Jones, and serve this 
lady ! ” And perhaps that was what the OardifE people werp thinking 
of. Can this be the true explanation ? I sincerely hope so ; I don’t 


of. Can this be the true explanation ? I sincerely hope p ; I don’t 
want a “forward” young person, a sprt of ‘|indep^d^t labpur ; 
party,” slamhaing down goods for to inspect I— AtAttMED. 



Mat 4, 1895.] 


205 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 


MAT DAT. 

{Strictly axcordirig to Frecedcrtt,) 

OPEir tlie windows, salute the day ; 
Welcome, welcome the First of May. 
Everything’s changed, or ought to 
he, 

Buds are bursting on hedge and tree. 
Sweet winds breathe from the West 
or South 

Soft as a Mss from a maiden’s mouth. 
Every thmg speaks of warmth and 
love, 

Bright is the sun in the blue above. 
Out in the woods, I know, I know, 
Eur and feather are all aglow. 

Downy rabbits with jewel eyes 
Dart about in a wild s^prise. ’ 
jy'eUow-billed blackbird, speckled 
thrush. 

Pour their notes in a tuneful gush. 
And aU the neat little boys and girls, 
With clean fresh faces and hair [in 
curls. 

Sing in a chorus, “ Hurray, hurray ! 
April’s gone, it’s the First L of 
May!” 

« « « # 

That’s how I dreamt my May-day 
dream ; [to seem 

But things are not what they ought 
For the wind— why, bless me, the 
wind is East, 

And the birds don’t warble or chirp 
the least. [gloom. 

The whole of the sky is wrapped in 
And fires are lighting in every room. 
And I shiver and sneeze and spend 
my day 

In a winter-suit on the First of May. 


Amc’p About.— The skin of a Q-reat 
Auk was put up for sale last week, 
but the reserved price was not reached. 
Evidently it was of bad omen that it 
should have been put up at an ** Auk- 
shun.” 



THE NEW BOY! 

“Look, Fatheb, this is Youit hew Ovekooat.” 

“By Gboegb, it pits you capitally I ” 

“Yes, doesn’t it i You will now be able to weak jtf 
Old Clothes I ” 



DRAMATIC FAMILY LIKENESS. 

Fob the plot of The Paseport^ 
recently produced with a fair amount 
of success at Tail’s Theatre, the 
authors admit their indebtedness to 
Colonel Savage’s novel. My Official 
Wife* Oddly enough, this plot 
bears a considerable resemblance to 
that of The Orient JBxprees* a piece 
“ made in Germany,” of which the 
English adaptation was produced 
here, at Dal/s, during his season. 
In this piece, t.e., The Orient 
Express^ a gentleman has tourist 
tickets for himself and wife ; but 
his wife, after disposing of her 
ticket to a professional cicerone^ 
returns to England alone, while her 
husband, travelling on business, con- 
tinues his journey. The cicerone 
has sold the ticket cheap to a lady, 
who is therefore compelled to travel 
under the name inscribed on the 
ticket, and finds herself in the 
same carriage with the gentleman 
who has the corresponding ticket, 
and the ticket-collector, seeing the 
same names, hands back both .tickets 
to the gentleman, and tries to keep 
the carriage strictly reserved for 
them all the way, in which attempt 
he fails, and hence arise, on their 
return to England, com^cations 
analogous to those of The Passport. 
Was the novel of My Official Wife 
written before the German farcical 
play, or is it only a family like- 
ness ? 

“II IRA loiN.” — Dr. Fabbab, 
now Chaplain to the Spbabbb, has 
been m^e Dean of Canterbury. 
From the Deanery to a Bishopric is 
but a step. He has gone Far, will 
go Fabbab and fare better . . . and 
then . . . FABBAB-well to all his 
greatness ! 



STEIKES 1 LA MODE DE PAEIS. 

{From the Diary of a Fleasure-seeJcer of the Fubwre.) 

Rose early, intending to have a real good time of it, in spite of 
the recent disturbances. As a precautionary measure, wore my 
bullet-proof coat and shell-defying boots. Carried also my armour- 
plated umbrella, which can be used (on emergencies) as a shield to 
quick-firing guns. Looked out of window, and found the weather 
splendid, Firiug, too (which I had heard every now and again 
during the night), seemingly all but ceased. 

On reaching the street, representative of the Civil Power cautioned 
me to be careful. Thanked the representative for his comrtesy, and 
asked why a squadron of hussars were trotting past with drawn 
sabres. Was told that the soldiers were engaged in the protection 
of a sweep journeying to his work m a donkey-wirt. 

Started for a stroll, but had to seek shelter in a doorway from a 
voUey of bullets fired in the direction of the early milkman. From 
this demonstration I gathered that the food supply would be still 
further restricted owing to the action of the men on strike. After 
the purveyor had beaten a hasty retreat, advanced upon a strongly- 
fortified position, which turned out to be, as I expected it would, a 
doubly-entrenched cab-stand. 

Only one vehicle on the rank. Engaged the cabman. Although I 
was unaccompanied by a relative or friend, found the space at my 
disposal distinctly limited. The top of the four-wheeler was, of 
course, occupied by the customary rocket party. The box had its 
usual sentry, carrying a couple of revolvers and a search-light. 
Three of the seats inside were occupied by sharpshooters, and I 
retained the fourth. 

“We had better make for the river,” said the officer in command, 
and we fell in with the suggestion. 

Our progress was comparatively uneventful. Certainly at the 
comers of streets we had to run the gauntlet of a shower of projectiles 
of various dimensions; still, the armour-plated sides of the cab 
turned aside the flood of iron, and the custodians, by lyiiig fiat as 


occasion required, escaped without injury. Leaving the steel-pro- 
tected cab, I embarked on board an armoured penny steamboat, and 
made my way down the river. Fortunately, the helmsman was able 
to avoid the submarine mines which had been laid by the Chairman 
of the Strike Committee, Our voyage was also rendered exciting by 
the torp^oes. 

Having reached the last pier, I returned to land, and was suffi- 
ciently fortunate to catch an omnibus about to start on its exciting 
campaign. The route, which ran chiefly through main thomugf ares, 
extended to the length of four miles. Thanks to the exertions of all 
arms of the service, the distance was traversed in about three hours. 
Every inch of the ground was hotly contested, but the omnibus at 
length won the day. The losses on our side consisted of a colonel 
killed, and seventy-four raii-and-file wounded. The casualties on 
the side of the strikers were infinitely more numerous. 

On reaching my destination, I made for home in a balloon, thus 
escaping any lurtner molestation. 

PRESENTED AT COURT. 

Dbab Mb. Punch, — I notice that “ an original dramatic cari- 
cature ” is being played at the Court Theatre, under the title of 
Vanity Fair, To prevent mistakes, I vmte to say at once that I am 
on the eve of constructing a three-volume novel, called Prince 

of Denmark; a poem, called Box and Cox; and a satire, called 
Macaulay^ 8 History of England. I merely mention this fact to 

f roteot my copyright in the names I have chosen for my new works. 

have Also in contemplation the writing of a hook to be entitled 
Adam Bede, a novelette, to be known as King SohmonU Mines, 
and a story to be y’clept Treasure Island. May I add that I have 
also some pantomimes and eccentric ballets nearly refffiy that will be 
christened, when completed, — Esmond, The Virginians, The 
comes, Philip, and last, but not least, Pendennis. 

Yours truly, Nothing ie not Originai. 
P.S. — ^I am thinking of adopting as a nom de phime the signature 
of “ WniiAB Makepeace Thackeray.” 


VOL* CVUi. 
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ms PAYOUEITE SUBJECT. 

Distinguished Amateur soliloquiseth : — 

TsejrjsU! Egotistic ways axe my abhor- 
rence ; 

But if this masterpiece were only hung 
In the TJifizi 0-allery at Florence, 

"V^ere Leighton, like a god, ambrosial, 

And l^^LAis, in immortal manhood, stand, 
SeU-hinned, for admiration of posterity, 

I fancy that this work of my right hand 
Would quite eclipse mere Genius, whose 
temerity 

In challenging comparison with Berth 
Is really getting something unendurable. 
Aha 1 It moves me to sardonic mirth I 
To dream of my position as seourable 
By mere Bismaro1b.an brain 1 ! ! Ifow, as the 
god, . 

I come out admirably. Form and stature, 
The tiireateniag eye, and the earth-shaking 
nod, 

All, all to me are simply second nature. ^ 
Globe-trampling foot, and hand that grips 
the bolt,— [Apoflo,— 

Aye. and the lyre when I would play 
Are mine ! Will low-born Genius dare revolt. 

Or where I lead Greatness decline to f oUow r 
Absurd ! I hardly know in what great guise 
To paint my greatness I I haye sung of 
-®gir. 

But he was but a sea-god, and his size 
. And strength compared with mine were 
small and meagre. 

I am a Joint-stock Deity, as ’twere, 

Olympus in a nutshell, Neptune, Mars, 


The Cloud-CdmpeUer and the Stmged fair. 
Here I ’m pure J ore. And yet somehow it 
jars 

Upon my spirit to be ro restricted 
To one immortal guise, however grand. 

Hah! Gods by their own pencils thus 
depicted 

Would make a New Yalhalla e’en my 
hand • 

Need not disdain to add to. If Narcissus 
Had been a painter, now 1 There is no 
stream. 

Though clear as my own Rhine or the 
Hissus, 

Could do me justice. I must pa%rt my 
dream 

Of my Supernal Self. A mere rehection* 
From Nature’s mirror would but mar my 


beauty. 

No ; I must limn 


myself for the inspection 


Of men and gods ; it is a single duty. 

This does not satisfy me. AndTit is 
Too late, I fear, for Grandmamma’s R.A. 
Besides, those English journalists might quiz 
Even Imperial Art. They’ve their own 
way ^ ^ 

Too much by far in that ill-ordered isle, 
Those cheeky critic-fellows. Let me catch 
A Teuton quill-driver who ’ll dare to smile 
Upon a masterpiece he cannot match I ! ! 

[Left tou ching it up, 

Iiiterary. 

A BOOK is announced entitled Irish Hu- 
mour through English Glasses, ^ It will be 
followed, we hope, by a companion volum^ 
entitled Emlish (t7Q Humour through Irish 
( WMsky) Glasses. 


OUR BOOKING-OmCB. 

liCBSsns,* BLiiCKWOOD are issuing a standard 
edition of the works of Geokge Eliot. Adam 
Eede, of course, comes first, adtnura^ 
printed in dainty volumes of blue and gom. 
Glancing over the work brings back to w 
memory of my Baronitc a certain sohool»oy„ 
who, instead of going^ home to ^ner, used 
to spend tbe interval in the reading-room of 
a free library, literally dining off Adam Bede, 
then just out. It will be interesting to obs^e 
how far the public of to-day, more especmUy 
the young men and maidens who read novels, 
will take to Geoege Euot. In this new 
standard edition opportnmty, alike in respect 
of charm and cheapness, is made alluring. ^ « ■ 
The Curse of Intellect is an unattraetive 
title» suggestive rather of a series of essays 
on the' melancholy lives of certain' geniuses , 
than of the weird tale— for such it 
of a Man-Monkey. This story, published 
Messrs. Bulckwoob, and written by Machm- 
VELLi Colin Clottt, is a modem verabn 
of Frankenstein, the distinction beih^ that, 
whereas Frankenstein constructed his oto 
monster, the hero of this romance, one Bei^en 
Bower, finds a monster ready to hand in a kind 
of “ Mr. Gorilla,” whom he educates to speak 
a strange language, also to r#‘ad, ^te,^d 
think in excellent English. Tnis Convertei 
Ape kills his maker, and then consideratdy 

S uts an end to his own miserable existence ; he 
oes not, however, possess a sold (FVanAcw- 
stein^s Monster was also deficient in this 
respect). “ For 0 it issucha’norribletale;’^ 
ana, except to those who occasionally enjoy 
“a ’norrible tale,” this cannot be recom- 
mended by The Bakon de B.-W. 
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BLIND ALLEY-GORIES. 

By Dunno 'Waheiab. 

{Translated from, the original Zaj^pish, hy Mr, Tv/ruUCs ovm 


ISo, lEL— A SocsAnc Expinmaarr. 

Tot other day I went out for a -walk. Kj thoughts circled round 
my head like bees in a bonnet> and detached ^emselYes slowij[ from 
the*loose white honeycomb of my brain to mirror themselves in my 
soul, as is usual with me on 
such occasions. And, some- 
where round the comer, a 
voice lurked calling out re- 
marks— what I knew not, only 
that they were of a highly 
personal character. The people 
1 met stared at me, and I 
stared at thenn for I had a 
presentiment that they were 
talMn|^ about me, but 1 took 

no notice of them— beyond in- « . i a ^ ^ 

forming them that they were ^ practical lUnsferatioii.^* 

cowards and blowflies, and requesting to be informed why they en- 
closed their dirty interiors in glass. For I am Young Q-aenaway, 
and when I take a walk, I generally exchange amenities of this 
kind with any persons I happen to meet. 

At the Market Place, my friend the Tallow-chandler sat, inside his 
shop, dozing under a p^e canopy of farthing dip s. ^ 

‘ Answer me a ^estion,” I begged of him. ‘*^'Why does one yearn 
for the top brick on the chimney when one is a iMd, and yet feel 
dissatisfi^ when, as a man, one receives it oiitihie top of one’s 
Sunday tile f miy does the sea bird fly inland in jwinter to get food 
from Idle towns— only to turn up its beak whetiii ’presented with a 

ticket for soup ? Why do we ? ” \ 

My friend the Tallow-chandler answered ^ never a word, but 


chuckled foolishly to himself and retired behind a barrier of mottled 
soap. 

When I had gone a piece further I reached a back street, where I 
found my friend the Bird-stuffer sitting on his doorstep, playing the 
mouth-organ. 

“ Answer me a question,” I besought him. “ Suppose you found 
out that those who hold the reins of government in our town were 
educating large blue-bottle flies to make apricot jam out of your and 
your neighbours’ pig-wash, would you write to the local paper about 
it, even if you knew that the editor would decline to insert your 

letter?” 



My friend answered never a 
word; he only giggled in 
embarrassment, stmcx up a 
mazurka on his mouth-organ, 

Butj^own in Mud Alley, n^ 
friend the Dustcart-man sat 
at his open window— a family 
idyll, wife and six small chil- 
dren, all eating onions and 
fried fish. 

“ Answer me a question,” I 
prayed^him.‘f “If ar person came to you andj,saidfrudely, ‘Better 
anji;hing else than sittmg here with your head in the domestic halter 
among the potsherds and puflballs of the old ideals ; rather a jolly 


Myfteeidft tnswered never a word; he was out of the window 
bef cme l had time to walk away ; and in a very few moments I re- 
ceived a clear and practical illustration of the sort of reply he would 
give to such a question. 

As forme, Ilimp^homeas well as I could, and, when evening fell, 
and I was done up in brown paper and vinegar, both my eyes gleamed 
in the evening sun with the iridescent glitter of peacocks’ tails. 


“FOR THIS RELIEF, MUCH THANKSI^^ 

[“Fort Chitral, April 20. — Colonel Kelly’s 
force from Grilghitarrivod to-day. . , . Much sick- 
ness from bad food, excessive work, and exposure. 
Conduct of troops admirable. . . . The discipline, 
devotion, and fortitude displayed by all ranks 
under circumstances which required aU Ihose 
qualities are beyond all praise.”— -Dn MoherUonU 
Summary of the Sieye of GMtral:^ 


“Small time, but, in that small, most greatly liv’d 
This star of England.” 

Chorus : King Menry the Fi/3f#,JAct Y., Scetfe 2. ' 

Only one more “little war,’Vrof.ooiuse,‘ ' 
Precipitate pluck, and inadequate force — 

. Su^ wars as our England wages 
At terrible cost in British lives, 

And orphan children and widowed wives, ' 
Whereat, thongh greatly our glory thrives, 
Our oonscienee sometimes rages. 

But such little wars may need great hearts. 
And tile wandering heroes who ^y tiieir parts 
For England, the wide world over ; 

Fight as well though they fight— and f all- 
in a leagured hnt, oy a shattered wall 
As though the pumeof YYellingt^s pall 
Each death-cold breast should cover. 

Devotion, foitiindCj discipline ? Yes! 

They alw^s shine m the periOlons press, 
^^ere British soldiers rally. 

Shine as bright in the hopdess dark 
Of the mad meUe, thongh there ’s none to mark 
The scattered wreckage ruddy and stark 
Of the last brave stand or sally. 

YYe rejoice to hear, thongh weknew we should, 
Chitral’s defenders again made good 
The glorious old tradition 
Of loyalty to the flying flag. 

Cynics may dub it the tom red rag. 

But our tongues shall laud, whilst those 
ongues can wag, 

That splendid “ superstition.” 

The men who stood, and the men who came 
O’er ice-bound ridges with hearts aflame. 

To r^eye their leagured brothers, 

Have all douje wdl : and the tawi^ skin 
Of those who helped us to war and win, — 


Well, your little Englander ’s less ftkin 
To England than those others I 

‘ ‘ For this relief, much thanks I ” And thanks 
To dead, and living, and of all ranks. 

Forget their service ? Never ! 

“ Smil time,” indeed, but as brightly shone 
“ This star of England,” as it had done 
Da ^t sMoken field when. the Inrid sm 
Of the Corsican sank for ever. 


A .TIRST STEP 

' . TOWARDS HISTRIONICS, 

( Under the g'&idcmce of Serr Goethenrumn , ) 

,„Qwaafion. Have - you witnessed the per- 
formance of the Actor-manager ? 

Answer, No, but I have perused thetragedy 
of the Author-publidier, 

Q, Isit a curtain-raiser? 

A, No, but it is a hair-lifter, in three acts. 

Q, Howmany are the persons of the drama ? 

A, Four. 

Q, Of these, how many are objectionable ? 

A, Five. 

Q, Kindly resolve this paradox. 

A, All are objectionable that come on the 
stage, and one that doesn’t. 

Q. You speak of the stage ; where has the 
play been given ? 

X Nowhere, It has not received a license. 

Q» Is it the close season ? 

A, No, but so much private license was 
taken by the Anthor-publisher that the public 
censor did not see his way to adding to the 
amount, 

, Q, Then we shall not see it interpreted bv 
mtelligent actors? 

No, for even if license were granted, 
the Author-publisher would take all the 
parts himself 

Q, I do not follow iMs scheme of plurality. 

A, I quote from his own printed adver- 
^ement, “ The right of perfcaming in public 
Pw is reserved by the author.” 

, Q, Did you state that it is a trageiy ? 
i [A, Yes, but indining to farce. 


Q, Does it move thereader to pity and terror? 

A, Yes, both. Pity for himself, and terror 
of the next thing of the kind that he may 
have to read. 

Q, Has it any other of the high qualities 
of the Ghreek Tragedy ? 

A, It says it has me unities. 

Q. A seyere attack ? 

A, No* the Norwegian kind; a form of 
Teutonic measles, painful but transitory. 

Q, Is it heroic? 

A, No, but it is suburban. 

Q, Is the conclusion worthy of a neat 
tragedy? Does it end in a lurid light of 
whole-souled passion and death ? 

A, It ends about 4 A.M. the next day, 
with a cock crowing. The protagonist has 
come home intoxicated, and remains so. 
I regret to add that he pushes the heroine, 
she having displaced his beverage by break 
iug the glass. She slaps him upon the face, 
and eventually loses animation. I do not 
know how the other two end, because they 
were not home in time for the curtain. As 
it was, the Anthor-publisher nearly spoilt 
one of the unities through waiting for them. 

Q, All must be well that ends so well. 
Is there a problem or enigma ? 

A, There is always the insoluble riddle- 
why did he write it r 

Q. Is it full of situations ? 

A, Not inconveniently so ; but there is a 
dramatic moment. 

Q. Which? 

A, I do not know. 

Q. Then why do you say there is one ? 

A, Because the Author-publisher says so. 

Q, But is it not wasteful to have three 
acts, and only one dramatic moment ? 

A, 1 shoTUd have thought so; but the 
Author-publisher says he has shown economy, 

Q, Could you give meauideaof the manner ? 
Select a striking incident or a passage where 
there is subtle charc^terisation. 

A,^ One situation impressed me very much. 
I think it must have been the dramatic 
moment. I reserve it for my next. 

{To be continued^ 
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miA PULCHEA, MATEK 
PUJiGSHiXOSi* 

I LOTED a girl, divinely sweet, 

An unsophisticated creatiue ; 

I did not scruple to repeat 
She was divine, ^rou could not meet 
More charms isplayed in form and 
feature. 

I loved her youthful grace, her slight 
And dainty form, an angers seem- 
ing. 

Crowned by sweet hair, as dark as 

Her face would charm an artist’s 

A poef s t’houghts, a lover’s dream- 
ing. 

I loved her dark and lustrous eyes, 
Which love might light with glow- 
ing passion. 

Her lips, her neck— you vdll surmise 
I wrote her rhymes, all tears and 
sighs. 

In lovesick ver sifter’s fashion. 

I loved her like a childish pet, 

I felt I could not love another, 
Until the day when first I met 
Her vtidowed mother, charming yet, 
Andnow, instead, Hove her mother. 

I love the woman, for the rose, 

Full blown, excels the rosebud’s 
beauty, 

Hor think of girlish charms since those 
Ho more inspire my Muse, whichshows 
My Muse is fit lor any duty. 

I love her, stately as a queen 
Whom Yeeonese might have 
painted, 

Blue-eyed, withhairof golden sheen— 
That’s just the one thong which has 
been 

A trouble since we ’ve been ac- 
quainted. 

I love not charms I loved before, 
Hark as the night, or, say ahearseis. 
How auburn beauty pleases more. 

My wasted hours I deplore— 

I ’ve had to alter all those verses. 

Eppino and Oversteppinq-.— At 
a meeting of forest borderers, Wan- 
stead, it was asserted that since the 
Corporation had had control of the 
forest, upwards of 100,000 trees had 
been felled. If true, the members of 
the Corporation-Eppmg-Forest-Com- 
mittee will henceforth be known as 
“ those fellers ! ” 








) n 







“ANIMAL SPIRITS.” 

Ho. XII.— Outside Exetbe Hall. 


TO CIRCE. 

“ Lp doughty deeds my lady please,” 
Though somewhat old and gouty. 
The first occasion I wifi seize 
Of doing something doughty ; 

“ If gay attire delights your eye, 

I ’fl fight me in array ” 

Which every casual passer-by 
Will tbink extremely gay. 

“H sweetest sounds can win your ear," 
I ’U cheerfuUy begin , [f ear J 

(Though somewhat late m life, I 
To learn the violin : 

In fact, whatever task you set, 

You speedtiy discover 
That in the writer you have met 
A most submissive lover. 

I could exemplify the fact 
Through several extra verses, 

How I would please, by every act. 
My kindliest of Circe’s ; 

And yet by destiny malign 
You ’ve happened just to choose^ 
The single tai whim, though divine 
The bidder, I refuse. 

The single task — and pardon, pray, 
If, not without compunction, 
Eeluctantiy I disobey 
Youi positive iinunction : 

Ask what you will, I ’U undertake 
The deed, however big. 

But do not ^blind my eyes and 

Me try to draw a pig 1 [make 

TO A PICTUEE. 

Y^ pr(^yYace,iUpon 


Mv confidante — whatever befall, 

My trust in you wOl rest untold. 
You pretty face I 

What do they call you? Is it 
“Spring”? rRace”?— 

Or “Blossoms”? or “The Coming 
It matters not in any case, 

Your name may be just anything 
For all I care, you pretty face. 

You bring me back old scenes anew, 
You’ve something of mylady’s grace, 
' Oft.her sweet features just a trace. 
And so I have re-christened you— 

I won’t say what— you pretty face I 

I have no portrait to recall 
The sweetest of all maids to me, 
Hor have I need of one at all. 

Yet, seeing you upon my wall. 

By pleasing “make-believe” I see 
Her pretty face ! 


BABY’S DIAEY. 

[“ The Nursery Tricycle contains two seats, one for the mistress and one 
for the maid and her charge, and has two pairs of pedals,” — Daih/Faper.] 

This is rather fun! Ever so much better than those crawling 
old mail-carts and perambulators. Wonder mother and ^ 
nurse never thought of it before. A pneumatic tandem, 
too, I notice. Hope they understand blowing tire up ^ 

again when it bursts. m 

Hurse a duflcer at pedalling. A mere passenger ! Have rnrtr 
to keep her up to the mark by crying. Frightened a 
pony in a trap. Sarcastic driver said, “ You don’t want 
a bell to your machine with that child yelling like a ^ 

! tom-cat on fire.” Gives me a hint — I must see how our M 
cat does yell When it ’s on fire. ^ m 

Eeall^r^ I never saw such steering I Mother has just 
run us into a brick wall. Disgraceful! Why wasn’t 
she taught tricycling when she was young? Hereduca- 
tion has certainly been horribly neglected. wjffl ] 

Why should I sit in the middle, though ? Can’t see § jl 

the country properly. Make another protest— buder, if y 


possible. Passing pedestrian observes, “You should call your machine 
a crycycle, not a tricycle.” Put out my tongue at h^Lm. Hurse offers to 
give me a “pick-a-back” ; says she can pedal too! The old humbug! 
Scratch her face. Mother offers me a seat on front h^dle. Hot haH b|^. 
Fresh air makes one uncommonly hungry. Time for my bottle. 

Insist on my outriders stopping at a public for muk. 
Find the pony, trap, and sarcastic driver stopping there 
too. Latter says to Mother, “ So you’ve brought the 

f inf ant phenomenon with you,^ Ma’ am ! ” W cmder what 

he means. He adds something about a “fog-horn. 
Eude, I fancy. ^ . -n 

Back homewards. Awfully sleepy after that milk. 
W- - Curious milk. Perhws sarcastic person druggedit b quiet 
me? Fast asleep, wakened by crash ! Stars ! Oh, what 
is it ? Try to yeE-can’t— mouth full of something. 
Later. In my cot, thank Heaven ! Heard doctor say, 
M “Severe shock, but no bones broken,” ^ Avfful he^- 
a ache. Seems that break went wrong going down-hill. 
M Well, no “ safety tandem” for me again—c^’t stand 
myself, not being in favour of infanticide. Give 
^ ^ me a good old mail cart I 



PtJNCH, OE THE LONDON CHABIVABI. 


[Mat 4, 1895. 



FELINE AMENITIES. 

• Mm TregushiTig, “Oh yes 1 there are shoe lovslt Seas akd Skies m Cornwall, anb shoh Rocks and Oaves — ^and Seals 

—AND THE Jfosr MAONIFIOBNT -WILD WAVES YOTT EVER SAW— Aim 

Mrs, Frou-Frou, “ Bur no Dress-makers, I sitppose 1 ** 


JOHN STANDS ALOOF. 

(Shimonoseki, 1S96.) 

[“ Circimstaiiccs miglit arise, of course, in 
which we Aould feel called upon to safeguard our 
interests, hut so far we discern no adequate ground 
for interference .” — The “ Times ” on the Joint 
I Trotest of Mussia^ France and Germany against the 
I annexation portion of the Treaty of 8himonoseki,'\ 

Air— “ Meathen ' Chinee 

John Btjll sings 
I STAND hy, and I mark, 

And I see some things plain ; 

And the looks that are ds^k 
At the Jap’s game, and gain, 

Rrom that Headien Chinee, are peculiar ; 

But aloof I ’m content to remain I 

Ah Sin at th.e*game ^ 

Thought him chipper and rory ; 

But he ’s “ spoofed^^aJl the same— 
(Whatsome’er that imply) — 

And his smile is less pmsive and childlike 
Than when he once played with Bill Nxe. 

Little Jap looked absurd — 

As regarding mere size— 

And some people inferred 
He was feeble likewise ; 

Yet be ’s played it this time upon Johnnt 
I n a way it ’s scarce safe to despise. 

In the safEron pair’s game 
I did not take a hand. 

Some conceived that the same 
Jap did not understand ; 

But his grin i^mehow soon tamed the tables 
On “ the smile that was childlike and bland.” 


’Tis a theme for Bhet Haete, 

P’raps he only could show 
The artful Jap’s art— 

If I may put it so- 
la a way which is worthy the subject. 

But me interfere, gents ? Why, no I 

If Jap’s cards had been stocked— 

Which I do not believe— 

Had our feelings been shocked 
By *&e state of Jap’s ideeve ; 

We might have had reason for charging 
The same with intent to deceive. 

But the hands he has played 
With that Heathen Chinee, 

And the points he has made. 

Are, as far as I see, 

The result of good play good fortune ; 
And does it concern you or me ? 

The Russ standing by 
Turned Ms glance u^n me. * 

(For the Jap’s pile wots Mgh.) 

> And he Mssed, “ Shall Ms be? 

Must I have Ms smart Jap for a neighbour ? 
Shall he clear out the Heathen Chinee P ” 

Swarthy FsANgois looked glum, 

Ginger Hans rubbed Ms chin : 

But I smoked and stood mum. 

As the Jap raked the tin. 

Tl^I says, ‘‘ He’s played fairly and sguarely. 
So what oaR have we to out in ? 

” In the game, as you know. 

You would not take a hand. 

But a short while ago ; 

So let Jappt now land 
The stakes, and Ah Sin take his Mding 
At the game Ms foe dees understand. 


“ Johnny thought Mmself strong 
At that game ; but the facts 
Seem to prove he was wrong ; 

And unwisely he acts 
In howling at getting in warfare 
What ’s frequent in warfare — that ’s 
whacks ! 

“ WMch is why I remark, 

And my purpose is plain, 

That looks that are dark 
At the Jappt are vain. 

And, although you may Mnk me peculiar. 
Aloof — ^for the time — remain I 


SOMBTHINa IN THE WAT OP “ Q-REAT 

Expectations.”— When Jabez S. Balpoxtr 
arrives, no doubt Ms first visit will be to the 
editor of the Penny Illustrated Paper, in 
wMch paper appeared the portrait of Mm as 
“Mayor of Croydon,” wearing Ms chain of 
office — ^alas I the chain I— that led directly to 
Ms identifioation and arrest. The photograph 
was taken first and Jasez was tSken after- 
wards. Will Jabez S, Balfoxte call in at the 
office of the P, J, P. and say, with Joe Gar^ 
gery, “Ever the best of mends, ain’t us, 
P. J. P. ? ” Not quite likely. 

Proposed ChanOb op Name. — If Sir 
Whittaker Elus wees to the scheme for 
adding Bute House Estate— a Bute-iful pro- 
perty— to Richmond Parkf thus preserving it 
from the builders, “^en will be be gratefully 
remembered as “Wiseacre Ellis,’” 


“ Bar Gold.”— F ees to barristenu 






Mat 4 , 1895.] PUNCH, ' OE ' THE ' LONDON GHijRIVAEL 213 



MAY I. THE SWEEPS’ FESTIVAL. 

A Study in Blaok and White, Nice foe ITbxt Fake. 


REMAEKABLE INSTAIfCE OF SAGACITY IN GEOUSE. 

To T^e Field of April 20, Mr, Fbederick Mjlbank wote aBout 
the Monument to a Grouse Shooter^’ on Wimmergill Moor. Mr. 

considered the number of grouse he had bagged as con- 
stituting a “record,” and so caused a monument to be erected on the 
spot sacred to the memory of four thousand brace of grouse shot 
in six days by five guns with one extra gun on "ie sixth day. 
The monument, being erected, Beared the grouse away. Of course 
they read the sad story, held a council, and decided that as long 
as F. A, Milbanb: was anywhere about, within shot, they would 
preserve themselves bj avoiding him. Subsequently the monument 
was removed to Bamingham in North Yorkshire. But the North 
^rkshme birds are. quite indifferent to this tale from The H^s. 
They wink the otherleye, that is until such time as Fhbdebick: A. 
Milbanx shall show them the sort of gun he is, and then they ’U be 
sorry for not having taken warning earlier^ unless they possess the 
sagacity of the grouse of Wimmergill, which resembles that of Mr. 


JingWe dog, who read the inscription on the board, V* Gamekeeperjias 
orders to shoot all dogs found in this inclosure,” and “ wouldn’t bMS 
it.” “Singular circumstance that,” said Mr. Fiekwick. “will 
you aEow me to make a note of it ? ” 


THE MOHEEN BUTEE: 

Geowls op Modern “ Masters.” 
jRoyal AeadefiMj^ Burlrngton Ecme^ May 3, 1895. 

The “ Old Masters ” over, the New make a start. 

Another year ’s past and another year ’s come ; 

And Fame blows a blast on her trumpet, and Art 
Beats her drum I 

“ Walk Up n ” An example is set by the Court ; 

And Society hastens — a feverish throng ; 

A^.mere glance at the pictures, for life is but short— 

And Art ’s long I 

Three artists looked on with a cynical smile— 

One needy Outsider, and two rich E.A.’s 
(Both walking on velvet, because of the pile 
They could raise). 

They discussed the “ Art Patron in aE of that crowd 
An avis that ’s rara and rara each year. 

And these are the words that they spoke, and allowed 
Me to hear : — 

First F.A. 

“ Now, to none do I yield in my love of Vandtck - 
I adore the Italians — ^bow down to the Butch ; 

Velasquez I worship, and Gota I like 
Very much. 

“ But alas ! for the Sheepshanks and Vernons of old— 

For the Hills and the rest of a connoisseur race ! 

Old MECiBNAS has gone ; and investors of gold 
Take his place.” 

Second R.A. 

“ * Old Masters ’ they buy — any ancient design— 
Eighteen-thirty or so is the latest they ’E own ; 

None but ‘ made reputations ’ — ^no work, howe’er fine. 

If unknown,” 

Outsider. 

“ Their Art’s in their bankers’ -books, not in their eyes 
To encourage the artist is none of their plan ; 

They seek an investment that ’s likely to rise — 

To a man. 

“ Bo they think that fine art nowhere else can be seen 
But in saint that is squint-eyed, or boor that is drunk, 

In brown tree, Butch canal, man with ruff, or the lean 
Spanish monk ? ” 

Second R.A. 

“ Just refiect to what artists of old had been brought 
(Such as Ebxnolds, or Eaphael, or Phidias the Greek) 
Had their patrons informed them they meant to buy nought 
But antique ! ” 

Outsider. 

“ Then, our drawing is better— our atmosphere too, 

Flein air was ignored, or they voted it vice. 

As to values^ ’twas little they thought of or knew— 

Save of price.” 

First R.A. 

“ When men buy modem art, they buy Leightons and Moores 
And Sarpnts and Swans and the rest of our lot ; 

But as to their knowledge-— mine or like yours — 

Tommy rot ! ” 

Second R,A, 

“ Bo you think they appreciate Lewis’s skies— 

Bo they care if they ’re worked up in stipple or wash ? 

Bo you think it ’s the Art (not the money) they prize ? 

Simply bosh ! ” 

Outsider. 

And the artist may starve on his poor i^et-bed^ 

But their hundreds and thousands they mower on his name 
When he ’s dead ! — 

“ When the two Greatest Masters — Old Varnish and Time — 
To his work superficial beauties have lent, 

Lo behold, they appreciate! Be it so. I’m 
Quite content.” 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVAEL 


A PBIEND AT A PINCH. 

(An VlUerly ImpossiiU Incident ihatwillj^er le *^JUported'*) 
SdDOi-^ Court of Law. Expertenced Counsel arguing 
a point in the teeth of his Lordship on the Bench, 

His Lordship (angrily), No, Mr. Ba20)s, I really cannot 
agree with yon. It seems to me that yon are merely 
wasting onr time, and no donht yonr own. 

Experienced Counsel (politely). Not at all, my Lord. 
I Ecareely venture to urge the ^eat importance of the 
matter to my client. 

His Lordship, No donht; and yoim client showed 
excellent jndment in entrusting his interests to yonr 
hands. Still law is law. and can never he anything else. 

Exp, C, Yonr LordsHp is most kind. Bnt my point, 
my Lord, is so plain— the matter is so clear. Surely yonr 
Lordship must see it. 

His Lordship (with much irony). It is my fault, no 
donht, Mr. Bands, hnt as matter of fact yonr point is 
absolutely lost to me. I confess 1 cannot see it at all. 

Exp, Cm 1 would not propose for a moment that your 
LordsJhip’s judgment is at fault. But I would venture to 
suggest that the atmosphere of the Court is sufficiently 
dense to cloud the clearest and most hrilliant intellect. 

. His Lordship (mollified). There is a good deal in what 
you say, Mr. Bands, hut of course, we must put up with 
it. There is no remedy. 

. Exp, C, With every possible respect to the Bench, my 
Lord, I would humbly suggest that there is a remedy. 

H%s Lordship, Can you quote a case ? 

Exp, C, I at any rate, refer to an opinion. 

His Lordship, Has it been reported ? 

Exp, C, Certainly, my Lord. Yon will find it in the 
Reports of the Hardwicke Society. Lord Chief Justice 
RussbIiL op Ejliowen has laid it down that snuff is a 
most valuable assistance to the proper dispensation of 
justice. His Lordship has declared that the inhaling of 
prepared tobacco through the nostrils “clears the judi- 
cial brain, predisposes it to calmness and impartiality, 
and enables a learned judge to listen with patience to the 
most fiuent and prolific of forensic orators.”- If your 


(After a few moments of consideration,) I will reserve 
the case for further consideration, and wB. deliver judg- 
ment later. 

Exp, C, As your Lordship pleases. I will ask the 
usher to hand my authorities to your Lordship. 

His Lordship (receiving snuffs hox). You are very 
good. I wiU not overlook their assistance in coming to a 
conclufion. I hope the occasion may never arise when I 
might be compelled, as the vulgar tongue expresses it. to 
“ give you snuff.” \_8cene closes upon mutual courtesies. 



* Oh, I ’m glad you *ve got a Piano ik thb Rooms I What is it ?- 
A Broadwood?” . ’ “No, Mum. Mtogh*nt1” 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED PROM THE DIART OF TORT, M.P. 

House of Commons^ Monday^ April 22.— Easter holidays over; 
school back ; new master in charge ; process of installation a little 
lacking in pomp and circumstance. This due in large measure to 
incidence of holiday. At Westminster, as at other schools, boys 
don't insist, vi et armis, on returning on the opening day. Wide 
gaps on most of the benches ; Front Opposition Bench a wilderness. 
Pbutcb Arthur and all his merrie men abstained from lending to 
installation of new Speaker the grace and comfort of their presence. 

^ “ It is quite true, dear hoy,” Pmnce Arthur said, when I gently 
hinted that the Leader of Opposition should have been present on 
such occasion, “ that when our man was defeated I said, Mr. William 
Court Oullt having been elected by a majority of the House, is j 
representative of the whole House. But it 's a long name, you know, I 
and in ordinary practice I must stop short at William. You can’t 
expect me to Court Gully.” 

Amid depressing circumstances as far as attendance went, new 
Speaker bore himself faultlessly;, ftuiok-change process watched 
with breathless interest from Ladies’ Gallery. First, Speaker-Elect, 
preceded by Mace, entered, attired in Court dress with close-fitting 
bob- wig. At summons of Black Rod, proceeded to House of Lords ; 
placed at Bar in custody of Black Rod and Sergeant-at-Arms ; not 
even ‘ ‘ accommodated with a chair.” There to receive Her MLajtestt’s 
sanction of choice of Speaker made by Comutions. Happened tihat 
the Q^ueen couldn’t come. One of the cloaked and wigged figures 
on Woolsack mentioned the matter iu charmingly casual way. ! 

“It not l^g convenient for ^br Maxb&tt. to jj^ tpbracnklly 
presant at this tune,” said a voice which bewrayed thcLoED 


CELLOR, “a Commission has been issued under the Grand Seal 
empowering the Lords named therein to convey Royal Assent to 
Commons’ selection of Speaker.” 

Lord Chancellor quite friendly with Speaker-Elect, whom he 
familiarly addressed m “ Mr. Gully.’] Spoke highly of his talents, 
diligence, and snffioiency to fulfil important duties to which it 
had pleased majoritv of Commons to call him. Said he had made 
it all right with the CIueen, and that William Court might go back 
to Commons^ apd get about his business. Speaker, not to be out- 
done in geniality, begged his anonymous friend, one of five muffled 
up in scarlet gowns.jin the event of any mess being made with 
matters in the other House, to impute the blame to bim alone, and 
let the other fellows go scot-free. 

Amongst crowd oi Commoners clustered behind Speaker there 
was scarcely a dry eye when this noble sentiment was uttered. 

“ Solonjf I ” said tbe voice that was certainly the Lord Chancellor’s. 
Taking this as hint to retire, Speaker withdrew from the Bar, and 
left the House “ Without a stain on his character,” as the Earl of 
Co]^ and Orrery handsomely said. Returned to Commons in pro- 
cession, with Mace lightly but firmly carried by Sergeant-at-Arms. 
Instead of taking Chair, marched round by passage to the rear, 
disaweaxed from view. Consternation in Strangers’ Gallery. 

“He’s bolted!” one {gentleman whispered to his neighbour. 
“ Funked it when the music stopped and he came to the bosses.” 

After few monaents of growing uneasiness, a fine figure, in full- 
bottomed wig, silken gown, beneath which silver-buckled shoes 
shimmered, emerged from behind, S peaker's Chair, and sealed itself 
in it. “ Order ! Order I ” said a iiill, pleasant voice ; and Whliam 
Court Gullt entered upon what 'promis'eSb-tolbe apxospefous a-ti d 
distiiLgui^ed career. 
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Sake tells me that, on going: into Com- 
mittee of Supply, he intends to move that 
henceforward, the gallery over the Clock 
facing the Chair shall he called ‘*The 
Speaker’s Gullery.” Saxe always thinks 
of the right thing at the right time. 

Business done , — New Speaker installed. 

Tuesday . — ^The Order by which Minis- 
ters took Tuesdays having lapsed, private 
Members to-night came into their own 
again. Always stoutly resist incursion of 
greedy Ooveniments on their small posses- 
sions. Might reasonably be supposed 
that, having come into their inheritance, 
would have made most of it. Lots of 
things to do to-night. Several resolutions 
on paper, with Orders of Day to follow. 
What happCTed was that by a quarter to 
nine enthusiasm finally evaporated; count 
called; only thirty-seven Members re- 
sponds ; lights forthwith put out. 

Opening debate on Charity Commission 
certonly a little heavy. Every Member 
who got his chance felt it incumbent on 
him to sp^ for at least half an hour. 
Some considerably exceeded this limit. 

Parturiunt montes^^* said Hebbebt 
Maxwelu, wearily looking round as 
OBiEPrm - Boscawen followed John 
Eems and Jesse Coelings succeeded 
Fbancts Stevenson ; “ nascitur ridiculus 
musJ^ 

And so it was.. Particular mountain 
at work when the mouse appeared was 
J. W. Lowtheb,^ Mouse entered from 
behind Speaeee’s Chair; leisurely pro- 
ceeded along passage between Front Oppo- 
sition Bench and table at which J. W. was 






Fancy PictureJ'of Sir Thomas Esmon.de bringing forward 
Queen]** Lily o^ Ballamey ” Hawaii. 


Thursday . — ^AH very well for gay young 
Irish baronet like Eselonde to champion 
cause of errant Queens throned in summer 
seas. Expected other things from The 
MacGtkegoe. House quite shocked when 
he interposed juht now. Esmonhe asked 
Edwabd Obey whether Q-overnment could 
do anything to obtain proper treatment for 
Queen of Hawaii. Before Under Secre- 
tary could reply, The MacG-begoe, sud- 
denly leaping across dyke as it were, in- 
terposed. “ As I happen to know the lady 
who was formerly Queen of Hawaii,*’ said 
The MacGtBEGob, and so proceeded to 
hack up Esmonde’s plea. Offhand way 
in whicn reference was made suggested 
illimitable possibilities, The MacQ-regob 
jnst “happened to know” this Queen, 
probablv one of a bevy. On some quiet 
night House might hope to bear paper 
read by The MacQ-begob on “ Queens I 
Have Known.” 

Sabe curiously anxious as to where the 
acquaintance was made, and how it was 
nurtured. Did The MacQ-begob vacci- 
nate Her Majesty whilst he, still in public 
capacity, sojourned at Penrith f “Was she 
an inmate of Peebles Hydropathic Insti- 
tute what time be was resident physician ? 

■ or did be minister to her at the Barnhill 
Hospital and Asylum, Qlasgow, of which, 
before he took to Imperial politics, he was 
superintendent ? Pleasanter still to think 
of The MacG-begob and the Queen with 
the musical name wandering hand in hand 
amid the orange grroves of sea-girt Hawaii, 
breakfasting on the bountiful bread-fruit, 
lunching off the succulent yam. ' Did be 
in those days call her so inneh as Ltlitto- 
EAX.ANI ? or did be venture on the dimi- 
nutive Lili? Sabk bad better give 


r y ^mey nawau. ^ 

nibbl^ fibre of mattiDg lu remonstrance at his absence ; passed notice of these questions. Business ifonc,— Fresh Ministerial Bills 
mundfewlessly by J. W.’s heels; sat for moment in full view of brought in withTboth hands. 

House I^^mng attentively to J. .W.’s argument; yawned and Friday , — ^^^other private Members’ night, and, by consequence, 

^untered b^k the way it c^e. Interest in debate evidently keener another count out. G[niugs kept going till a quarter to eight, but 
than th^ of averse Member. As soon as Acland’s voice rever- only with utmost difficulty. Members consented to stay in prospect 
berated through almost empty Chamber, mouse observed strolling of division on Albert Kollit’s motion protesting against exemp- 
j back along lamito way ; took its seat on floor nnder shadow of Mace tion of Qovernment property from rating. But they would.not longer 
® rule ; followed Acland’s argument linger. When Lubbock followed, with, proposal of pleasant chat 

j^th evidently keen ii^erest. Interrupted by approach of Bichabi) about London* s share of imperial contribution to local purposes, the 
T e i^ le. Quickly looking up and catening sight of his stately figure few remaining Members, vamly trving to look as if they ’d be back 
wwingtoSpEAKEB, mouse fl.ed like the wmd, in its terror making off in ten minutes.” walked out. House counted; only twenty-five 
by^I^earary Bench, fi^y escaping by another exit. present, and so home to dinner. 

togitam^ smd Hebb^t mxwBix, who breakfasts every “Yes, yes,” said Walter Long, left in charge of Front Opposi- 
meaning off a plate of pcandge and a page of Plautus, — lion Bench, “ but this wou’t preveut us on Monday, when SquiRB op 


** Cogitate, mpB pusillus quam. sit sapiens bestia, 

JEtatem qni uni cubili nnnqnam. committit suam.” 

Bustness done , — ^Pension of £4,000 a year voted to Abtkub 
Wellesley Peel, late Speaker. 


THE BATTi;,E OF EASTBOUBJSTE. 

Natis in nsnm Isetitiae rosis 
Pugnaxe Eastbourni est, 

Hobacb {slightly emended). 

It is not the English nature, bub the English climate that makes 
us t^e onr pleasures^ sadly (if we do, which we don’t). And it is not 
the fault of the English nature, hut of the organisers, if our public 
pageants are usually, like our statues, more or less good-humoured 
burles^es of what they are meant to represent. Now Eastbourne has 
triumphantly shown that, in spite of chilling and heavy rain, England 
can rival the sunny South in the beauty and variety of a big pro- 
, cesrion of floral cars. And if Eastbourne can do this, why can it not 
’ b® done elsewhere ? “ Organise, organise, organise,” and let the 
* hireling merrymaker he conspicuously absent, Yonr hireling tfill 
; stiy. w^x bis armour as if he were bearing the spoUa opima of a 
burgl^ manne-store dealer. And the lady hireling, as a sea-nymph 
, or a shepherdess, can never quite forget what she owes to her dignity 
as a respectable married woman. In the interests of the family ex- 
, chequer, and in the way of business, she may consent to dally with 
5 allegory, but her heart is not in the mermaid’s grot, nor do the 
I spacious tmes of Qreat Elizabeth inspire her, beyondihe Victorian 
^cuB-si^e, the oircns-smile which puts a girdle xound about the 
for f 0 ^ minu^s, or more if the procession he so long a-field. 
At the Easthoume Battle of Flowers everyone lived up to ms or her 


Malwood proposes to take Tuesday and Friday; mornings' for public 
business, stubbornly resisting piratical incursion on the rights of 
private Members, Whatever we are, let ns be logical.” 

Business iMiuisterial defeat on EoLLiT’samendment averted 
by majority of one. , . . 


coacb, carnage, wheel-barrow or cart, in a way which speaks 
volumes for the artistic sense of the South Saxons. The children, as 
children use, took the cake— after Mr. Ebgab Bbxtcb. They were 


deck with drawn sword and ■unswerving dignity for some* two hours 
of constant and crowded parading. “ Bravo, Bubnaby,” is the re- 
sul^t cry of gratified spectators, and better weather next time. A 
better show it would be ungrateful to suggest. 

- I 

ITmra Khan’s Consi^e^ 

When headstrong chieftains say “ J shan’t,” 

Or do the things they ’re bidden hot to, 

Like Umba Khan (now Umba can’t), 

They ’ll find”*“non p<).^«^fhws” their motto. 

Agbicultubad PB08i?ECTS4Tr-The Kent farmers, are looking forward 
future. “What ’« the odds.” to thm% “as long as they ’re 

• * ' I . • 4 J. t 

’ *FbIit’ Want.” — A i^mfcrtable and respeotahle-looldng 
.biUycookhat. .. ; 4 . .. • u. 'uii v.. 
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«BEAINS FOR CASH/' I 

[*‘ The imbridled greedmesa of some | 
authors.” - Ms. Go.*'SB.] j 

Pviblif^htr {nervotbsly). And 
what will your terms he for a 
short story, in ^oui best style ? 

Avtlv>r [hftili/). I have only 
one style, ai d that is perfection. 

I couldn’t think of charging less 
than fifty guineas a page. 

Puhlisher {aghast). Fifty 
guineas a page! But are yon 
aware that Lord Macauxat got 
only ten thousand for the whole of 
his history, and that Milton 

Author {rudely). Hang Macau- 
lay and Milton! Surely you 
would not compare those second- 
rate writers with myself! If 
they were content to work for 
starvation wages, I am not, 

Pullisher, But, say your story 
runs to twenty pages, as it pro- 
bably will, I shall have to pay 
you for that one short tale the 
really ridiculous sum of a thou- 
sand pounds ! 

Author {coolly). Yes, it is rather 
ridiculous— ridiculously small, 1 
mean. Still, out of regard to your 
pfcket, I am willing to accept 
that inad^uate remuneration. Is 
it a bargain ? 

Puhlisher {tcith a groan). It 
must be. The public demands 
vour work, and we have no option. 
But allow me to remark that your 
policy is 

Author {gaily), A Policy of As- ^ 
surance, on which yow have to pay 
the premium. Ha, ha I 

A Teas ok Two Latek. 

Author {deferentially), I have 
a really capital idea lor a work of 
fiction, on a subject which I be- 
lieve to be quite original. What 
—ahem !— are you prepared to 
offer for the copyright ? 

Publisher, Couldn’t think of 
making an offer till we saw the 
work. It might turn out to be 
worth nothing at alL 

Author, Nothing at all I But 
you forget how my fame 

Publisher, Disappeared when 
we were obliged to charge the 
public six shillings for a story of 
yours about the size of an average 
tract. Other writers have come 
to the front, you know. Still, if 





mwi 




« The Female Ostkich at the Zoo is dead.” 


th^^re^s anything in yonr novel, 
when it’s fioished, we should, I 
daresay, he prepared to offer you 
a couple of guiueas down, and a 
conple more when— say- a thou- 
sand copies had been sold. Is it 
a hargain ? 

Author {sadly), I suppose it 
must be! Yet I can hardly be 
said to be paid for my work. 

Publisher, Perhaps not. But 
you can be said to be paid out ! 


THE STREETS OF LONDON. 

The stately streets of London 
Are always “up” in Spring, 

To ordinary minds an ex- 
-traordinary thing. 

Then cabs across strange ridges 
bound. 

Or sink in holes, abused 
With words resembling not, in 
souud, 

Those Mrs, Hbmans used. 

The miry streets of London, 
Dotted with lamps by night ; 
What pitfalls where the dazzled 
Sees donbly ruddy light I [eye 
For in the season, jast in May, 
When many meetings meet. 
The jocund vestry starts away, 
And closes all the street. 

The shut-np streets of London ! 

How willingly one jumps 
From where one’s cab must stop, 
through pools 

Of mud, la dancing pumps ! 
When thus one skips on miry ways 
One’s pride is much decreased. 
Like Mrs, Gflpin^s^ for one’s 
*• chaise” 

Is “three doors off ” at least. 

The free, fair streets of London! 

Long, long, in vestry hall, 

May headsof native thickness rise, 
When April showers fall ; 

And greeu for ever be the men 
Who spend the rates in May, 
By stopping all the traffic then 
In such a jocose way ! 


In Bloom — On Saturday last 
there was a letter in the Daily 
Telegraph headed “Trees for 
Londoners,” The lessee and 
manager of the Haymarket 
Theatre thinks that for Lon- 
doners two Trees are quite suffi- 
cient, i,e, his wife and himself. 


THE DRINK QUESTION. 

First Man, What rot it is to keep this tax on beer I 

Second Man, Well, it’s better than spirits, anyhow. 

First Man, Of oourfce you say that as you’ve got those shares in 
that Distillery Company. 

Second Man, Well, you needn’t talk, with your Allsopp 
D ebentures. 

First Man, Come to that, personally I take no interest iu beer. 
It’s poison to me. 

Second Man, It’s the finest drink in the world. I never touch 
spirits. 

First Man, They’re much more wholesome. I wonder what the 
Gloverument will do about Local Yeto and Compensation. I suppose, 
as I ’m a Liberal 

Second Man, So am I. But I respect vested interests. Now, in 
theory, leetotalism, especially for the masses 

First Man, Waiter, bring me a whiskey, and soda. 

Second Man, And bring me a glass of bitter. 

First Man. A s for Wiieeu) Lawson, he ’s an utter 

Second Man,. Oh, WiLPiai) Lawson I He ’s a downright 

IThoy drink^not Sib Wilpkid’s health. 


THE LOSS OF THE OALLERY. j 

{A Fragment from the Chronicles of St, Stephen* $,) 

“But must I give up this comfortable furniture?” asked the 
poor person, looking at the venerable chairs, some of which were 
distinctly rickety, 

“ Yon must, indeed,” replied firmly, hut still with a certain tender- 
ness, the stem official. 

“But I can nearly hear what they are saying,” urged the fair 
petitioner. 

“ I cannot help it.” ^ 

“And aWhut see them,” and once again she peered through thegnlle. 

“1 am forced to obey my orders,” returned the official, “You 
applauded. You clapped your hands- and you must retire.” 

“And for that liitle Durst of enthusiasm,” almost wept the 
persouj “ I am to lose all this happiness I To he stopped from hearing 
an indistinct murmur, seeing a blurred picture, resting on rickety 
seats, and breathing a vitiated atmosphere I Am I to lose all these 
comforts and pleasures and advantages p ” 

“I am afraid so,” was the answer. And then the official opened 
the door ot the Ladies’ GaUery f the House of Commons, and the 
person passed out. 


TOL. OTMIL 


tr 
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ALL THE DHEEEENCE. | 

SsNiojtxa p^res f Eude Eads, and some 
Tories, 

Would make mat apply to mere manner of 
exit. 

If the ** Spirit of Eld” is in charge of onr 
glories, 

Why wantonly vex it ? 

That Spirit of Eld is the “ note ” of onr era. 

Grand old men— and women— at hossing 
are busy. 

Tenth? Stuff I Callow youth was indeed 
the chimera 

Of dandyish Dizzy. 

But that was when Dizzy, himself young— 
and curly— 

Was YmAiT Gbey, not the Primrose 
Dames’ darling. 

The Great Earl himself did not dominate 
early. 

Oh, out on such snarliag I 

Old ways, and old wines, and old warriors 
for ever I 

(Or, if not for ever, a whacking big slice 
of it.) 

Great Ssioa: firom service ’twere foUy to 
sever, 

Whilst winning the price of it. 

Eetirement is not your true militaMs rirtne; 

To **beat the retreat” irks us aE, dukes 
or drummers. 

Let Winter hold sway, then — ^it cannot much 
hurt you— 

For— say ic— more summers 1 

True Haitnibal, Gastoit db Foix, Aubx- 

ANDBR, 

Napoieox, Dok JoHisr, the Gkbat Cond^i, 
and CoETES 

Were types of the true,adolescentoonimander. 

And swayed ere their forties, 

StUl, they were god-loved and died young, 
like our Sidioiy, 

But Genius is versatiLe, l^ature is various ; 

All heroes are not of the same **kiddish” 
kidney. 

Ask— say— B elxsabxus 1 

To grudge him his obolus (“ screw ” as we> 
name it) 

Because he has drawn it a few years— say 
fifty— 

If Eads had a conscience at all. Sir, would 
shame it I 

But Eads are so— thrifty I 

For fellows like Wolseley or Eobeets, re- 
tirement 

Is all very well; they’ve no call for to 
stop, Sir. 

But oh 1 for an Army the master requirement 

Is grey hairs— a-top, Sir I 



NINETY TEAE! 

f “ In the retrospect of ninety years there is a 
pathetic mixture of gratitude for ample opportu- 
nities, and humiliation for insignificant per- 
formances.*’ — Dr, tfames Martmem^ on his 
Ninetieth Birthday. 1 

Aie— Thackeeay’s “ Age of WtsdomJ^ 
Ho I petty prattler of sparkhng sin, 
Paradox-monger, slave of the queer ! 

AE your wish is a name to wm, 

To shook the duEards, to sack the tin. — 
Wait tiE you come to Hiuety Tear I 

Curled looks oovct your shaEow brains, 
Twaddle and tinkle is aE your cheer. 

Sickly and sullied your amorous strains, 
Pessimist praters oi fancied pains, — 

What do you think of tM$ Hinety Tear ? 




FAMILIAR PHRASE EXPLAINED. 

Bohmson. ” Well, old Chap, how did you sleep last Night ? '' 

Smitih (who had dmed out). “ ‘Like a Top.* As soon as my Head touched the 
Pillow, it went bound and bound 1 ’* 


Ninety times over let May-day pass 
(If you should Eve, which you won’t I 
fear), 

Then you wiE know that you were hut an 
ass, 

Then you wiE shudder and moan, “Alas ! 
Would I had known it some Ninety 
Tear!” 

Pli dge him round ! He ’s a Man, I declare ; 
His heart is warm, though liis hair be 
grey. 

Modest, as though a record so fair, 

A braiu so big, and a soul so rare. 

Were a mere matter of every day. 


His eloquent Eps tbe Truth have kissed. 

His vaHaut eyes for the Right have shone. 
Pray, and Esteu— ’twere well you Est— 

Look not away lest the chance he missed, 
Look on a Man, ere your chance be gone I 

Maetineau Eves, he ’s alive, he ’s here ! 

He loved, and married, seventy years’ syne 
Zooh at him, taintless of fraud or fear, 

AEve and manful at Ninety Tear, 

And blush at your pitiful pessimist whiae! 


Hamlet (amended hy Lord Farrar ). — ^“,Ii 
my mind’s eye, 0 ratio I ” 
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FIRST IMPRESSIONS OF THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 



No. 436. The President and Mr. Marks, E.A., as seen at a long range. 



Ko- 89. Bray on the Thames. By 
T. Sidney Cooper, E.A. 




Ko, 147. A Bather’s Cuss! 



No# 821. *• You should see us dance the 
Pole-ka ! ” By Arthur "VVardle. 



. ®»’>'»ster8hire “Colts” at practioe. Newleft- 
ianded bowler promises well. By George Clausen, A.E. A? 

.A. R, 


No. 195. ^ AU| snuggled up! I 
President is compelled \ 
economise space 


to 




AT THE R. A.:! 

? (Ac., A SepreseTUative cU the JRoyal Aeadefny. )l 

Mi moa^ ^^^e^M^ohoice^^ person to pay 

somewhat confused at Teein strmght before hbn, and will 
dignified figure wearK but, exactly opposite Mm, a 

Tisiton “It can brno other to receive the eady 

the stranger within the gates • “ Mmself,’’ will at once occur to 

the benefit of Ms healtf Md I not hear that he was abroad for 

ments of tbe co^te^extende?^^ aoknowledgf 

of Art in this hf^l Representative 

staring at him, wit h a uen President’s left hand, and 

the visitor, or to make a sketch nf^h?^’ ,®^^ber to take down the name of 

me liaving the pleasure of bansr ? whose lineaments any- 

R.A wo4l at^onoe molrh^ fhosHf Mai/s, 

painting. “Jg there wisiraa aW ^?Ull “ l>“d- 

and then boldly advanoingThatln 

come face to face with the bi”effl?niSw«Vn^4, replaced on head, he will 
entire wall. afi^ost picture in the Academy, covering almost the 

l^wS^JSpfeto «*aWd®f^?h° Lmg^ok p.K.g., who unfortunately 
the seated tigme Mn I? fc, ^ ^ his health-i,rn«<3r& 
Landsherg^ Bavaria ” and the former is The Biirgermeister of 

— JIO. Vi., and as it is not every one who will he 


N^608. ^“How long! how long!”” 
Portrait of a blas^ youth. Even 
Ms cane is jade-d By John S. 
Sargent, A.JR.A. 


No. 172. CouIdn’f’ePad- 



No* 2^7* The G^. Q. M. at Cannes. 
By T. Graham. 
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privileged Itoj see the pictiire as the early bird has seen it, and as 
some lewj others may, perhaps,* see it- dniiDg the season, this 
Representative retraces, his steps ifrom* No. YL, and commencias 
de novo with No, I. J ' i’fl'al 

./No, 17, “ Finan IIaddie^^‘*^Jh:^ as ever/canght by®’J. C. Hook, 
R. A,'t iTitle, of course, should havelbeen “ Finan Haddie Hooldd^^ 

Sir’ John Millais’ SU Stephen {not a parliamentary subject), 
showing that Good Sir John's hand has lost none of its conning, 
is So, 18; and after bowing politely to Mrs. Johnson-Feegitson, 
and pausing before this charming picture by Luke Fildes, R, A., to 
take a last Luke at her, you will pass on, please, to No. 25, “ The 
Fisherman and the Jin^ and wiR wonder why Yal. C. Petnsep, R. A., 
spells the cordial spirit with a “ J ” instead of a “ G.” It is a 
spirited composition. 

No. 31. Mr. John S. Saegent, A., let “ Mrs, Fmest Hills ” go out 
of his studio in a hurry. She is evidently “to be finished in his next.” 

No. 34, A Quiet Rehear saV^ Lady Amateur all alone, book in 
hand, to which she is not referring trying to remember her part and 
say it of by heart. It is by W. B, Richmond. A. To quote a cigarette 
paper, this work may be fairly entitled “ A Richmond Gem.” 

No. 43. By B. 'W. Leadee, A. Delightful. 

Artistic aspirants in tbis line cannot play abetter game than that of 
“Follow my Leader.” 

This Representative reco^sed “Dr. Jameson^ by 

Heekomee, at a glance. If you are asked anyone to look at 

Hay Boat^^ do not correct him and say “You mean A Boat,” 
or you will find yourself in the wrong boat, but admire Hilda 
Montalba’s painting, and pass on to Oijless, R.A.’s, excellent 
portrait of J. Auberiin^* (a compound name, whose first two 
syllables suggest delightful music while the last syllable means 
money) ; thence welcome our old friend Fbith, R.A., who, in 67, [and 
a trifie over, eh?] shows us “ Mrs, Gresham and Her little Daughter'* 
From the “little D.’s” expressive face may be gathered that die 
has just received a “ Gresham Lecture,” After noting No. 73 and 83 
(the unhappily separated twins) together, you may look on No. 126. 
Two fierce animals deer-stalking in a wild mountainous region, 
painted by Aethue Wab.dlb. Only from what coign of vantage did 


came out of the diflB.culty safe and sound, and we are as glad to 
welcome a “ War die ” as we should be to see his ancient associate 
“ Fickwich^^^ or a “ Weller, ^ in Burlington House. 

No, 139. Charming is Sir F. Leighton’s “ Fair One with the 
Golden Locks,” To complete the picture the hairdresser should have 
been thrown in. She is en peignoir, and evidently awaiting his visit. 
This is the key to these locks 

No. 242. Mr. Andbew C. Gow, R.A., gives us Bhonapaetb riding 
onthe sands with a party of officers^ “ 1805 ” The Emperor is cantering 
ahead of the stajff. Another title might be“ Going Nap at Boulogne,” 
No. 160. “.dL Lion Tamer's Private Rehearsal,” But Beitqn 
RiTiiaiB. R.A., calls it “ Phoebus Apollo,” 

No. 251. Q/Ueer incident iu the life of a respectable middle-aged 
gentleman. Like Mr, Pickwick, he has mistaken his room iu the hotel, 
and hasgone to bed. Suddenly, lady, in brilliant diamond tiara, returns 
from bRl, and finds him there. The noise she makes in opening the 
curtains awakes Mm. He starts up alarmed. “ Hallo ! ” he cries, and 
for the moment the ballad of Margarets Grim Ghosts ” recurs to 
his mind. Bis next thought is, “ How fortunate I went to bed in my 
copper-coloured pyjamas, with a red cummerbund round me.” Of 
course he apologised, and withdrew. What happened subsequently 
is not revealed by the artist who has so admirably depicted tMs 
effective scene, and whose name is Sir John Millais, Bart., R.A. 

No. 368. Excellent likeness, by Mr. Aethhe S. Cope, of the well- 
known and popular pargon Rogers. A Parsona Grata, This 
typical old-fashioned English clergyman, who, in ordinary ministerial 
functions, would be the very last person to be associated with a 
“ chasuble,” will henceforth never be dissociated from a “ Cope,” 
No. 491. A picture by Mr. Feed Roe, If Nelson’s enemies had 
only known of this incident in Ms lifetime I ! Here is our great 
naval hero, evidently “ half seas over,” being personally conducted 
through some by-streets of Portsmouth, on his way back to the 
Victory, in order to avoid the crowd. Rather a hard Roe, this. 

No. 767. Congratulations to T. B. KjENNiNGTON onMs “ Alderman 
George Doughty, J.P,,” or, as the name might be from the charac- 
teristic colouring, Alderman Deoegf Goithty, wMeh is quite in 
keeping with the proverbial aldermanio tradition. 



A Little Mixed. — in its account of the private view at the Royal 
Academy the Daily News says:— “The Countess of Malmbseitet 
studied the sculpture in a harmonious costume of striped black and 
pink, and a picture hat trimmed with pink roses.” TMs is pre- 
sumably the result of the infiaence of Mr. Hoeslet. But isn’t it 
going a little too far, at least to begin with f A piece of sculpture 
say, a Yenus— in a harmonious costume of striped black and pink 
might pass. But the addition of a picture hat trimmed with pink 
roses is surely fatal. 


AT THE BANGUET, SATURDAY, MAY 4. 

Chair of absent President ably filled by Sir John Millais, who, 
pluckily struggling against evidently painful hoarseness, made, in 
returning thanks, an exceptionally graceful, touching, and altogether 
memorable speech. Odd to note that, had Sir John, speaking 
hoarsely, broken down, we should have heard his remplagant 
Horsley speaking. The incident, however, wMch will mark this 
banquet as unique in Academical records, was Sir John’s mistaking 
one Archbishop for the other, and, in consequence, pleasantly indi- 
cating by a polite bow to the prelate on his left, that he called upon , 
him, the Archbishop of York, to reply for the visitors, “ York, 
you’re wanted,” said, in effect, the genial Sir John, utterly ignoring 
the presence of His Grace of Canteebdet. Whereupon, Can^eee- 
BiJET collapsed, while the Northern Primate, vainly attempting to 
dissemble ms delight, professed his utter surprise, Ms total unpre- 
paredness, and straightforth hastened to improve the occasion. But 
before fifty words had passed the jubilant Prelate’s lips, Sir John, 
having discovered Ms mistake, rose quickly in Ms stirrups, so to 
speak, and puRed up the impetuous York just then getting into his 
stride. GeniaRv beaming on the sHghted Cantebbuet, Sir John 
called on “ The Primate of All England ” (a snub tMs for York) to 
return thanks. “ One Archbishop very like another Archbishop,” 
chuckled the unabashed Sir John to Mmself, as he resumed hi^ seat, 
“ but quite forgot lhat Yoek as Chaplain to Academy is ‘ His Grace 
before dinner,’ and Canteebuet represents ‘ Grace after dinner.’ ” 
“ ’Twas ever thus,” muttered York, moodRy eyeing the last drop in 
Ms chanmagne-glass, as he mentally recalled ancient eccleslastioal 
quarrels between the two provinces, 6om wMch the Southern Prelate 
had issued victorious. Cantebbuet flattered, but, fluttered, lost 
Ms chance. His Royal Highness’s speech brief, comprehensive, 
effective. Lord Rosebery entertaining. “The rest is silence,” or 
better if it had been. No more at present. Good luck to the 
Academy Show of 1895. 
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COLD COMFORT! 

T ^ obown-ot Fanot Bam,, I wiarT as' a TFasp. That was onit Teh Ybabs ago. 

I DOS T STPP^ I SHAM EV^ AGAIN GO TO A FaNOT Bam AS A WASP ! ” tSioU M 

Mary. ".Habdlt as a Wasp. Atot Phimida. But tou ’d look tbbt splendid as a Bumble-Bee 1 ” ^ ^ 


THE UP-TO-DATE DUCKLINGS. 

(A FabU.) 

_ A Duck tliat had latdy succeeded in hatdi- 

mg a fine biood of duokfings, and was much 
concemed on tiie prant of their polite ednca- 
ti(^ took them down to the river one day in 
order to teaoli them to swim. 

“ See, my dears!” she said when they were 
all got to the hank, addressing her hrood in 
^<K>nrapng accents, “this is the way to do 
and so saying the old dnck pushed off 
from the land, in evident expectetion that 
her voung ones would follow her. 

The Ducklings, however, instead of coming 
after their mother, remained on the bank, talk- 
mg and laughing and whispering among them- 
s^es m a very knowing manner: tintil at 
last the old bird, provoked by their levity and 
wondering what ^ed them, called out sharply 
to them from mid-stream to come into the 
^ter at once ; upon which one of the Duck- 
lings, who had evidently been constituted 
spokesman for the rest, made bold to address 
his mother in the following words. 

‘You must be a simpleton indeed, Madam,” 
“ to imagine that we are going to do 
anything so foolish as to endanger our lives in 
the reckless fashion in which you are now ex- 
psing yours ; for though it may be true that 
^ ob^ence to some unwritten law of nature 
(unknown at present to us) you are ffoating 


w waak» wvwau ux Xb, you XU Dy 

no means follows from thence that we should 
do the sme thing, supposing we were so foolish 
as to follow your example. Eest assured, dear 
Madam,” continued the Duckling, “that so 
soon as we have sifted this matter to the 


bottom for ourselves, we shall act on the know- 
ledge of it, according as our experience may 
suggest to us; but for the present, at any rate, 
we prefer to remain where we are.” 

And so saying, the Duckling, accompanied 
by the rest of the brood, turned his back on 
his natural element, and returned forthwith 
to the poultry-yard. 

A PHILISTINE PJIAN; 

* Or, The Trivmph of the Timid Chie, 

At last ! I see signs of a turn in the tide, 
And 0, 1 perceive it with infinite gratitude. 
No more need I go with a crick in my side 
In attempts to preserve a non-natural atti- 
tude. 

Something has changed in the season, some- 
where; 

I ^m sure I can feel a cool whiff of fresh air ! 

Mental malaria worse than the grippe 
Has asphyxiated my mind, or chc&e-damped 

. Emy lip ; 

The plain honest truth has been strange to 
I’ve shammed it, and fudged it, hum- 
- bugged it and vamped it 
T j I, self-respect was all gone. 

And I hadn’t a taste that I dared call my own. 

I love horror. I do not like muck ; 

“O- mystmal muddle "to me is abhorrent. 

■1^ Sijy^an shaHows long time I have stuck, 
Or, like a dead dog on a sewage-fouled 
torrent. 

Have gone with the stream; but beyond the 
least doubt 

I ’m grateful — eo much— for a chance to creep 
out. 


Egomania it seems then is not the last word 
Of latter-day wisdom ! By Jove I am glad ! 

I always did feel it was highly absurd 
To worship the maudlin, and aim at the 
mad; 

And now, there’s a chance for the decent 
again. 

One may relish one’s Dickens, yet not seem 
insane! 

The ghoulish-grotesgue, and the grimy- 
obscure, 

I have tried to gloat on in poem and prose. 

But oh ! all the while there seemed something 
impure 

In the miff of the thing that tormented my 
nose ; 

And as to High Art-well, to me it seemed 
high. 

Like an over-hung hare— only food for the fly. 

Yet J didn’t dare say that I felt it to be 
Pseudo-sphinxian fudge, and iflieer Belial 
bosh; 

Or that after Art-babble at five o’clock tea, 

I felt that the thing I most craved was — a 
wash; 

Because in the view of the Mystical School, 

That would just write you down a mere 
Philistine fool. 

I am not quite sure that I quite understand 
How they’ve suddenly found all our fads 
are degenerate j 

Why Maetekiinck, Ibsen, Yeklainb, Sarah 
OtmjsTD, 

Tolstoi, Grant Allen, Zola, are “ lumped” 
— but, at any rate, 

I know I’m rehevcd from one horrible 
bore, — 

J need not admire what I hade any more. 
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DRURIOLANUSi THE CHEF, OPENS THE. OPERATIC PIE. 


“ Use SkauersKiin’s Soap I ” ; “ Try Tommelideii Tonic I ” ; “ Buy 
Boompvig’s Pills ! ; “ Ask for BaJdersen’s Hairwask I 
And I heard the voice of the wild waves sayin?, as they lapped up 
over the cheap sandshoes and saturated paper kags full of ginger- 
bread nuts : 

“This is the new moral law. That men should Cherish the out- 
side and insides of their hodies,and keep them clean, like precious 
vessels of brass and copper. Kather to let the picturesque perish 
than forget for a moment which is the best soap for the complexion, 
and which will not wash clothes. Never to see a ship spreading her 
canvas like a sea bird without associations of a Purifying Saline 
Draught or a Relishing Pickle. To ask and see that ye procure I ” 
Ihen I looked into the heavens above me, and behold, high above 
the esplanade hung a hand, enormous as the one that had set its 
marks on everything below, but white, white; and it held a Wsh 
and wrote until the sky was full of signs, and they had form and 
colour, but not of this world, and thof e who ran could read them. 

And I bought a shell-box and a bath bun, and closed my eyes, and 
lay musing in an agony of soul. Suddenly 1 felt the pain snap, and 
something grow in me, and I saw in my soul’s dawning the great 
half-opened shell of a strange oyster. 

And this oyster has its bed on my ve^ heart, audit is my salt 
tears that nourish it, apd.it %xmji,xmidey invisible to all but me. 


But I know that, when the oyster opens, I shall find within its 
shell, like a gleaming dove-coloured pearl, the great' Panacea of the 
To Be ; and, if you ask me to explain my meaning more f nlly^ I 
reply that the bearings of this bund allegory lie in the application 
thereof, and that ye are a blow-fly brood of dtul-witted hucksters. 


A FIRST STEP 

TOWARDS HISTRIONICS.~II. 

( U^nd&r the guidaiMe of Eerr Ghethermnn , ) 


“|When the Pie was open 
The Binns beoan to sing.* 


BLIND ALLEY-GORIES. 

Bv Dxjnno Wahriab, 

{Tr<imslotX£dfr<m the origivMl Lappish hy Mr, Fvmeh's mxm 
Hyperhorean Mmhusiast,) 

No. lY.— S igns and Wonders. 

I'sAT on the beach one forenoon in midsummer. A great number 
of people were doing much the same. The rhapsodists and orators, 
the blmeless Ethiopians with their barbaric instruments of music, 
the itinerant magicians with their wands, the statuesque groups 
posed before the tripod of the photographer, the snow-white sea- 
chariots with crimson wheels, the hare-legged riders on antique 
steeds^ade me fancy 1 was gazing at a scene of Southern Hellenic 
life, why I know not— for it was not in the least like. 

Then I saw an enormous black hand stretch down over the fjord. 
I was not alarmed, for I am becoming accustomed to apparitions of 
this kind. 

It set weird signs and black marks npon the railings of the jetty, 
and on the white sides of the bathing machines, and on the sms of 
ihe fishing-boats, and" wh'eh I turned about, the parade itself 
wa^ plastered with tablets. 

And on all things had the New Lawgiver incised in letters of gold 
and azure and pnrple npon shining tables the new commandments: 


Answer, w ith pleasure. I will read it to you. 

Afternoon. Two- pair suburban hack. Upright piano. High^ 
minded table, Henry (dramatic author and host) under ity heavy 
icfth wine. Romeo (his friend and Tcmn Blood) communing with 
Mary Ann (local ingSnue). Eliza (her sister and hostess) outside 
ptst nowy making coffee. She will come in presently^ and realise 
Dramatic Moment. 

Mary Ann, Get up, Henry, and give us a regular old rousing 
tune, 

Henry (huskily^ emerging from retreat). WRat shall it be ? 

Bxrnieo, Oh, anything. Wagner for choice, 

\^Qifted musician obliges with a pot pourrt of ^ Barsifaly 
Romeo absently whistling the trombone part, 

Mary Ann, Ripping! Now somethin? classical. Let’s have 
* After the BalV Come on, Romeo, we ’ll waltz ; push back the 
fire-place. ( They push back the fre-^place ; Romeo grasps Mary 
Ann, and they revolve. He kisses her on the cheek i. c.) WeU, I 
never did I Eor shame ! I decline to dance with you. There ! 

I \_Declines to dance with hiin. 

Henry. One for you^ my buck I Cheer up, Mary Ann ; I ’ll give 
you a turn. {Biroueites twice with her^ humming suitable air. 

Mary Ann (rendered completely breathless). It’s not like real 
dancing when you only hum ! 

Benry. Can’t play and dance at same time, you know. Piano too 
stationary. So you must take Romeo on agam, or go without. 

EUza (entering wiih coffee-tray and realising situation). Well, I 
declare ! Having high jinks while I was making the coffee. What 
dramatic irony ! 

[Romeo gallantly invites her to join the giddy throng. They 
dance. 

Eliza (rendered completely breathless). My soul I I ’m iu had 
trainiug I 

Mary Ann (having got her second wind). Have a turn with me, 
Euza ! Romeo ’s no good ; he misses out every other bar, I 

EUza. Want my coffee. No wind left. | 

[Henry spontaneously sings a Jjullaby of Brahms’. Stops in 
middle to see what ihey^ all think of it. They all think 
a lot of it. Goes on singing. Only Eliza goes on thinking 
a lot of it. Others talk quite loud, Romeo being a Town 
Blood. Hes'KY finishes^ under conviction that they have no 
manners to speak of. Mind wanders off to the leading lady 
in his new piece, and he drops inadvertently into ‘ Daisy ’ 
waltz. Eliza waits for second mnd, Romeo grapples with 
Mary Ann, the latter reluctant. She is rapt away in mazy 
whirl, kicking feebly. He again kisses her on the cheek, 
this time R. c. 

Eliza. Man ! I saw you ! It was a wanton act. 

Henry (casually). A^tbing broken ? 

Eliza. Oh, Henry I He went and kissed my Mary Ann, my own 
sister ! 

Borneo (with easy bravado). A mere nothing, I assure you. She ’s 
so provoking, don’t you know ? Had to do it in self-defence. 

' Eliza. It is contrary to established etiquette in our circles. Mary 
Ann, how could you h 

Mary Ann, I didn’t. It was him, I shall scream another time. 

Eliza Man, you will oblige me by treating my sister as you would 
your own, 

l^Exit with crushing expression which leaves Romeo intact. 

Mary Ann. Eliza talks rot. (To Romeo.) Not that you’re not 
a beast, all the same. 

\Ezit in two frames of mind. Henry laughs and makes light of 
osculation. The men- converse. The plot becomes even more 
intricate. The end is nigh.^^ 

Question. Do I miss the purpose of the Author-publisher P 

Answer. I should think it highly improbable, 

Q; But why did he write it ? 

A. It is a ** prohlem-play,” and that, as I said, is the problem. 

Cheering,— Liberal Party much encouraged by East Wicklow 
and East Leeds. “ Wisdom from the East,” they call it. 
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EEOM COSINTO TO HEENB BAT. 

{An Av^lo-Nicaragwm Faa'aZlelJ) 

The young MidsHpinan looked towards 
Corinto. Tlie public buildings were still 
within range of the monster guns. The select 
army of one hundred and fifty had retired 
before the advance of the blue jackets and 
marines. All was tranquil, and, as he gazed 
ujpon the Nicaraguan capital, his eyes closed, 
and he dreamed a dream. 

He was once more in ^gland. He was at 
the seaside. Here in front of him were 
bathing-machines. There, to his right, was 
a drcuxating Hbraxy, He could see a clock- 


to the Isle of Thanet—within sight of the 
Eeoulvers ! 

He h^ scarcely realised his happiness, when 
he noticed on the ocean a fiotma. Three 
gigantic irondads were approaching Ihe 
tranquil town 1 


0 . 


A DOUBTFUL’^ COMPLIMENT. 

2Teroous YonOi, “ Well— E n— good-bye, Mrs. Thomas. Awedlly glad I met you 1 Er— 
so good of you— so much pleasanter than ElDINa alone I ” iShtUs wp. 


“ The Nicaraguan fleet I ” he murmured in 
his sleep. 

It, ^ alas ! was too true I The Central 
American Admiral had sentanultimatum. The 
news had run from one end of Herne Bay to the 
other that, unless the sum demanded were 
paid at once, the as-yet-unconquered water- 
i ing-plaee would be “ploughed,’^ as the Poet 
I Bunn would have put it, “ by the hoof of the 
ruthless invader.” 

Then there was a hurried consultation. 
What could be done with that overpowering 
I fleet ? It was useless to defend the bathing- 
machines ; the donkeys and their drivers were 
no match for heavy ordnance. What could 
the few coast-guardsmen do when threatened 
by five hundr^ Nicaraguans ? 

“ Herne Bay must surrender I ****«Bipmured 
the Midshipman in his sleep. “ There is no 
help for it.” 

And then came a strange sight. The 
search-lights of the Nicaraguan fleet played 
upon the sea front, and the little garrison of 
Heme Bay retired towards BirchSigton and 


Margate. The Band (lent from the Militia) 
marched away, followed bv the heavy cavalry 
of the bathers, and the Uhlan-like donkeys 
of the sands. The representatives of the Navy 
(carrying their look-out telescopes) brought 
up the rear. 

Then, when all had gone, the sailors and 
marines of the Nicaraguan fleet landed. The 
Britiidi flag was hauled down, and replaced 
by the colours of the enemy. 

Heme Bay was conquered I 

At this point the mdshipman awoke with 
a start. He looked round, and sighed a great 
sigh of relief. 

“ How fortunate it is that the English fleet 
have conquered Corinto and not the Nica- 
raguan fleet Heme Bay I ” he cried in an 
ecstacy of patriotic fervour. Then he per- 
formed for hours the duties of his command. 
Towards the close of day he again casually 
glanced at Corinto and once more was in- 
voluntarily reminded of Heme Bay. And as 
he gazed upon the Central American town he 
came to the conclusion that it was about as 
formidable and about as well defended as the 
Kentish watering-place. And having arrived 
at this opinion he determined in his own mind 
that the taking of Corinto, as a feat of arms, 
was scarcely on a par with the Yictory of 
Trafalgar. 

TO A GEAND OLD MANNS.' 

{On his Seventieth JBirtMay,) 

To Manns of Crystal Palace fame, 

Punch sends his kindly greeting. 

The ever keen, the never tame. 

Time may he long be beating 
(For Time it seems cannot beat him). 

Ifrne’s darts may he resist all 
With hdton brisk and eyes un-dim. 

Beneath that dome of Crystal — 

For many a year ! And decades hence 
Punch hopes it may bef a^ that 
He ’ll shout, before that choir immense, 

“ A Manns' a Man for a’ that I ” 

A Classic Candidate. — Mr. Homek in 
West Dorset is the Independent Farm^s’ 
Candidate. He is, of course, more than a 

E ositive “ Home Euler,” being a comparative 
opeful “Homer Euler.” But surely the 
toguage of Homes must be Creek to most 
of his hearers, even at Bridport, and in view 
of jpoluphoishoio thalasses, 

THE EAD TO THE CHANCELLOE OF 
THE EXCHEaUEE. 

{On the Humdrum Budget,^ 

J UST ‘ ‘ As you were ’ ’ I Ingenious, fair, 
And all that, I ’ ve no doubt ; 

But titled swells you do not scare. 

Nor rich monopolists flout. 

I tolerate where I would praise. 

Ef f orm is a slow grower I 
My spirits, Will, it will not raise. 

To see your spirits lower I 
Free Breakfast Table ? Q-raduation ? — 
Chances seem getting fewer : 

Well Will, my only consolation 
Is this— you ’ve “ copped the brewer I ” 

In the title of his new book, “ Anthony 
Hope ” has taken the Eoman prinom which 
evidently by right belonged to him. There is 
no comma, nor introduction of “by,” and 
so straight off we read in golden letters 
on the back, “ A Man of Mark Anthony 
Hope^^ 0 Brave Mark Anthony I His 
readers have great faith in Hope. 

Parliamentary.— T he nearest approach to 
a dead-lock is a live (J. C.) Weir, 
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HEW GALIEET aXTEBIES. 

Is Mr. Hitchcock’s '^Flight 
into Egypt ” a view of Dartmoor ? 
and wnat are all those blue 
flowers ? Borage, blue currants, 
corn-flowers, “new broom,” gorse 
dyed blue for this occasion only, 
or what ? I have been oflered £!1 
these random suggestions by dis- 
tinguished critics, but they some- 
how don’t seem convincing. 

Why are the competitors in the 
charmmg swimming-match be-, 
tween Mermaids and Tritons so 
remarkably dry in the upper 
parts? I always get decidedly 
damp when I enter the sea, but 
these ladies take to it like ducks— 
“ Dux fc&mina factV^ (as said an 
ancient poet in anticipation) — ^and 
so I suppose the water rolls off 
ihdr backs. 

WiU “ Her First Offering^^ of 
grass and daisies go far towards 
softening the heart of a statuette ? 
Her sister, last year, had a much 
more tempting “ Gift for the 
Gods^^ but there is no accounting 
for divinities’ tastes. 

What does Mr. Kpopitsh— dear 
me, I can not get his name right? 
—mean by Sous les ArhresV^ 
Is it a man or a statue, a spook or 
a symbol P Why does he wear a 
marble wig? Why does his brown 
hair show underneath it? Why 
hashegot a walleye? Why is he 
“ under the trees ? ” Why is he 

at large at all ? Why But 

there, I give it up ! I don’t be- 
lieve there axe any answers to 
these conundrums 1 

How is it I ’ve been looking at 
“JTtV” for two whole minutes 
before realising that there’s a 
Persian catinthecomposition? But 
she ’s a real beauty, when you do 
coax her out of this “ puzzle 
picture.” 

Why (this is no new q.ueryl) 



A PROGNOSIS. 

“By the WAT, Doctor, the ‘New Woman,’ uon’tcherknow — 

WHAT *LI| SBE BE LIKE, WHEN SHE ’S GROWN OLD ? ” 

“My dear Colonel, sfHE’LL never grow old 1” 

“ Great Scott 1 You don’t mean to say she ’s going to last 
BOR EVER 1 ” 

“ She won’t even last out the Century I She ’s got every 
Malady under the Sun I ” 


have Sir Edward Burne-Jones’ 
Luciferians and Sleeping Beauties 
and peeresses and children and 
brides one and all the same world- 
weary expression ? Why do they, 
without exception, look as if they 
were off to a funeral, or had just 
seen themselves in the glass ? Are 
there no other colours m the land 
but dull green, steel-blue, ink- 
purple, and brick-red ? Why do 
I immediately want to commit 
suicide after studying these mas- 
terpieces? Why doesn’t Psyche 
cheer up a bit, even though she 
is going to be married? Shs 
wasn’t a via tvj^, I ’m sure ! 

Why does the dog in Mr. Hol- 
man Hunt’s picture look as if it 
had softening of the brain ? and 
why do I pass on hurriedly to the 
next picture ? 

Will Miss Behan’s left shoul- 
der hold up her dress much longer, 
I wonder, in Mr. Sargent’s por- 
trait ? , I don’t know, but I have 
feaxsl ‘ 

Is the lady in Mrs. Swynner- 
ton’s “ Sense of Sight ” preparing 
to catch a cricket ball, or cutting 
an acquaintance, or going to re- 
cite something ? I should like to 
k now . 

Why couldn’t some ente^ris- 
ing dentist supply the ladies in 

Echoes with false teeth, and 
why weren’t they taken away 
quietly home, and not allowed to 
exhibit their other anatomical 
innovations? Echo answers to 
these and all my queries, “ Why, 
indeed?” 


The Chester Cup. 

The EocJc Love don’t pooh-pooh, 
A dove can make a coup : 

The odds ? You yet may nobble 
’em. 

’Tis four to one 
’Gainst Son of a Gun^ 

But Euclid is a problem. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED PROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday, April 29.— When Mr, Toots, in 
agony of perturbed bashfulness, sat down on Florence Domhey^s 
best Donnet, he murmured, “Oh, it’s of no consequence.” Squire 
OF Malwood does not resemble Jfr. Toots in any respectj not even 
that of hashfulness. But he has a way, when takmg important 
move, of studiously investing it with appearance of “no conse- 
quence.” Thus to-night, aslSng for lion’s share of time for re- 
maining portion of Session, he could hardly bring himself to uplift 
his voice: mumbled over phrases; coughed at conjunctions: half 
paralysed by prepositions ; looked round wit h p ain^ astonishment 
when Members behind cried, “ Speak up 1 ” Why should he trouble 
to speak up on so immaterial a matter ? Still, to oblige, he would 
say all he wanted was to take for Government purposes, for rest 
of Session, all the time of House, save the iuoonvenient Wednesday 
afternoon sitting, and the inconsiderable Friday night. 

More marked this cultured mannerism when announcing imme- 
diate introduction of Bill prohibiting plural voting. Ghis a genuine 
surprise. Mot been talked of since House met. Nobody thinking of 
it. Squire in almost whisper announced its introduction to-morrow. 
Astonished beyond measure at commotion created; the boisterous 
cheers of Liberals, the uneasy lana-hter of Opposition, 

“ Most remarkable place this House of Commons,” he said after- 
wards, gazing over my head into the infinite horizon, where shadowy 
figure of Local Veto Bill is visible to the eye of faith. * Always full 
of surprises even for old practitioners like yon and me.” 

Prince ^thur, much relishing this subtle humour, was himself 
in sprightliest mood. The whole business of Session, he protested, 
was fUDL elaborate joke. If they were there to work, he would take 
aff his coat and dmg on with the best of them. But they were there 


to play. “ Well, let us play,” he said, holding out both hands with 
gesture of invitation to Treasury Bench. 

Proposal irresistible. House divided forthwith; Squire’s motion 
carried by majority of 22; then, whilst half a dozen naval 
men talked water-tube boiler, Prince Artbcur, Squire op Mal- 
wood, and picked company from either side went o ut b ehind 
Speaber’s Chair to play. Snob larks I To see Prince Arthur take 
in a stride “the backs” given him by the Squire op Malwood, 
with Cawmel-Bannebman next; to see John Morlet seriously 
whipping a top; to watch Bryce breathless behind the nimble 
hoop ; to look on while Edward Grey, forgetful of China and 
Japan, thinking nothiug of Mioaragua, played a game of marbles 
with Hart Dyke ; to see Lockwood trying a spurt with Dick 
Webster, the course being twice round the Division Lobby, 
Asquith, fresh trom the Cab-arbitration, having handicapped them 
—to see this, and much else, was a spectacle wholesome for those 
engaged in it, interesting for me solitary spectator. 

Easiness done , — Shipbuilding Vote iu Navy Estimates agreed to. 

Tuesday, — Odd thing that on this particular night, when 
Government bring in Bill prohibiting plurality of voting, Bill 
should bring in a BUI. His first and only Bill. Of course he might 
argue if we have one man one vote, one Bill one BiU is all 
right. Yes; but, as Sark with his keen mathematical instmct 
pomts out, this is a case of two Bills— Bill, the Member for Leek, 
and a Bill to empower magistrates to prohibit the sale of intoxicating 
liquors to persons previously convicted of drunkenness. That is 
obviously a plurality of Bills. But we are getting hopelessly mixed. 
The only man among us who sees clear is John William. Deep 
pathos iu his voice as ne says the time is near at hand when a tyran- 
nical Government will at^pt to enforce principle of “ One Man 
One Dihik.” 

Cap’en Tommy Bowles had best of dreary evening. Mentioned 
yestoday, with tears from bis honest blue eyes coursing down his 
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ragged, weather-beaten cheek, fresh infamy 
on part of SauiRB of Malwooo, Had an- 
nonnoed on Thnrsday that, at Monday’s 
silting. Naval Works Loan Bill would he 
proceeded with. Tommy accordingly clewed 
up, and ran for pjrt; laying to for forty- 
♦ ight hours, prepared speech on Naval Woiks. 
Now SanrsB calmly announced that Ship- 
building Tote was to be taken. What was 
Tommy to do witb speech prepared on Naval 
Works Loans f 

In despair yesterday; to-day bright idea 
sfirack him. Shaw-Lffetee had moved to 
introduce One Man One Vote BilL Why 
shouldn’t Tommy, flying that flag, run in and 
deliver his speech on Naval Works ? A bold 
experiment; only bope of success was that 
Hjuse, being in almost comatose state, 
wouldn’t notice rase if cleverly managed. 
Trust Tommy for clever management. H<»ld- 
ing sheaf of notes flrmly in left hand, deftly 
tarning them over with the hook that serves 
him for right hand, the old salt read his 
speech on Naval Works Loan Bill. Here and 
tkeref when he Observed restless movement in 
any part of House, fired ofl phrase about 
‘*fortv - shilliDg freeholder,^^ . “ occupition 
votes,” “ rural constituencies,” “ re-dis- 
tribution,” “country g^ingto the dogs,” 
“jerrymandering,” and “right hon. gentle- 
man opposite.” Scheme worked admirably ; 
speech reeled off, and SaniRE of Malwood’s 
knavish trick confounded. 

Business done,— One Mau' One Vote Bill 
brought in. 





Cap’en Tommy Bowlts. 


death-rate, and fuller flow of death duties into 
National coffers. The quality of this mercy 
was not quite unstrained. Not dropping, like 
the gentle dew from heaven, till i ebruary, in- 
creased death rates will not come into account 
till succeeding year. Still, there was rum. As 
thermometer fell rum went up with ai rush. 

Fifteen men on a dead man’s chest. 

High ho I and a bottle of rum. 

What with comforting the mourners, and 
imbibed as a preventive, rum brought a 
windfall of £100,000 into the Treasury. 

That was well iu its way. Bat then there 
were those 75,000 mean-spirited people whd 
ought to have died last year, their estates 
paying tribute to Chancbeloe of Excheque k, 
and who positively insisted upon living. The 
long-trained fortitude of the Squike nearlj 
broke down when he mentioned this circum- 
stance. Pretty to see how it also touched | 
Joxim:. The wounds of riven friendship tern- | 
porarily closed up ; the rivalry of recent year ^ 
torgotten in contemplation of these 75,000 
reckless, ruthless people, who, in defiance ol 
law of average, diduT die m financial year 
ending March 31, 1895. The past C hancelloe . 
or ExcHKQOBfi and his successor iu o£5.ce 
mingled their tears. But for intervention cf 
table they would probably have flung ^them- * 
selves into each other’s arms and sohbtd aloud. 

“ Thus,” said Pbince Arthur, himself not 
unaffected by the scene, “ doth one touch of 
nature make Chancellors of the Exchequer 
kin.” Business done , — Budget brought m. 


Thursday,— Konse not to be moved to evidence of excitement even 
by prosppct of Budget night. On such occasion in ordinary times 
attendance at prayer-time most encouraging to Chaplain. Begins to 
think that at last his minislrations are bearing fruit. This af rernoon 
congregation not much above average. No rush for tickets for seats. 
When Squire rose to open, his statement, great gaps below Gang- 
way on Ministerial side. The Squire, recognising situation, refrained 
from heroics, content to deliver plain business speech. No exordium ; 
no peroration ; no flight into empyrean heights of eloquence as was 
the wont of Mr. G. Some sympathetic movement when Squire, with 
momentmly increased briskness of manner, spoke of sna^ of cold 
weather in February, with its accompaniment of influenza, increased 


Friday Night,— Clfpphas submitted proposal to dock [ 
payment of £10,000 annuity to Duke of CpBUBG. Thinks H R.H. | 
might, ia circumstances, get along nicely without it. Sage of 
Q,ueen Anne’s Gate agrees. T. H. Boltonfartt, on the other hand, 
gravely differs. Folding his arms as was his wont on eve of 
Austerlitz, he regards Alfheus Cleophas with awful frown. 
Imperial instincts naturally wounded. “No trifling with the per- 
sonal revenues of our Hoyal cousins, whether at home or abroad,” 
said T. H. Boltonparty in the voice of thunder that once rever- 
berated across the shivering .chasms of the Alps, 

Business done , — Proposal to cut C'ff Duke of Coburg’s pension 
negatived by 193 votes against 72. 


. TWO WATS OP DOING IT. 


Second (and Shorter) Wat. 


First Wat. 

• lom the B^esentaUve of Her Brit'mnie Majestfs Government to 

the Minister for Foreign ^ fairs, 

January 1, 18-0. 

I HAVE the honour to inform your Exoelleuoy that I am instructed 
bv the Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs that Her Britannic 
Majesty’s Government has reason to complain of the conduct of the 
Government of which your;Exoellency is the representative, I have 
the honour to say that it will be advisable for your Excellency to urge 
upon the Goyemment of which your Excellency is the representative 
the necessity of inquiry into the matter as speedily as possible. I 
have further the honour to add. that it will be gratifying to Her 
Britannic Majesty’s Goveriiment if the Government of which yonr 
Excellency is a representative will give the matter to which I refer 
the earliest attention. 


From the B^esentatim^ to the MirMer^ <fcc. 

T , ,, , ^ , , January 1, 18-1. 

1 nave the honour to call the attention of your Excellency to thi 
long and unsatisfactory correspondence that has pass^ during th 
last V ear between your Exeellenoy as representing the Governmen 
of which you are the representative and the Secretary of State fc 
ForrigQ Affairs upon the matter of the despatch I had the honour h 
forward to your Excellency dated J anuary 1. 18- 0. I am directed t 
have the honour of requesting your Excellency to urge upon th 
Government of which your Excellency is a representative the neoes 
sity of a speedy settlement of the matter in dispute. 

From the BepreseniCLUve^ to the Minister^ Jse, 

-L . . January 

, I havq again the honour to pall the attention of your Excelienc' 
to, ^4^., <&o. 


{Bather longer than the foregoing one. Then follow^ two more 
> from the same to the same^* in 18-3 and 18-4, This is the 
. i prsiway„). . - - 


From British Admired to Minister, 

' ' January 1, 18-5, 12 Noon. , 

If yon don’t pay. up within a quarter of an hour, 1 will bombard 
your capital, seize your oounlry, and imprison the Government of 
which yon-are the representative. * ' \ > 

From MznisteTy <ko , to British Admiral, 

January 1, 18-5, 12.10 P.M, 
Don’t fire. Have sent money demanded by P.0.0. 


The Predominant Partner. 

V ’Tis^to the “ New Nati mal Party,” ’tis clear, * 
That Chamberlain sw-ears his aflS.anoe. 

The Triple Alliance ? Why, no, ’twould appear 
The third, acd predominant partner, is Beer, 

So let’s call it “ The Tipple Alliance.” 


Our Booeing-Office. — To all, and especially to all travellers, 
on account of its portable size, the Baron begs to recommend a 
charming novelette written by Guy Boothaby, entitled A Lost 
Endeavour^ published by Dent of Aldiue House. When Mr. Guy 
Boothaby brings out another story equal to this, the Baron will be 
delighted to draw public attention to it by saying, “ Here’s another 
Guy— -Boothaby !” 


An AWFUE Monster recently let out in a Church! — A 
fieoond-hand sermon with eight heads 


Motto for the Lord Chief Jusuch.— ** Quantum swaffP 
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HOP PROSPECTS. 

Said Pitlex the Shipper to Miss Cicada, “Do yott expect a good Hopping 
Season this year?” 


ODE TO A (LONDON) “LARK.” 
{Some Way after Qidsquia,) 

Oh, “lark,” whicli all tlie “ Comiques” sing, 
ijid eyery drunken rowdy pup, too ; 

Sure you’re a vicious, vulgar tmng 
As ever toper swigged a cup to. 

Hints of the hoozy and the Hue 
Surround you ; sodden brains you soften ; 
Yet rhymsters make a song of you, 

And rowdies sing it— far too often. 

The aim of every loose-lipped lout 
Appears to be to “ lark ” divinely ; 

When from his haunts he gets chucked out,’ 
He deems his “ spree ” has^ended finely. 

He tracks the “ lark aye,“ like a bird,” 

Upon the turf, among its “daisies”; 

But, by sweet Shelley, ’tis absurd, 

Eoul bird of prey, to pipe your praises I 

A Kdtd Offer. — A lady who is notweE 
up in Parliamentary matters vnites to us 
saying that she has seen mentioned in the 
papers “ Mr. Speaker’s Retirement Bill,” 
fl-nrl would very much like to know what the 
amount is. Her admiratioB. for the late 
Speaker is so great that, our fair^ corre- 
^ondent goes on to say, she would willingly 
d!efray the whole amount herself, or if the 
total be too much for her pocket, then would 
she cheerfully head^ a subscription list. 
She is perfectly certain that Mr. Peel was 
a very moderate man, and therefore the entire 
sum cannot be very startling. 


BATHEE "BOLD ADTEETISEMENT.” 

[“Advertisements for some time past ha7e been inserted in Government 
puDhcations.”— Faper,'] 

ScEiTB — Room of a Secretary of State. Ffesent Right Hon. 

Gentleman attended by his Private Secretary. 

Right H^^entleman. Well, Tenterfobe, anything for me this 

morning? 4; t-l j 

Private Secretary, I think not. You will find that I have worked 
oubithe answers to to-day’s questions — ^the list is not a very heavy 
one. only a couple of dozen queries or thereabouts. 

Ri, Hon. Gent. That ’s nght. Such a lot of timeis wasted in that 
sort of thing. And has anyone come for me ? 

Friv. Sec. No one of importance. A fellow with a new mvention 
or something of that sort. Said you were extremely busy just now, 
hut that if he would write, his letter would receive the attention of 
the department. 

Rt. Hon. Gent. Was he satisfied? ^ x 

Friv. Sec. {smiling). Well, I fear not entirely, I thmk he must 
have had some experience of Government ojOdces, He said he pre- 
ferred to see you personaULy. , , . to 

IB, Hon. G&nt. {amused^. I daresay he would. Anyone else r 

Friv. See. Only a man about advertisements. 

Ft. Hon. Gent, {aghast). You did not send hhn away? 

Friv. Sec. Well, no. I believe he is still in the waiting-room. 
But surely you don’t want to see him ? 

Rt. Hon. Gent. Of course I do. A most important person. Send 
a messensrer for Mm at once. {Hxit Private Secretary.) That ’s the 
worst of Tentebfore — so impulsive ! Meaus well, hut so very im- 
pulsive ! {Knock.) Ah, here comes my visistor. {Enter stranger.) 
My very dear Sir, I am delighted to see you.^ {He shakes hands 
warmly and provides him with an arm-chair.) I am sorry you 
should have heeu detaiued— quite a mistake. 

Stranger {surprised). You are most kind. I come about some 
advertisements. 

Rt. Hon. Gent. I know, my dear Six, I know. Now what can 
I tempt you with ? You arrive at a most fortunate moment. We 
are thinking of letting the sides of our cruisers for posters. The 
Mediterranean fleet will he a most excellent medium. W e can do 
sixteen double crowns at a very reasonable rate; of course the 
Admiral’s flag-ship^ would he a tinfie extra. Is your leading article 
soap, pickles, or hair-dye ? 

Stranger. I am afraid you do not understand me. 

Rt. Hon. Gent. Oh yes, I do ; but, if you ol^t to maxiae adver- 
tisements, I thiTik we can suit you on land. We have several eoni- 
■ywaTiding podtions on the colours of some of the most popular regi- 


ments in the service vacant. {Showing plans.) You see we can 
insert type — ^we object to Hocks — on the material without interfer- 
ing with the badges or the victories. A most admirable medium, 
I assure you. 

Stranger. You really are in error, I wish to say-— 

Rt. Hon. Gent, {interrupting). Yes, I know. You think that 
something would be better. Well, we can put advertisements on 
the backs of all petitions presented to Parliament, and let you out 
hoardings in front of the more prominent of the Government ofuces. 
How would that suit you ? , . * ^ x.* x 

Stranger. Really, you must allow me to explain. Advertisements 
of matters interesting to mariners— such as notices of wrecks — axe 

iTTs prt^ solely in the London Gazette and w n 

Rt. Hon. Gent. Ah, you are thinking of the sky signs. Well, of 
course, we might utilise the lighthouses, hut we have not quite made 
up oux minds whether such a course might not cause confusion in 

misty weather. x • i.x a i 

Stranger. I was going to propose that the Government might reel 
inclined to insert the advertisements to wMch I have referred in a 
paper with wMch I am connected, and wMoh is extensively circulated 
amongst seafaring men. 

Rt. Hon. Gent, {astounded). You want me to give you an adver- 
tisement I No, Sir ; now that we have taken np advertisements we 
insert them and don’t give them out, ^ {Enter Private Secretary.) 
Mr. Tentbrfore, be so good as to explain to this gentleman that my 
time is valuable. « * .r 

\_Scene closes in upon the Secretary of State performing the 
now rather miscellaneous duties appertaining to his office. 


Brief Stay in London of the Eminent French Novelist.— 
He has not quite mastered our idioms, hut he has made a pun in 
English, when saying, “«/’y suis,moi, Daudet; je pars domain) 
i.e., “I am here Eo-day, and gone to-morrow.” 

Suggestion.— “ YAe Attaree Khat Tea Co.” is a nice name. 
Why not follow with the “Attaree Khat and Kitten Milk Co,” r 
Yery attaxee-active to some pussons. 

Motto (addressed to Flutes, ELautboys, &c,) foe Co^uctor 
OF THE Strauss Orchestra.— “ Strauss shows how the wind is to 
blow.” 

“Infant Phenomenon! ” — ^At Drury Lane, the arduous part of Don 
in the opera of Maritana was last Friday played by a Child I 

Word of Command for Hospital Sunday,— “ Present Alms 1 ” 


voi. cnmi. 
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^ SOCIAL AGONIES. 

orL- ^ To-NiaHT, Snobbington?” 

HAIf, FOR JCT SINSl”**^^ ^ ^ -ATEArD I ’tb OOT TO 00 AND DiNB WITH THAT OLD FOOL LOED BoeB- 

coi^sibbr toueself exodsed this evenino, Me._Me._a^I find I 

[ Which izMfmU true ! 


’ABET AND THE NEW WOMAN. 

Dbah CHAmcB,— 'Ow are you, old shipmate f 
-t ve bin layin’ low for a time* 

Ard y^Ts these ^ere Nineties, my nibs, yns, 
Mid bizness^as bin fur from prime, 

Ali grind and no gay galoot, Chaehb, of late 

J U- ^as bin my little lot; 

An between you and me and 
' the post, I think most 
^ things is going to pot ! 

r It ’s Newness wot doing it, 
CHAJtiJBl “Lor! that^s 
a rim gospel,” sez you. 
vvell, praps m your green 
tooral-looral you don’t 
hear so muchof the New; 
But m town with New Art, 
and New Women, New 
Drainmer,N ewHumour, 

mu , . 

Ihe^ seems notlunk old left in creation, save 
four-arf, and Dannel’s old Dutch. 

She ^ old, and no hapricots, Chaelie. But 
A ® a decentish sort. 

And the way as she lays down the law about 
^p-to-date woman is sport, 
iljr nutcrackers clitter and clattmr ; and when 
she 18 fair on the shout, 

Concernin’ fresh feminine fashions, you bet 
it s a reglar knock-out I 

I took Lii, Dannel’s youngest, larst week to 
the play, with some tickets I ’d got. 

Welh paperers mustn’t be choosers. 

But oh, mate, of all the dashed rot 


They ev» chucked over the footlights, this 
r* 1 wosthe wust! 

It left me with brain discumfuddled, the 
bines, and a thundering thust. 

It gave poor Lil ’Aeeis the ’errors. “ Lor, 
»« coming out. 

They ve^gedit,nodoubt, tol-lol-poppish, 
hut wot IS the ’ole thing about ? ’ 

I fed just as creepy and ’ofler, along o’ these 
A .F®’?^ed-^?»bosts, 

As If I d bin di^g on spiders. Eugh^ 
Let 8 ave a glarss at * The Posts,’ ” 

It took two ’ot tiddleys to warm ’er. An’ 
when I was blowin’ a cloud 
A-toj 0 the tram going ’ome, she sez. 

But^n t tyke me never no more to no New 
Woman nonsense,” sez she. 

ifSU; "■ 

“I don’t call th^ people, I don’t.” " No • 
^7 re problems, to, that’s wot thep 
QL.. Lte-probbleitt sucks ’is cigar : 

-1' ’®“' whilst the 
two CTrl-prohhlems sni^g at Mamaire 
T oM faro4-at sixt^l?!’ 


T ^ uiu iaioe— ai sixteen — 

I thought we was fair up-to-date, to, but, 
bless yer, we ’re simply pea-green ! 

And whm we arriyed at Lamb’s Conduit 
S^et. old Dannel ’Arris’s shop. 

His old Dutch got fair on the gmd, and 
, ’® orkud to stop. 

^ Vl! V/H’® “0 '^®®. 

and don’t know a mite where she are. 


Yah I used to call ’em Old Cats ; and a 
sootabler name, too, by far. ^ 

There ain’t nothink new in their Newness ; 
Tir garbige warmed up. 

Mere bubble-and-squeak. The stale taters 
pd greens on which poor people sup 
Is ’olesome compared with sich offal. Tab I 
W ^^gs ’ll outlast that lot ; 

And wMe gals is gals the old Eve’ll jest 
make the new evil seem rot.” 

The jawsome old guflhi wos right, Chablie ; 

leastways, she wosn’t fur out, 

Yer female footballers and bikers, as swagger 
and go on the shout, 

And spile a good sport and their hancles, are 
not more complete off the track 
xhan them as “revolt” — agin Nature, and 
cock their she-bokos— at f ack I 

All splutter-sludge, Chaklie ! On styge or 
on cinder-path, silljrpop things 
As want to play Man and be Woman are try- 
^ J^Sj^P-ymthoTit wings. 

Or fight 'Without fistes. Are Men, the world’s 
masters-like you, mate, and Me— 
io be^ocked out by probblems in petticoats ? 
Wot bloomm’ fidale-de-dee ! 


The Old Dutch, and young Lil, and myself 
/M j Kluch of a mind on this job. 

Old Abeis sez men are not in it. ITe don’t 
mean it, I ’ll bet a bob. 

It am’t very Ukely, not now, that Yours 
Scr^ptiously ever tosW marry : 

But^ I sfioul^yke a Old Woman, it won’t 
be no New Woman ! ’Aeb.t, 
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MUlh , ** I don’t believe Jack will evee lbaen’ to Dance 1” 

Alice {whose dress has mpred), Woese than that— he will nbveb leabn not to attempt it i ” 


FAIR CHILDREN IN GRAFTON STREET. 

A splendid show, though some of the children are neither fair nor 
beautiful. Note No. 114, “ The Chinese by Sir Joshtta. He is a 
boy, certainly, but his complexion has a mahogany tinge not usually 
associated with loveliness. Cathebinb de Medicis, if we may judge 
by No. 67, was a plain, decent, housewifely body, with a family of 
four horrors, three male and one female, all of whom, eventually, 
wore a crown. Can it be possible that La Heine Margot ever looked 
like that f If so, the great Dumas is convicted of gross deceit. For 
a screaming farce in oil, let the visitor look at No. 155, “ The Infant 
Johnson^f by Sir Joshua. Some one has evidently suggested to the 
baby lexicographer that he should have a bath. Naturally enough 
he is furious at the idea. “ Sir,” he seems to say, “ let us take a 
prambulator down Fleet Street, or anywhere else, but let us not 
bathe.’’ Can there not be found a companion nicture of the mighty 
infant in a cheerful mood, prattling out a “ What, nurse, are you 
for a frolic ? Then I ’m with you.” In a case labelled No. 454 are 
to be seen toys, dolls, and playthings foxmd in Children’s Tombs in 
Egypt. Here, too, is the Mummy of a Bahyf “I see the 
baby,” observed an intelligent child-visitor; “but where is its 
Mummy ? My Mummy never ties baby up like that.” 

Not Due Noeth. — ^The North British Daily Mail^ referring to 
the rumour that the Prince of Wales may go to New York in the 
autumn to see the contest for the America Cup, says : “ There wiU be 
better racing on the Clyde than there was last year. Let the Pbince 
come north at midsummer this year.” Ye^ likely the race on the 
Clyde win be a good one. But our Scottish contemporary forgets 
that a visit to the United States on the part of H.R.K. would be to 
the advantage of two races— the American and the British. It would 
be sure to cause good feeling on either side of the Atilantio. '^^y 
should not Caledonia wait? 

By Cue Own Ceichet on the Heaeth.— For any ordinary 
English team to attempt tackling the Australian Eleven coming 
over here next season, would show not so much the merit of the 
team, but its team-erity. 


THE PEIYILEGE OF THE PRESS. 

ScEENE — Anywhere^ Present^ Beown and Jones. 

Brown {perusing paper). Capital speech of Aethue J . BALEOxm 
at the Newspaper Society’s Dinner the other evening. His compli- 
ments to the Press were in every way deserved. 

Jones (also reading a journal). Ouite so. I am glad to see that 
the admirable publication I am now devouring objects to gambling 
in all its branches. 

Brown. So does this. There is an excellent leader on the fourth 
page exposing the scandals of the Stock Exchange. 

Jones. And here I find on page two a most earnest attack upon the 
abuses of the turf. 

Brown. Such inteUi{i:ent comments should do a world of good. 

Jones. I am sure of it. I know, speaking for myself, I feel much 
better after perusing a column that might have supplied the pabulum 
of a sermon. 

Brown. Just my case. It really strengthens one’s moral percep- 
tions to come across such noble sentiments. Well, as we have both 
read the leaders, let us exchange papers. 

Jones. With pleasure, only I want just to glance at the latest odds. 
This journal gives the latest information on all matters connected 
with racing and the turf generally. 

Brown. Just so, that is why 1 wanted to read it. Well, I must 
fiR up the time by looking at the money article. Commend me to 
the city editor of this favourite production when you want to have a 
gentle fiutter I 


“ Eby-notes.”— In anticipation of H.R.H. the Prince of Wales 
visiting the Ide of Man later in the year, though at present 
The Prince of Wales declines, with thanks, 

The invitation sent firozn Manx, 

the House of Keys has put every guay on the bunch at His Royal 
Highness’s disposal for landing. 


Highness’s disposal for landing. 

Flowed Shows and City Business. — “ Breference Stocks. 
Chatham Seconds Bosef What a sweet comhination of colour and 
scent per scent ! 
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EXPECTEDNESS. 

“ Inetitable ” is the new cant 
phrase, and certain phrases are 
inevitable, it would seem. 

It is inevitable, if yon should 
happen to beg the pardon of one 
of the lower middle class, that he 
(or more generally sAc) will reply 
with “ Grant^ ! ” 

It is inevitable, if you converse 
with ayoung Oxonian of immature 
intellect, that he will murder the 
Uheen’s. or (as he would call it) 
Ouaggers, English by some such 
expression as “ What a beastly 
sensagger ! ” or invite you to 
“stagger for the dagger” (t>. 
stay for the day). But competent 
authorities are inclined to thiTilr 
that this laborious form of under- 
graduate wit, or “w^ger,” is 
doomed to speedy “ extigger.” 

It is inevitable that the would- 
be smart business person, when 
inditing a circular or club notice, 
wiU say, ^‘Forward same,” or, “I 
inclose same,” instead of 
whatever it may happen to be. 

It is inevitable that, when’ A ery 
wishes to be familiarly polite at 
parting, he will take his leave 
with “^long.” 

It is inevitable that, when a 
young City man desires to express 
his disapproval of any indiv&ual 
or thing, he will dismiss it as 
“no class.” 

It is inevitable, if you make 
any surprisLag or absurd statement 
to a Yankee, that his comment 
therwn will be, “ Is that so I ” 

It is inevitable, if you meet an 
actor “resting” in the Strand, 
that he will ask you to “ Name 
it,” ^d you will proceed to do so 
(possibly at your own expense) at 
one or more of the excellent 
drinking-bars in that locality. 



First Gossip,^ “So you was niwbr axed tot Fonbrai V* 

Second Gossip, “Nivver as much as inside t’housb. But nob- 

BUT WAIT TILL WS HBV’ A FONERAL OF US QWN, AN’ WE ’LL SHOW 
’EM I ” 


A-BRESS BY MR. SPEAKER. 

[“ Certain Members object to at- 
tending the Spbaxbr’s dinner or 
Iwees in full dress,”] 

Mr, Speaker, 

“ Oh, ye must walk in silk attire, 
And swords and buckles wear, 
Giu ye wad come to dine wi’ me, 
Or tend my levies mair.” 

The Members, 

“Oh, what’s to us your silken 
show, [smart ?— 

And swords and hackles 
And if yon still insist upon ’t. 
Then yon and we must part ! ” 

Mr, Speaker, 

‘ ‘ Then je shall come in what attire 
It suits ye best to wear, 

Giu ye’ll consent to mind the 
Whip, 

Nor plague the Party mair.” 


W'OETHY Object. —It is en- 
couraging to hear of a “ Mission 
to Deep Sea Fishermen,^^ The 
deeper the sea-fishermen are, the 
more necessa^ is the mission. 
These Deep Sea-Fishermen are 
generally supposed to be able to 
look after their own soles ; hut 
now they will receive aid in their 
work. As the Bishop of Livbr- 
POOL is a prominent patron of this 
good work, it may be taken for 
granted that most of these deep 
uns are fishermen in his Lord- 
ship’s See. 


An AcauiT.TAL.— With what a 
sense of relief does a bon vivant 
who has been brought up by 
Corporal Ailment before the 
Doctor’s Court Martial hear the 
verdict of “ Not G )uty ! ” 


LAW m BLANK. 

(-^ FaturcU Development of the Modem System of Suppression,) 

Scene— of one of the Royal Courts. Customary occupant 
and surroundings. Witness in the box undergoing crosS' 
examination. 

First Counsel, And now will you give me the name of the persoi 
yon met on that occasion ? 

Second Counsel. I do not wish to interfere without reason ; hu 
su^y it is umecessary to introduce third parties into this inauiry. 

Perhaps I might foUow the plan I adopted iu my ex- 
write the name on a piece of paper ? 

^e Jtjdge, That seems a reasonable course to pursue. 

First Counsel, As your Lordship pleases. Then he so good as h 
pve me the name as suggested. (Witness complies.) Thank you 
\AUer reading thepap^^ Do you spell the name with a fiTia] “ e” ! 

iiecmd Counsel, Really, mj learned friend is carrying matters to( 
tar. Ii the ^onymity of third parties is to he preserved, such i 
leacLmg question would reveal the identity at once. 

m Jy^e, I oppose yon mean that the query about the final “ e’ 
wonld mdicate that the veiled name was “ Browne.” 

Second Counsel, auife so, my lord : that is a oonolusioiithat woalc 
be^cept^ by persons of the most ordinary intelligenoe 
^ Counsel. But as a matter of fact, the name to which I ref ei 
” ceitM^^neither Brown nor Browne. I will submit the paper tc 

The Jf^e {(^ter perking the slip which has been handed to him 
by an usher). me I lam greatly surprised I 
Toreman of the Jury, May we, my lord, learn the name ? 

First Counsel^ far as I am concerned, I shall be only too pleased 
<>®tlemen. of the Jury to have the fuUestinlormftionoi] 

Seamd Cotmsel. If loyeot, it is sot because I have sot theasreatesi 
oonflden^ mthe J^s diwretion, hst simply as amatter of pmdple 
First Counsel, I do not see how the affair is a matter of prisd^e 


but if my learned friend objects I have no wish to push the point 
further. {Turning to Witness.) And now, where did you meet this 
person whose name we have arranged to leave undiscovered ? 

Witness, Perhaps you will allow me to write the locality on a 
piece of paper and^ass it round ? 

TJ^ Judge, I think we may do that. 

First Counsel, As your Lordship pleases. {Course suggested 
pursued.) And now, have yon ever seen any one else on the subj ect t 

Witness, Certainly, (Produces a scroll.) Here is a Hst. I have 
purposely written their names in shorthand, so that they may only 
be recogmsed by those who have a knowledge of Pitman’s method. 

The Judge, Certainly. 

First Counsel. And that, my Lord, is my case. [_Sits down. 

The Judge. And now, Gentlemen, before we proceed farther, I 
would like to make a suggestion. When we commenced this trial we 
arranged that the names of the PiaintifE and Defendant should not 
Iw made pubHc. Since then it seems to me that we should learn 
them. What do you say, Gentlemen ? 

Foreman of the Jury, We share your Lordship’s curiosity. 

The Judge {addressing Counsel), You hear, 

First Counsel {after consultation with his opponent). My Lord, 
I u^d scarcely say that both my friend and myself are most 
aimous to m^t the wishes of your Lordship. But as this is a 
point of great importance to our clieuts, we should like to have an 
opportunity of consulting them. No doubt the names asked for 
might only have a Hmited circulation — ^be known only to your 
Lordship and the Gentlemen of the Jury, Still there are objections 
to even so partial a pubHcation as I have shadowed forth which make 
it most desirahle that we should have an opportunity of giving the 
matter our fullest consideration. Perhaps we might adjourn until 
to-morrow morning ? 

7fhe Judge, Oh, certainly, certainly, 

\_Court consequently adjourns to meet the necessities of the situation. 


Motto for the Yinetabd Proprietors in a certain Cham- 
PAONE Distbict. — “ Make Ay while the sun shines.” 
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I NEUBALGIA. 

What do I ’care .if sunny Spring 
Come now at last with. Dalmy 
weather? 

What^do I care for anything ? 

• I..hate existence altogether. 

It makes me almost mad, in truth, 

IMs.awf ul^ching in my tooth. 

What do I care’for wealth or fame, 
Or woman’s charms the most 
entrancing ? 

Despised or loved, it ’s all the 
same. 

You would not catch me even 
glancing 

At any face you ever saw ; 

1 ’m only thinking of my j aw. 

^ What do I care if .Trunks are low, 
Aigentiaes iat. Home Bails 
neglected ? 

Though mines may come and 
mines may go, 

I’m indescribably dejected. 

They may be, I am, “ dull ” and 
“weak.” 

Confound my throbbing, swollen 
cheek I 

What do I care which party ’s in. 
To take more pennies from my 
income, 

Or, if from tax: on beer or gin, 

Or milk;and water extra “ tin ” 
come? 

My thoughts are “in another 
place ” ; 

This aching spreads^ throughout 
my face. 

What do I care for any play. 

For dance or dinner, soi^ or 
supper? feay. 

With pangs like these I cant be 
They spread from lower jaw to 
upper, 
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A LEFT-HANDED COMPLIMENT. 


“Back again, Doctor? I *ve been so much better since 
YOU went away I ” 


Across my face, as I have sai* 
And *nd^ attack ' my ha] 
.bead.' ' 

What do I even care if She 
• May frown upon her wreh 
lover. 

And like another more than n 
Such pangs I might in i 
recover. 

I do not care, I do not know ; 
I ’m aching now from top to t 


Me, Budtari) Kipling 
written another Barrack -r 
Ballad (see Pall Mall Gazette 
Thursday last). It is called ‘ ‘ 
Men that fought at Minden^^ 
is perhaps the most coarse 
unattractive specimen of 
that this great young man 
put forth yet — ^a jumble of wc 
without a trace of swing 
music. All this Tommy Ati 
business, with its “ Booki< 
and its “Johnny Baws,” j 
its affectation of mtimate kn( 
ledge of the common soldii 
inmost feelings, is about pla; 
out, and the interest in it 
not likely to be revived by si 
jargon as “ The Men^ that fou 
at Minden,^^ Besides, did 
Lord Q-eoegb Saokville fight 
at Minden ? 


IExplahued at last.— The (Zo 
logical excuse given for the b( 
oonstiiotorwhen he swallowed ] 
companion, was that “he oi 
wanted a snack for luncheon,” 
had been hinted that he found“ t 
other one” such a “ boa” at m< 
times that he was determined 
put him down. But this is n 
the fact. 


A LITTLE CHANGE. 

Hang it all ! They have blocked the street and are laying it with 
• asphalte ; just in May, as usual. From early morning the quiet of 
my rooms is disturbed by the noise of the work, when I go out 1 
scramble over heaps of rubbish, past smoking cauldrons of pitch, and 
when I come home at night my cab drops me nearly a quarter of a 
mile away. Moreover, one neighbouring house is being painted, and 
the other is being rebuilt. I fiy from f aUiug dust and brickbats, only 
to run against ladders and paint-pots. It is awful. And now my 
Aunt Jane is coming up from Bath, and has invited herself to tea at 
my chambers. Her rheumatism prevents her from walking more 
than a yard or two, she cannot bear any noise, and the smeU of paint 
makes her ill. She is very rich, and could leave all she has to the 
poor. Accurately speaking, that class includes me, but in my aunt’s 
opinion it does not. She is very suspicious, and, if I made excuses 
and invited her to tea anywhere else, she would feel convinced that I 
was hicdng some guilty secret in my dull, quiet, respectable rooms. 
She is very prim, and the mere suggestion of such a thing would 
alienate her from me for ever, why on earth can’t she stop in 
Bath ? And I shall have to go with her to May meetings ! It is im- 
possible; I must fly. But where? She has a horror and suspicion of 
all foreign nations, except perhaps the steady, industrious Swiss. 
Q-ood idea— Switzerland. But what reason can I give for rushing off 
just now ? Someone must send me, I have it. She knows I try to 
write a little, so I will say my editor requires me to go at once to 
Q-eneva to write a series oi articles in the Jardin Alpin d’Acdimata- 
tion on Alpine botany. Botany, how respectable! Q-eneva, how 
sedate! Makes one think at once of Calvin and Qeneva bands. 
These sound rather frivolous, something like German bands, but they 
are not really sO, only, I believe, a sort of clerical cravat. Then 1 
will start on to Paris, the direct way to Qeneva. 

Perhaps I sbaU never reach Qeneva. Paris do weU enough. 
No streets there taken up in the Spring. Ko painting on the clean 
stone houses. No rebuilding on the BoulevardTs. No aunt of mine 
anywhere near. I shall escajpe all my troubles. I shall be able to 
smoke my cigarette latily in the pleasant courtyard of the Grand 


H6tel, and try to imagine that I see some of the people in Tnlby 
Little Billee^ or Taffy ^ or the amongst the animated, cosm 

pohtan crowd. And tne stately giant in the gilt chain will solemn 
arrange the newspapers in all languages, and will supply me wii 
note-paper, I must be careful not to write to my aunt a long d 
scription of the Jardin Alpin d’Acclimatation de Geneve on pap 
stamped “ Grand Hotel, Paris.” And the attentive Joseph, wi1 
those long grey whiskers, sacred to the elderly French waiter ar 
the elderly French lawyer, will exclaim, “ M'sieuJ^ in a 

those varied tones which make the two syllables mean i essir I 
“ Coming, Sir ! ” “ Here is your coffee, Sir ! ” “In a minute, Sir ! 
and so many tilings besides. And I shall be able to watol 
assembled from all parts of the world, sopae younger and prettie 
faces tban my Aunt Jane’s. That settles it, A regretful letter t 
my aunt. And to-morrow en route / 


Change of Spelling ? — Our dramatic friend known to the publi 
through Mr, Punch as Enry Hattxhob Jones appears to hav 
recently altered the spelling of his name* He has left the J one 
and the Henry alone, but in the Times of Friday he appears a 
“Henry Aether Jones,” “XT” out of it; and what was “E’ 
doing there ? 

Presentation to the Bev. Guinness Bogers.— Last week thi 
worthy minister was presented by his Congregationalists with ai 
address and a cheque ror a thousand guineas, Mr. Gladstone, ex 
minister, being among the subscriber^. In future the henSfidairi 
will be remembered as th<3 ‘ Bev- rei d T loiisaad Guinness Bogerb.’ 


Music Note {after hearing Mr, J, M, Coward's performance 
the Orchestral jkarmonium ), — It would be high praise to say of anj 
organist that “ he attacks his instrument in a Cowardly maimer.” 


“Yery Appropriate.” — ^Last Wednesday the Bight Hem. A, W. 
PxjsL became a “ Skinner,^^ 
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A COMma CHAEeE. 

{Prematurely Communicated hy our 
JPrcfphetic Beporter,) 

Gentlemen of the Jury, for the 
last couple of years or so you have 
BO doubt read aay number of de- 
nunciations of the conduct of the 
man whose actions you are now 
about to investigate. You have 
heard him abused right and left. 
You have seen pictures of him, in 
which he has been held up to 
scorn and public ridicule. You 
have heard it announced in all 
quarters ^at he is a scoundrel 
and a thief. And as this has 
been the case, Gentlemen of the 
Jury, it is my duty tell you 
that you must put aside the re- 
collection of these attacks. You 
must treat the prisoner before 
you as if he were immacidate. 
In fact you must lay aside all 
prejudice, and give the man a 
fair trial ; and. Gentlemen, it is 
my duty (sanctioned by precedent) 
to have the pleasure of informing 
you that 1 am sure vou will I 
Yes^ Gentlemen of the Jury, 
having regard to all the circum- 
stances of the case, I repeat, I 
am sure you will ! 


At the JSfational Liberal Club, on 
Wednesday, Lord Eosebiet told 
thecompany they were not dancing 
on a yoicano. That may be true, 
but it is equally true that the 
Government, in proposing to re- 
mit the sixpenny duty on whiskv, 
are riding for a fall in (or, shall 
we say, a drop of) the “ crater,” 



ON THE NEW STATUE. 

[“Her Majesty’s Government are 
about to entrust to one of our first 
sculptors a great historical statue, 
which has too long been wanting to 
the series of those who have governed 
England.”— Bosehery at the 
Boyal Academy Banquet^ 

OuE “ Uncrowned Eong ” at^last 
^ to stand 

’Midst the legitimate Lord’s 
Anointed ? [band. 

How will they shrink, that sacred 
Dismayed, disgusted, disap- 
pointed ! 

The paromu Protector thrust 
Amidst the true Porphyro- 
^eniti? 

How will it stir right royal dust ! 
The mutton-eating king’s a- 
menity Idja, 

Were hardly proof against this 
William the thief, Exteus the 
bully, [cur, — 

The traitor John, and James the 
Their royal purple how ’twill 

sully 

To rub against the brewer’s huff I 
Haeey, old Mother Church’s 
grlory 

Meet this Conventioler ? — Enough I 
The Butcher dimmed not Eng- 
land’s story [nown. 

But rather brightened her re- 
in camp and court it must be said, 
Aud if he did not win a crown, 

At least he never lost his head ! 


A WELLINGTON (STREET) MEMORIAL. 

Geneeal Opinion (Mr. Punch) peesents the Mbbal op the 
Highest Order op Histrionic Merit to Henry Irving in 

RECOGNITION OF DISTINGUISHED SERVICE AS CORPORAL GREGORY 

Brewster in the action op Conan Doyle’s “Story op Waterloo.” 


AmongMt, LEGALLIENNE’snew 
poems there is one entitled Tree 
Worship, It is not dedicated 
to the lessee of the Haymarket 
Theatre hy “ an Admirer.” 


A MAY MEETING. 

They met in a cake-shop hard hy the Strand, 
He in black broadcloth, and ^e in silk. 

She had a glass of “ fizz ” in her hand. 

He had a hnn and a cup of milk. 

She had a sunshade of burnished crimson, 

He had a brolly mperf ectly furled, 

And a pair of pince-nez with tortoiseshell 
rims on. 

He Inoked the Church, and she seemed the 
World. 

Tl^ sat on each side of a marble table, 

His legs were curled round the legs of his 
chair. 

Around them babbled a miniature Babel ; 

The sunlight gleamed on her coppery hair. 
She held a crumpled Academy Guide, 

Scored with crosses in hold’hlacklead : 

A pile of lealiets lay at bis side. 

And he grasped a Report, which he gravely 


His shaven lip was pendulous, long, 

Her mouth was a oherry-hued moue mutine^ 
Jlis complacent, uncomdy, strong, 

Hers soft appetence sharpened with spleen. 

scale-glitter, his oyster-dim, 

His huge mouth hardened, her small lips 
curled 

A^e gazed at her and she glanced at him : 
He looked the Church, and she seemed the 
World. 


* \ ^0^ Exeter Hall ! ” 

as she sipped her wine.) 
'”A buttery the Belial thrall 


Of Vraity Pair, all tinkle and ! >» 
ht ne as he ernmhled his bon 


^ f Eought Itp 0.0 no uL'LuiLuitja. ms non 
With dumsy fingers in loose black doth ; 


And the impish spirit of genial fun 
Hovered about them and mocked them both. 

Mutual ignqranoe, mutual scorn, 

Revealed in glances afiame though fleeting ; 

Such, in the glow of this glad May morn, 

The inhuman spirit of mortal meeting. 

The worm must disparage the buttery, 

The butterfly must despise the worm ; 

And Scorn, the purblind, will ne’er descry 
A common bond, or a middle term. 

Modish folly, factitious Art ? 

True, grave homilist, sadly true ! 

But Boanerges truculent, tart, 

What of the part that is played by you ? 

You denouncing the “ Snare of Beauty,” 

She affecting to feel its spell, — 

Which falls shortest of human duty ? 

Shallow censor, can you quite tefl ? 

Meanwhile the lilac is blithely budding, 

And sweetly hreatheth the nutty May, 

The golden sunshine the earth is flooding, 
And you— yon echo the old, old bray 

Of Boanerges, A broader greeting 
Of l>rotherhoodfull, warm hearts, wide eyes 

Might lend a meaning to your “May Meeting” 
To gladden the gentle and win the wise. 


MODES AND METALS. 

[“ Neckties made of aluminium have just been 
invented in Germany .” — Evening Baper,\ 

Yisited my tailor’s puddling works to-day. 
He has some really neat new pig-iron fabrics 
for the season. I am thinking of trying his 
Bessemer steel indestructible evening-dress 
suits. 

Really this new plan of mineral clothing 
comes in very usefully when one is attackea 
hy wughs on a dark night. Floored an 
assailant most satisfactorily with a touch of 
my lead handkerchief. 

The only objection I can find to my 
aluminium summer suiting is its tendency to 
get red hot if I stand in the sun for five 
minutes. 

I thmk I can now saf dy defy my laundress 
to injure my patent safety ironclad steel 
shirts. 

I :^d, however, that there is no need of a 
laundress at all. When one’s linen is soiled, 
sand-paper and a mop will clean it in no time. 

My frock-coat has got a nasty kink in it ; 
must send it to he repaired at the smelting 
fomace. 


“What’s in a Name? A Rossa, &c.”— 
Before being ejected from the House of Com- 
mons on Wednesday last, O’Donovan Rossa 
'Shouted out that “ A stain had been put upon 
his name.” Where is the ingenious crafts- 
man w^ho did itP He might try his hand 
next time at gilding refined gold. 


On^ Cut don’t Com:b Again I— It was 
said by The Fiaaro last week that Japan 
would demand “ au extra pa 3 rment of one 
hundred millions of taels by China.” But 
surely a hundred million Chinamen would 
evince a pig-headed obstinacy in parting 
with, or being parted from, their “tails” on 
any consideration. 


^ OuEEY.— Can a champagne wine from th( 
intake of ‘ Ay”Jbe invariably and faitlj 
Lesmabedas “Ay 1”P 


“ A Lightship Sunx.” — Impossible I 
couldn’t have been a lightship, it must have 
been a very heavy ship. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

JEXTRACTED JKOM THE DUET OF TOBT, M.P. 

■SoMe of Commons, M^y May 6.— Welsh Disestablishment 
Bill on,t^ 18 The Man. from Shropshire, Stanley Leiohton, as 
Geobgb: Tbeteltan pointed out long ago, is irresistibly like the 

The Joys of Office. ** Speaker! Hats off, Strangers! ” matter. 


Cnnous how this Church Bill brings to the front men who, if heard 
at all, certainly do not ^eak in chorus on any other (luestion. After 
The Man from Shropshire comes Tomlinson, who, early in proceed- 
mgs, displays irresistible tendency to discuss poiuts ;of order with 
Speaker. ISfew Speakek has, however, f already gotlhaud *iu, and, 
before Tomlinson, who re- * » » 

members being on his feet 
addressing Chair, quite / 

knows where he is, he finds % 

himself sitting down again. zC'iW J 

Ceanbobnb also on war- 
path, his very hair bristling 
with indignation at this 
fresh attack on the Church. 

Glib Gsippith- Boscawen ■ 
has a field-night ; ^ makes 
long speech on moving In- / 

stmction standing in his 
own name. His obvions, 
unaffected enjoyment of bis 

own oratory should be in- ^ 

Colonel Locewood, tikat \ 

pillar of the Church, was . 
the first called on in Com- 
mittee to move amendment. ; 

Colonel not in his place. 

Hex)ort has it the devout 
man is in library reading 
Thomas 1 Kempis, or Dre- ^ 
mrcoDET on Death. Here > 

Griffith to make another 

speech. Dashes in ; start- % 


ing off with promise of good 
half-honr; desire for Lock- 
wood’s appearance irresist- 
ible. As Addison says, with 
hereditarydisposition to drop 
into poetry, and the belief 
thatheisqnoting Tennyson, 





The Cares^of Office. 

Cawmel-Bannerman crosses the Lobby. 
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Better fifty words from Lockwood Thursday , — Taioter’s ciniosity inconveniently uncontrollable* 

Than a thousand from Boscaweit. At end of sitting given up to Scotland no one thinkings about 

Scouts sent out in all directions. The Colonel discovered in sort of CoMHAxnBR-nsr-CHTEi' or Takcoie either. Successive divisions had 
oratory he has contrived in far recess of library. Brought back to carried sitting far beyond midnight, that blessed hour at which* in 
House; foimd Boscawen bowling along. “This is my show,” said ordin^ circiimstances* debate stands adjourned. Q,riwterof an hour 
the Colonel as* he passed Boscawei?’ on his way to his seat. More occupieo in dividing on question whether they should divide on amend- 
fierceness in his eye than befit the man or the occasion. Boscaweit inent. Prouosal affirmed ; another quarter of an hour spent in frresh 
stared over his head, and went on with his speech. Opportunity too division. ^Tothing possible further +0 be done. Members streamed 
precious to be lost. If Locewood meant to move his amendment he forth, scramblinp: for cabs in Palace Yard. CoifYBEAEE in charge of 
should have been there when called upon. He wasn’t ; Boscawen’ a Bill dealing with false alarms of fire, managed to get it through 
found it, so to speak, by roadside. 1^’ow it was his ; would make Committee unopposed. Members little recked how near they were to 
the most of it ; pegged along whilst the Colonel muttered remarks real alarm of worse than fire. 

as he glared upon him. Seme who sat by said it was a prayer. Twenty minutes earlier, when last division taken, over 330 i 
Others, catching a word here and there, said it was a quotation from Members filled House. Now the tide ebbed ; only the thirty odd 
Thomas 1 Kempts. Whatever it might have been. Colonel seemed Members in their places jealously watching Speahee running through 
much moved. Hardly pacified when, at end of twenty minutes, Orders of the Bay. Tahnee bobbing up aud down on bench like 
GLra-GBiEFiTHsatdov^ and Lockwood, finding himself in peculiar parched pea. Heard it somewhere whispered that Duke of Cam- 
position of seconding his own amendment, delivered the speech he beedge, worn out with long campaign, about to uuhelm, unbuckle 
had prepared for moviuir it. his sword, hang up his dinted armour. Tahher feels he can’t go to 

Business Got into Committee on W'elsh Disestablishment bed leaving unsettled the problem of tmth or phantasy. Not a 

Bill. moment to be lost. Speaker risen to put question “ That this House 

-Pretty to see Prince Arthur drop down on George do now adjourn.” Then Tanner blurts out the inquiry, “Is it 
Bussell just now for speaking true?” “Order! order!” says 


disrespectfully of Silomio. That 
eminent patriot, having in his 
newly-assumed character of Patron 
Saint of Japan, cross-examined 
Edward Grey upon latest Treaty 
negotiations, accnsed AsquiTH of 
nothing^ less than stealing a county. 
“ Filching ” was precise word, 
which has its equivalent in Slang 
Dictionary in sneaking. Idea of 
Home Secretary hovering over 
the Marches in dead of night, and, 
when he ffiought no one was look- 
ing, picking up Monmouthshire, 
aud putting it in his coat-tail 
pocket, amused scanty audience. 
But SiLomo re^y wrath. “Al- 
ways Anti-English this Govern- 
ment,” he exclaimed, with scornful 
sweep of red right hand along line 
of smiling faces on Treasury Bench, 
“ A stimne hurst of British pa- 
triotism,” George Bussell cha- 
racterised it. John Bull in 
excelsts. The more notable since, 
on reference to official record, he 
; foxmd the Enight from Sheffield 
was born in the United States, 
and descended from the -Pilgrim 
Fathers. 

“Which one?” inquired voice 
from hack bench, an inquiry very 
properly disregarded. (A new 
phrase this, Sark notes, for use by 








Piling Peeler upon Bossa ! 


true ? ” “ Order ! order ! ” says 

the Speaker. Well, if they didn’t 
like the question in the form he 
had first put it, he would try 
- again. 

“I would ask,” he said, adopting 
conditional mood as least likely to 
^ hurt anyone’s feelings, “whether 
a member of the Boyal Family 
who has really ” (most desirous of 
3iot putting it too strongly, hut 
^ really you know) “been drawing 
public money too long is going to 
retire?” 

“Order ! order ! ” roared the few 
Members present. 

^ “I would ask that question,” 

repeated Tanner, still in the con- 
ditional mood, bnt nodding confi- 
deTitiallv all round. 

The Blameless Bartley happily | 
at post of duty. Broke in with 
protest. Speaker ruled question 
out of order. But the good Tanner 
came back like a bad sixpence. 

“Is his Boyal Highness going 
to retire ? ” he in sisted, getting red- 
der than ever in the face. “ Order ! 
order ! ” shouted Members in chorus. 

P Thus encouraged, Tanner sang out 
the solo again, “ Is his Royal High- 
ness going to retire ? ” 

That was his question. The 
Speaker, distinctly differing, 
affirmed “ The question is that the 

» 1 r 



>• UNSToif J’uzWygbam, who served in the Crimea with has 

Pdt»^ ^ f Pilgrim Pathers.”) been m command of the Cavalry Brigade at Aldershot, and in otiier 

+i,f £1^°? V j of tbis kind. Cut io poritions come in personal contact with the CoMMANDEE-nsr-CHiEF, 

suspected of slighting intent towards hi« “What I should like,” he repeated reflectively, stroking his chin 
SiLOMip ParacE Akxhto has long learned ‘ would he the opportunity, enjoyed from a safe distance, of hearing 
from personal the Book personally reply to Tamnee’s interrogation.” 

for hamng ^«e.-Wrangle all night round Scotch Committee, 

ranks the s^dard^ pnltare and conduct. Tohave Sqoiee sat through dull morning sitting listening with 

®^9^ ™ ^“4" Sewetary, was more than air of pathetic resignation to Members talking Mund Bndiret. Q,Tni.- 


he had never heard. 


mysterious ingredients. 


oil ‘j j X A.I.* minimum of malt, maximum of sugar, and warranted to do the 

Arthur has done this greatest damage to the system. SauiRE, momentarily waking up 
^ ^ &^ned ; but two big hot from mournful mood, observed that Birmingham is also head- 

^ ^^® Unionism. Might he nothing in ooincidence, but 


'fpT. jj TT tfiere it wss, Rasch posed as the distressed agriculWist. Jokim 

Garunttr firiTTPTrmj HER B E RT tned to Walk on both sides of road at same time, and Government 

recollection of a got msjority of 24. ^wswess done.— Budget Eesolutions agreed to, 

“Clmtep^eot,” said Loojcwooi). “But what a loss the stage — ' 

Has rastaiued by Princb Arthur taking to politics ? Tried both yvbtte guilbert at the empire. 


TO YVBTTE GUILBERT AT THE EMPIRE. 


Yvette ! your praise resounds on every hand. 
And those laugh loudest who least understand. 
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STUDIES IN ANIMAL LIFE. 

Fnolb Toby and the Widow Wadman, as they might have been. 

Uncle Toby and, Widow Wadman,*^ 0. E. Leslie, E.A. Exhibited at the Eoyal Academy in 1831.] 


A Mabk against 
Dbnmaek. — At the 
beginning: of last 
week it was mid- 
summer weather, 
and not to have cast 
o£E winter dothmgr 
and donned light 
attire would have 
been deemed “ Mid- 
summer madness.” 
But by Thursday 
“on a change imt 
cela^^ except the 
clothes, and we were 
in midwinter I The 
l^aily Telegraphs 
weather - clerk ob- 


served, thatall “this 
result^ £rom a deep 
depression in Den- 
mark.” It certainly 
caused deep depres- 
sion here: and there 
must be “ something 
rotten in thie State 
of Denmark” which 
ought to be looked to 
immediately. Ere 
l^ese lines api>e^ we 

— ^^at we shall have 
retraced our stej 
towards summer. 


Q,tjbkt Sttg- 
GBSTBD.— W ereadin 
the Financial Times 
that “A comer in 
camphor is, it is 
stated, being ar- 
ranged.” Is to be in 
“ a comer in cam- 
phor” as good as 
being “laid up in 
lavender” ? 


A CENTURY OE CENTURIES. 

■' [By scoring 288 in the match Gloucester v. 
Somerset at Bristol, on Msy 17, Mr. W”. G. Grace, 
now nearing his 47th birthday, made his hundredth 
innings of 100 runs or over in first-class matches.] 

“ O FRABJ0V8 day ! Calhoh ! Callay J ” 
Sang Punch on the seventeenth instant May, 
With a trae Jabherwockian chortle, 

As be saw the swipe, on the Bristol ground. 
Which worked Ghace’s hundred of centuries 
round ; 

A record ne’er equalled by mortal. 

“ My beamish boy of nigh forty-seven— 
There isn’t a cheerier sight under heaven 
Than W. G. at the wicket. [snack,” 

When your “vorpal” bat “goes snicker- 
Funch loves to lie, with a tree at his back, 
And watch what he calls Cricket. 

And now, as a topper of thirty years, 

After many hopes, and a few faint fears, 
(Which Punch never shared for a jiffy.) 
You’ve done the trick! Did your pulse 
beat quick 

As you crept notch by notch within reach 
of the nick ? 

Did even your heart feel squiffy ? 

Punch frankly owns his went pit-a-pat 
While he foEowed the ball and watched your 
bat 

As the nineiies slowly tottled; 

And the boys of the Bristol Brigade held 
breath, 

In an anxious silence as as death. 

But oh! like good fiz? unbottled, 


We all “ let go ” with a loud “ hooray ” 

As the leather was safely “ put away ” 

Eor that hundredth hundred. Verily, 

Now you’re the “ many oeuturied ” Geace ! 
And for many a year may you keep top place, 
Piling three-figure innings right merrily ! 


Ga me fbom the Highlands,— A “ Scotch 
Golfer of Twenty Years’ Standing” (poor man! 
he certainly ought to be invited to take the 
chair at any Golf meeting!) writes to the Liver- 
pool Daily Post complaining that novices in 
England will persist in sounding the letter 
“1” in the title of the sport, “although on 
every green from John o’Groats to Airlie it 
remains silent in the mouth of plaver and 
caddie alike.” As the Golfer “puts” it, the 
name should he “goff,” or even “gowf.” 
As long as there is plenty of acreage for the 
game, an ell ” is not worth mentioning. 


Musical Note of “Herr Willy Buh- 
ME8TEB” — or “ Our ” Willy. “ Bless 
you ! ” as the old salt said ; “ he fiddles like 
a angel I ” Of course, like all vioUnists, the 
hair of his head is peculiar, but his airs on 
his violin are marvellous in execution. 


Dnivebsity Pbivilyge not genebally 
KNOWN.— When a resident Oxonion is suffer- 
ing from a bronchial attack he is^ entitled to 
the professional attendance (gratis) of “The 
Curators of the Chest.” 


Extra - obdinahy Self - annihilating 
Cannibals.— Children, when they over-eat 
themselves. 


THE WAIL OF THE WALWORTH WOTER. 

[*' Many of our men have certainly been got at.” 
— Walworth Liberal Agent.] 

“ Got at,” my boy ? Well, that ’s a faok ; 

Yet not by Lansbuby, Reade, or Bailey. 
But by the burdens on our back, 

As seem a-gettin’ heavier daily. 

Trade ’s bloomin’ bad, and rents is high ; 

Yet more and more the Guv’ment axes. 
Progress, old man, is all my heye, — 

As means raised rents, and rates, and taxes. 
School Boards, Free Liberies, an’ such, 

With County Council schemes, look proper ; 
When they too ’ard poor pockets touch 
On them the poor put a stopper. 

Fust we ’ave got to live, I say ; 

To pay our way, and grub otw young ’uns. 
Will Rads make that more easier, hay. 

Than wot you call “ Bible and Bung’nns” ? 
By Jingo, if you want our wotes, 

You ’n git ’em, not by playing peeper, 

Or wetoing beer trom our poor throats ; 

But— making life easier and cheaper ! 

Got at ? Wy, yus, by want o’ grub, 

And rents an’ taxes too extensive ; 

And so we ’ll weto— not the Pub, 

Put “ Progress ” wot comes too expensive ! 


Parties in the House op Commons.— 
Besides the usual number of parties, there 
will alwavs be, during the fine summer 
weather, Tea-parties. 


Contradiction. — Trem endous ‘ ‘ Crushin g 
Reports” come in from the mines, and, in spite 
of this, mining shares are better than ever. 


VOL, cvxn. 





HERCULES AND OMPHALE; OR, PETTICOAT GOVERNMENT. 

Hermles {Priiice BmnwrcTc). I bflieve that Female sympathy with ottr Political Institutions is a much stronger Bulwark against Social Democracy than our 

Revolution Bill would have been if it had been passed.” {See Daily Papers^) 
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New AssistaM {after JMir-cvUi/rigj to Jones^ who hcts been away for a couple of weelcs\ “Yoxtr ’Air xs vert thin be’inHi Sir* Trt 
S iNaEiNOl” Jones {after a pause), *‘Yes, I trine I will.** 

N A, {after singeimg), “Shampoo, Sir? Good for thr *Air, Sir,*’ Jones. “Thane tod. Ybs.” 

N A. “Yode MorsTAOHES CURLED?** Jones, “Please.” N, A, “Mat I give tod a PRioTroN?” Janes. “Thane tod.” 
N A. “Will tod try some of odr 

Manager {who has fust sighted his maw, in Stage whisper). “ Yod Idiot I Ee ’s a Subscriber ! ! ** 


WAITING rOE NASEGLLA. 

[“ The original arrangements for Nasrdlla Khan’s reception in London 
have undergone considerable alteration.’*— Faper.] 

“ Of course we ought to act on precedent,” said Wise Man Number 
One, “We can't be far out if we do that.” 

“ I am not so sure,” replied Number Two of the Series, “ When 
the Shah came over we gave him a prize-fight at Buckingham Palace, 
and the entertainment sub&eq.nently caused much hostile criticism in 
Clapham,” 

‘^It is to be regretted,” sighed the Third, “that the Polytechnic 
Institution no longer exists. It would have amused his Highness to 
have descended in the diving bell,” 

“No doubt,” put in the initial speaker; “but something of the 
same effect might be obtained by conducting NasrdUaA either to the 
Museum of Mines in Jermyn Street or the Diploma Gallery at Bur- 
lington House.” 

“ Q>uite so. And what do you say to the Natural History Museum, 
and a special visit in semi-state to the top of the Monument P ” 

This suggestion was well received. Then a trip to Kew, and a ride 
on the Elegant at the Zoo were considered not mifavourably, 

“ Shall he go to any of the theatres ? ’’ was the next question, 

“It may be a little dangerous to his morals if he understands 
English,” seemed to be the popular answer. 

Then a visit to a music-hall under the immediate supervision of 
the London County Council was proposed. 

Then a Wise Man (less sage than the majority of his fellows) pro- 
pose a little “ slumming.” 

“ He might visit the East End, and pass anight in a Casual Ward.” 

Fortunately for the honour of the British Empire the proposal 
was negatived without the formality, of a division. 

“ Could he be exhibited at a side show, either at Sydenham, EarPs 
Court, or West Kensington ? ” 

^ Again there was a shout of “ No.” The visit of the Eepresenta- 
tive of the Ameer was not to be made a source of income to the 
Imperial, or, if it came to that, any other Exchequer. 


“ Besides,” said the initial speaker, “ the British PubHo does not 
care for paying for its raree-show. When we do get hold of a 
native, we like to find him on view free, gratis and for nothing,” 
Then it was agreed that Nasrdlla should appear at the Gueen’s 
Birthday Parade, and other “features” were discussed with 
I animation. 

“But what the Khan will ultimately do, Sir,” murmured an 
experienced official at the conclusion of the confab, “only Time can 
show— with the asdstance of the Government.” 


A New Terror.— Politics on the stage. In Enrt Hadthor 
Jones’s Bauble Shop at the Criterion we were taken into the House 
of Commons and got somehow mixed up with Par^ PoKtics ; but in 
The Some Secretary^ Mr. Carton, it appears, has attempted to drag 
his audience, with Mr. Charles Wynpham, into the inner circle of 
Parliamentary life. What next ? A debate on the Budget in Four 
Acts? Or shall we have, in five Parliamentary Acts, with a Pro- 


or, Aom? the G'Eeillys^ the Maguires^ and 


logue and Epilogue, the Comedy with a short Jonesian title called 
Home Rule for Ireland: or, how the 0* Reilly s, the Maguires, and 
the Kellys went into the Opposition Lobby, and how one Oooernment 
came in and the other went out, tj'C. f Save us from polities on 
the sta^e I There was just enough of the political element in JDora 
to give it a peculiar interest. But then Dora was written hy Yic- 
TORIEN SaRDOD. | 

Royal Military Tournament.- The initials bring “R. M. T.” 
will not be descriptive of the state of the seats in the Apionltural 
Hall during the performance. The annonncement wni he “Are 
Quite Full,’^ not “H. M. T.” 

Quotation for Londoner last week, on sebenu the Duke of 
York in Paxl Mall, — “ I know that man, he comes from Sheffield.” 

The New Coins.— It was announced that the reverse was to have 
been altered. On the contrary, it is quite the reverse. 
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CLASSIC QUOTATIONS ILLUSTRATED. 

(For the Use of Schools,) 

E x ample II. — “Palm am qdi meruit pbrat.” 


THE POET AND HIS INTERVIEWERS. 

I DO not dwell in a back-attic with the windows pasted up with 
brown paper, neithw do I wallow up to my eyes in a fitter of manu- 
scnjg; carpet and dust on all the furniture. If ye, or 

^e Public, have any such impression, ye are very much mistaken. 
X may be a literary person and a prose- poet ; but I five quite respect- 
ab^, and have everything handsome about me. Come and see I 

Xe ;vnll ^d '^e dwMteps freshly scoured, and the door-handle 
bdu ^which ye will make a note of after ye have rung 

A trim patloTOnaM— vhoin ye Trill aJltule to as “ a neat-handed 
xHTUiis —-will open the door, and request ye to wipe your dirty 
boots upon ^e doormat in the passage— wMoh ye are expected to 
mention as the spacious entrance hau.” 

I shall stand on the threshold of my dining-room, and receive ye 
with as much surprise as if the visit were not by previous appoint- 
ment: ahaU accompany ye through all my rooms, and tell ye in- 
terestog i^ts abimt the china and the chimney ornaments. 1 sIirI I 
not obj wt to your bringing a camera and taking views of my “ cosy 
comer and my hat and umbreUa-stand. 

They are exax^y like t^se of everybody else, so they are sure to be 
pleasing to an art-loving Public. ^ 

Ye wm find in ^e drawing-room the perfume of many flowers— 
provided I do not forget to send out for some penny bunches of 
violets befor^and— and ye can take a photograph of the cottage 
cm^ (wMch u^£^y has Its habitation in the 
ki^hen, as I loatlw all bims— but this is not for publication). 

1 will ^ow y e^e stmd of wax-flowers fashioned by my maternal 

01 the inscnption. 

In the stndy— to which I shall humorously allude as my “ den 


they are merely^ “ properties,” for the public expects all striking 
literary personalities to write with pipes m their mouths. 

Come to me I I fear ye not. It is ye who confer celebrity. I 
know ye so well. I shall foUow ye out into the garden, and ye shall 
carry stylographs in your waistcoat pockets, and I will relate to ye 
my early literary experiences, give ye my theories on the Social 
Q,uestion, and let ye kodak my child in its perambulator. 

I know ye ; ye will convey a totally false impression of my views, 
which I shall have to write to all the leading journals to correct. Ye 
will force me into the publicity and self-advertisement from which 
my sensitive soul shrinks. Ye will describe the insides of my rooms, 
for the benefit of the^ buzzing swarm which has hitherto shown no 
overwhelming curiosity concerning the insides of my works. 

Still, I do not mind your coining, provided that ye give me an 
opportunity of revising a proof of the interview. Ye are necessary 
nuisances. 

BETWEEN THE LINES. 

[“The iusertioii of advertisements at enhanced prices in the very body of a 
magazine is the noblest achievement of journalistic enterprise. This intrin- 
sicmly beautiful idea, however, admits of cmsiderable development in the 
near future, unless, as is improbable, the reading public declines to take its 
romantic literature in piebald strata.’* — The Type yForm,} 

A TWEN'TIETH CEl^TURY IDYLL. 

Lazily, dreamily, we floated down the pellucid stream, Aspasia 
at the single thwart, I, her loved one, 
at the tiller. The last gleaner had 
left the fields. Over the grave of 
the dead sun I saw the eye of Hes- 
perus, early and thoughtful. The 
words of the Poet Laureate came 
back to me; it seemed that “in 
yonder Orient star a hundred spirits 
whispered 

[KFJSF YOUR HAIR ON! 

Try our own Fertiliser. The 
Next~of~KinA)ut-‘One to the So- 
henpfefferkorn dynasty writes : — 

“ J have^ tried your lotion for a 
vacancy in the crown,, and should in 
all human prohahility have sue- 
ceededy hut for the hirth of an infant 
in the direct line. Make what use of this you like. It has been 
none to me.”] 

“Peace I” Now the fight shallop trembled to the stroke of 
Aspasia’s senUs, and the Brawny muscles lifted beneath her flannel 
suiting. Myself so frail, I adore the pride and prowess of woman- 
hood, that moves through the world conquering and to conquer. 
This fife of the open air, so free, so expansive, that despises the 
thought of 

{^COHFSIVF CORSETS, — Supply the want, or disguise the 
existence, of adipose deposit. Send immediately a plaster cast of 
your bust. Insure against fracture in the Parcel Post,^ 

control or^ seclusion, how different from that of men, studiously 
repressed in a hothouse atmosphere of fashion and traditional pro- 
prieties. TYe only guess of their world from hearsay or from books. 
And most of these are by women for women, and Papa says they are 
not fit for innocent men to read. And so we have to be content to 
study dress and the lures that fascinate the other sex. But they — 
they go forth to fight onr battles, make our laws, have their part in 
the stir and excitement of 

[TEE BENEFICENT COVER SYSTEM.-You pay your 
money and we pocket it. No further liabilities whatever,] 

the world, while we sit at home and tattle over the tea-things and 
marry when we ’re asked. And, d propos, how I longed to tell aspasia 
that my heart is hers ! But I am a man : it was for her to speak. 

At last she pidled herself together with the self-assurance of a 
woman who knows that 

\_OUR MATCSES STRIKE ONLY ON THE TROUSERS,'] 

the weaker sex is at her mercy. “ Dear Ariel,” she began, and her 
deep mnlierile notes vibrated through my flattering chest ; “ dear 
Ariel, this halcyon eve, this ethereal air that breathes the subtle 
incense of eucalyptus — all, all, invite me to offer you 

[LITTLE TEASERS, — For the liver. As used in the Russo- 
Japanese negotiations, The Arch-Prince General von Schplitvjski 
sends us the following despatch: — Plenipotentiary It A Bino had a 
difference with me on the question of a peninsula. Two of your 
LITTLE TEASERS, however^ came home to him , and he is now 
more amenable. You have my authority for stating that your 
system of internal adjustment has averted a disastrous and even 
stupid warP [Left advertising. 
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Yocal and Orchestral, Marguerite and Strauss. 


OPERATIC NOTES. 

Opening of Opera. Monday^ May 13. — Crowded house. Grand 
Otello Co. unlimited. The Orchestra has been sunk four feet, thus 
fidTing Stalls clear view of stage. Oritrioianus proposes a puzzler 
‘‘Orchestra lowered^^ he says, “yet all performers in it hired I 
Hoyal Highnesses present, Drubiolanu^ taking happy musical 
publishers’ points of view, looks towards ^yal Box and murmurs 
“ ‘ Royalties’ on music.” Albani surpasses herself as Desdemona : 
quite wonder that Otelh-Tamagno has the heart to smother her with 
i pillow after her song about the willow. Signor Pessina as logo : 
rather a ponderous ^ain. Pecuniary operatic prospects exception- 
ally good; at all events, possessing Jean de Eeszo, Tamagno, and 
Bestran, Druriolantts has “ three tenners ” in hand to start with. 

Tuesday.— '^diTO's Mefstofele. “ An opera that ‘ grows on you,’ ” 
says Lounger in the Lobby. “ If there were a probability of many 
such growing on yow, my dear Lounger,” quoth Sir Druriolanus, 
with satirical affability, “ you would be worth cultivating.” The 

advantage of along 
opera, with discon- 

and the other for 

Yocal and Orchestral. Marguerite and Strauss. Nelm (short for 

MANClNELni), as if 

praying the latter to conduct him safely and keep him from tempta- 
tion to go wrong, Faust in situation of Toole in The Mousehoat^ 
when he used to exclaim, “Sarah I I’m slipping!” Plan^on 
equally good as Jupiter or Mefistofele ; this time it is Mefisto. 

Wednesday.— Le Prophete. In spite of name, unprofitable opera. 
Signor Tamagno (or familiarly TahAgno), as Jean of Leyden.^ rather 
over-laden, but bearing burthen bravely. Tah receives big encore in 
Star-spangled Banner Hvmn. The two CoRsrs and Castelharx 
ably represent Liberator Pirm of Jonas^ Zaccaria^ Mathisen ^ Co., 
always ready to draw on their false prophet in order to save their own 
credit. Two CoRSts and dessert to follow. Beaming Bevignani con- 
ducts invisible orchestra. 

Thursday. — Sudden change from summer to winter. Compara- 
tively thin house. Ladies as wrapperees in furs. Everyone wel- 
coming Pagliacd^ or the Mummers^ as pantomime suitable to season. 
In spite of this, warm welcome to Pagliacci and to Madame Fanny 
Moody as Nedda. She is qmte the character; Moody yet lively. 
Ancona and De Lucia good and dramatic as ever as Tonio and 
(•anio. Debut of Miss Marie Engle, who, whether German or 
French, will be a favourite with the Engle-ish, starting uncommonly 
well as Little Bo^Peep^Baucis. ^ King Jove-Plan^on and Vulcan-- 
Castehnary^ the limping Olympian, excellent as usual. Everyone 
suffering feom wintry blasts in stalls envies Vulcan rubbing Ms 
hands and warming Mmself at Bonnard- PhilemonU fire. Such a 
night in May is enough to knock any piece to sMvers. The con- 
ductors of the operatic ’bus were, for the first journey, Soothing 
Seppilii ; and for the second. Beaming Bevignani. 

FnJay.—Still wintry. Italian-German opera Lohengrin, with 
Cosmopolitan Caste, going stronger than ever. House fnll and folly 
satisfied. Hard to please if it had not been so, with Albani as Fisa, — 
(says Wagstaep, affecting a drawl, “ Nobody else-a can touch, her 
in ^%^^),—Jupiter-Plan^on as a King, not of gods but men, and 
Bertran, from La Scala, as a First-Knight Lohengrin. As to in- 
truder Ortruda and Terrible Telramonda, these heavy weights are 
lifted by Mile. Olitzka and Signor Ancona. MonaroMcal J^nci- 
NELH treats Time like a dusty carpet, beating it strongly. 

Saturday. — Crowded house to welcome old friend Trovatore. 
Pessina as the wicked nobleman ; and Tamagno — ^now known as 
‘‘Tam”— -in wlendid voice for the Trovatore himself. “Tam” 
doubly enoorea after “ Di quella piraP Julia Eavogli not quite 
the Jzucena. Mile. Bauermeister’s first appearance tMs season : as 
heroine’s sympathetic companion Bauebmeister combines the 
with the dulce.^^ Maggie Macintyre vocally good, dramatically 
puzzling. House happy: Druriolanus delight^. Fine finish to 
first week. 


EOimDABOUT HEADINGS. 

There is only one Parish Council in England wMch is presided 
over by a lady. Her name is Jane Sharespeare, ^d she rules the 
parocMal deliberations of Netherseal in Leicestershire. No doubt it 
will be found by her councillors that Jane hath a way with her, and 
thus she will he brought into Ime with 
her illustrious namesake. 

[At Gimlingay, in Cambridgeshire, Mr. 

Dew declined to undertake the duties of 
cemetery superintendent for a salary of £5, 
and Mr/HowB was conseqeuntly appointed 
to the post.] 

Mr. Dew, when he heard of the 
offer, looked blue ; 

He considered a fiver was less than 
his due. 

How do it? The question gave 
rise to no row, 

For Miss Echo replied, and her 
answer was Howe. 

Congratulations to Mr. F. Mitchell, 
of Cambridge University, on his innings of 191 runs against 
Somerset. 

The men of the county had studied their pitch ill ; 

They did what they could, but they couldn’t bowl Mitchell. 

His masterly cutting the bowlers appals, 

For the grass being short, he makes hay of their balls. 

A WRITER in The Manchester (rwarc^tan declares that the main 
road between Bolton and Bury is in a shocking condition. What is 
the road between Bolton and Bury ? Bolton suggests that he who 
fights and runs away lives to fight another day, but Bury seems to 
indicate a path of glory leading to the grave— wMqh things are a 
paradox. In any case, I endorse the writer’s suggestion— 

That Alderman Hulton should harness his colt on. 

And drive o’er the road between Bury and Bolton. 

The chock-holes and paving are terriDle— very, 

And he may find Ms tomb e'er he comes back to Bury. 

There was a gas explosion the other day in Dnblin at the house of 
a Mr. Atock. The report states that Mr, Atock’s injuries were 
dressed ‘and he and his family afterwards left for the house of Mr. 
Atock senior, at Phibsborough, Phoohns, what a name ! As the 
capital city of the regions of, shall we say, perverted veracity, 
nothing could be fitter. In any case, condolences to Mr. Atock. Is 
the Blarney stone in PMbsborough ? 

What is “ dockisatiou ” ? Whatever it is, they have heen 
debating upon it at Bristol, and the proceedings are deporibed as 
“decidSily lively.” The protagonists were Mr. de Eidder and 
Alderman Proctor Baker. 

DocMsation, I tMnk, is a question of docks, 

And at Bristol it lately gave rise to hard knocks. 

“ Let ’s be rid of a scheme which is bad for the town,” 

Said DB Eidder, whose statements excited a frown. 

But they smiled on beholding tMs argument-maker 
By a Proctor well caught and done brown by a Baker. 

LEEDS LEADS! 

Of, Welcmne News from the North. 

[“ The tenor of market reports conceraiug all the main industries out of 
which the citizens of Leeds mike their Hving . . . suggests the advent of 
a turn for the better, commercially, that may abnost claim to rank as an 
industrial revolt.” — The Yorkshire Post.] 

Hooray I Food for hope the Tyke Town surely yields. 

The “ Sun of York ” shines on the Cardigan Fields 
(WMoh now should be called the Elysian). 

The Capitalist and the Builder unite 

To throw light upon Leeds. Let ’s sing, “ Leeds !^ kindly light I 
(Which we hope will not shock the precisian.) 

Oh I Bradford and Huddersfield, Dewsbury, BatLey ! — 

(These Yorkshire names fall into r^hm most patly) — 

Your returns and reports Trade is heeding, 

In hope that the storm, like the North, we may weather. 

With Walker and Sons (there is nothing like leather !), 

Those great “ Men of (Leeds) Light and Leading ! ” 

Appropriate. — ^Fixed service for “Tied Houses” should be the 
bounden duty of Tide-waiters. 
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AN EMBARRASSING QUESTION. 

“Wht have tott got sttoh a Bare Keck, Mitmmie?** 

“I GOING TO A DaNCE, BaBLING. ONB HAS TO DRESS LIKE THIS FOR A DaNOB 1” 

**Do .thk Ladies danob in one Room, and the Gentlemen in another, Mttmmie?’^ 


• THE PfiEMIEE^S CEUISE. 

ForUnwM^ Tiiaaik heRven ! Got rid of politics for a 

Off to Cowes," as gruest of - Spencer, or board Enchantress, 
Admirable institution, an Admiralty yacht : reconciles one to Navd 
Estimates, almost* But there !— must not think of Estimates now. 
; Must and remember this is a. holiday, to get ozone and sleep — 
especially sleep. 

CoM?a^.~SpiaiCER re^y very nautical. Talks of fast cruisers and 
, water-tube boilers all the time. Great on torpedo-destroyers. Says 
: ge Havoc goes twenty-five knots an hour.” Well then, why can’t 
: mRCODRT get up the same pace with our Bills ? Wish he ’d turn 
i into a Parh^entary JTat’ocj Mention this to Spencer, who laughs, 
and says* It s me Opposition who indulge in twenty-five Nots an 
^ur. Beheye Spencer mean’s it as a joke. Turn in, and tbiTiV of 
Harcottrt ^d Spier’s joke and Twin-Screw Cabinets and Water- 
I veto-boiler Bills. Wretched night I 

I Portland^ Tuesday Morning, — j^ther unfair of Spencer. 1^'ow 
ne s got me safely on board, he’s always trying to persuade me that 
gavy wants more money spent on it. More money I Refer him to 
Harcohrt, the mexorable Jorkins^^ Try to hide from Spencer. 
.No gwd. He ^ds me btoid a coil of rope on half-quarter-deck— 
ts It half-quarter-deck ? Hot sure, and don’t like to ask-and begins 
Seems he would like a few more millions for guns. Thought 
whad heaps of ™s. Talks about a ship he calls The Hecckler. 

Pohtical meeting I’ve ever 
attended. Why will Lords of Admiralty give such names r Spencer 
etplams-seems it’s Sech, not Secclder. Oh I AH right. Pear 
SPENcm begins totiimk me rather a land-lnhber. Got me at an 
^ to Newmarket Heath 1 

Off Doto in OTgine-room. Tell head stoker that 

Hons|ofI^sisan.^eteuisritution. Stoker winks. Chnhebea 
‘ 1 - ® , gilded prison.” Stoker seems surprised, 

^d asks, I t chuck it up, then ? ” Curious— no repartee 

^nerally. Must consult 
” de VAnglaxs de Thoughts, to see 

S-raNCER won’t 

^ ^ toming-m to his bunk.” What an 

entosiastio Pmst Lord ’’ Spencer does make ! Thinking of First 
wonder "who U be I^t ^rd ? Go on wondering till dawn. 
^^I^noise swabbing the deck noiakes I Wish I were Wk at the 


Scilly Islands, Wednesday . — ^Blue sea, lovely weather. Delight- 
ful to have left all worries, all politics, far bebdnd, and to Boat 

seen approaching from land. Man says he has a telegram for me ! 
Oh, hang telegrams I Wish I were well out at sea. What can it be 
about? Japatn? Siam? Chitral? No. Only to tell me result of 
I W^worth and West Dorset elections I Hem ! Seems I am at sea— 
politically. Thoughtless of Asoxhth to have wired me on the 
subject. Homer handsomely beaten. Why didn’t he stick to his 
Iliad ? And Readb — deserves the Old Bailey for being licked by the 
new one ! Question now is— where ’s our majority ? Ask Spencer. 
Spencer replies it’s “as plain as a marlinspike.” Says Walworth 
■lost because not enough money spent on Navy, Assures me Navy 
“ much more important than Army* in fact, it’s the Predominant 
Partner.” This is too much ! Ask Spence a, as a favour, to maroon 
*me on some desolate isle— say Lundv. Won’t do it. Bribe a sailor, 
•Landed at Lizard, Off to town! Next time I want sea air, shall 
:run down to Clacton on the “ Belle.” 

Oxford Degrees.— Certainly Messrs. Dan Leno and Albert 
Chevalier should have Masterships of Arts conferred on them. 
The “ Voces Stellarum^^ at the Oxford Observatory (otherwise 
Music Hall) are well worth hearing, Mr. Burnett (J. P.) has just 
issued a brochure on this Music- Astronomical subject, chiefiy remark- 
able for a brief essay on “The Pantomimic Art,” by Paul Mar- 
TiNETH, whose right to speak on such a theme, as an authori^, 
BW-y be arrived at oy any one who sees this most artistic pantomimist 
in a short melodramatic piece-^a piece which thoroughly tells its 
own tale ^thout words— mow being performed nightly at the Oxford, 
j it is admirable. If action can do so much, then why not a Shaks- 
pean^ iday in action, and “the student” could read the words 
to himself at home? We recommend the idea to Mr. Paul 
Martinetti^ and should advise him to re-arrange Don Quixote, as 

a piece without words,” for Mr. Henry Irving, who now looks 
and acts the part to perfection; the piece itself might then be 
worthy of the actor, that is,— if action were substituted for its very 
poor dialogue. 

Politics a la Perkyn Middlewick. — The Radical wire-pullers 
JowregMd the middle-class Walworth voters (for Mr, Bailey) as 

Shop ’uns,” and the county division which returned Colonel 
Williams as “ inferior Dosset ’’ 
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THE SCARLET PARASOL. 

Scene I. — Terrace in front of quaint old country Twuse, Yiola 
Teavbbs and Mitjriel Yane on garden-chairs, Yiola is twenty^ 
darh~eyed^ and animated ; she holds ^ a scarlet 'parasol, Mubdel 
is eighteen ; she has very fair hair, parted with puritanical 
precision ; the naive innocence of her 'manner is not without a 
suggestion of artistic premeditation, 

Muriel (emlroidering). It is a marvel to me, Yiola., tkat you can 
ever have a discontented moment in a house so Elizabethan as this. 

Viola, It is lovely, Mubiel; a background for mystery and 
romance. And I have no romance. 1 have everything else ; but I 

have not a romance. 
.^Muriel, You have 
Albert. 

Viola, You know that 
Albebt is not a romance. 

Muriel, Once 

Viola, Ah, when every- 
one opposed our marriage. 
I married him for love, 
and because he was poor 
and ‘ ‘ unsuitable.’^ How 
could I know that Ms 
uncle would die and leave 
him monev and a country 
house ? Everything has 
turned out so weU I It is 
rather hard to have made 
“ a good match,” as they 
say, without intending it. 
Of course, I never re- 
proach him. 

Muriel, !N’o ; you have 
been very nice about it. 

Viola, Albebt is per- 
fectly happy, playing at 
being a country gentle- 
man. He was so amazed 
to jSnd there were real 
ducks and fowls in the 
country— and buttercups! 
He tells me everythinar. 
He boasts we tell each 
other everything. Oh! 1 
should so like to have 
some little thing to con- 
ceal from Mm— some secret, just for fun! Of course I should tell 
him all about it afterwards, you know. 

Muriel, I am sure you would, dear. You have dropped your 
handkercMef. (Mtjbibl picks up handkerchief, hook, and paper-- 
knife, and gives them to Viola.) 

Viola, Dear Mtjkiel, it is so nice to have you here. You are so 
calm, and sootMng, and decorative, and you never take anyone away 
from anyone else I 

Muriel, I think I have been rather unfortunate lately, Yiola. 
Ho one seems to like me but middle-aged married men— of ten, too, 
with wMskers I 

Viola, You mean poor Mr. Avertdoe ? He has bee a married so 
long that he has forgotten all about it.. To-night Claude Mionokt is ! 
coming to stay with us. He is the most accomplished idiot ia| 
London, He sings, plays, paint-*, plays games, flirts— I think Ms 
flirting, though, has rather gone off. It is getting mechanical. By 
the way, have you an ideal, Mubiel ? I wonder what is your ideal ? 

Muriel {promptly and cheerfully), A man past Ms first youth, 
who has suffered ; with iron-grey hair and weary eyes, who knows 
everything about life and could guide me, and would do exactly 
what I told Mm. 

Viola, And mine is a young man of genius, just beginning life, 
with the world before Mm, who would look np to me as an inspiration 
—a guiding star ! 

Muriel, Yon have dropped your handkercMef again, Yiola. Who 
is this coming out ? 

Viola, It is only Dr. Eobbbts. He has been to see Jane, the 
housemaid. She has been rather ill. 

Muriel, I suppose she had a housemaid’s knee. 

Viola, You are quite wrong. She had writer’s cramp, poor thing I 

Muriel, How absurd, Yiola! How are yon, Dr. Eobebts! 

[Dr. Eobebts has iron-grey hair and dark eyes. As he j dns 
them Mubiel leans down to pat a dog with all the graceful 
self-consciousness of youth. Dr. Egberts looks at Yiola 
admiringly, 

Viola, I hope poor Jane is better ? 

Dr, Moherts, Oh yes; she is quite out of the wood now, Mrs, 
Tbavebs, In fact, I don’t think Ineed see her anymore. (Mubiel looks 
up,) Perhaps though, I had better just look in— say— on Thursday ? 


Viola, Do ; and stay and have some tennis. 

[Dr. Eobebts accepts with evident enthusiasm, and takes leave 
with obvious regret, 

^Muriel {watching him drive away). Dr. Eobebts admires you 
dreadfully. Is that a romance ? 

Viola, Eor Mm perhaps— not f jr me ! And it isn’t a mystery ! 

[A telegram is brought in, 
Viola, Oh, how delightful! Alan Hoy, the wonderful hoy 
harpist, is coming down ! He ’s coming by the early train ! He ’ll 
be here directly I 

Muriel, You never told me you had asked Mm I I suppose you 
forgot it— or remembered it. Doesn’t he profess to he even younger 
than he is ? I mean, when he was four, didn’t he say he was three ? 
I wonder if he’ll come down in a sailor-suit. 

Viola, He ’s quite nineteen. Here are those tiresome Avebidges 
again ! I thought I got rid of them for a long drive, {Aloud,) Ah ! 
Here is dear Mr. Avebidge I 

I Mr, Averidge {ponderously, to Mubiel). And how is Miss Yane 
to-day ? Loosing as she always does, like a rose in June. 

Muriel {coldly). Yes, Mr. Averidge ? 

Viola {to Mrs. Averidge and Albert, who are coming up the stegs 
of the terrace), Alan Eot is coming down, the Alan Eoy. He will 
I be here directly. 

Albert, All right, though I don’t approve of child artists. Poor 
tittle chap I 

Viola, He is very nearly quite grown np, Albert ! He has golden 
hair and any amount of usage du monde, 

Muriel, Albert will call it cheek -fL daresay ! 

Mrs, Averidge, He is most amusing. I met him at Lady Bats- 
water’s. He looks quite an angel plaj ing the harp. 

Albert, I hwe he ’ll bring Ms halo in a hat-box. What is that 

text about “ Young lions do lack ” 

Muriel. Oh, Albert 
Servant, Master Alan Eot! 

Albert [aside). How, don’t make the poor cMld shy. 

JSnier Alan Eot. Tall young man, in light grey suit. He wears a 
turned-down collar, a pink button-hole, ana carries a little stick, 
Alan, How are you, Mrs. Tbavebs? So sweet of yon to ask 
me I Isn’t it a dear day ! [ Greetings, 

Mr, Averidge, And how did the infant prodigy manage to get 
here all alone ? 

Alan, I j^nshed myself in a perambulator. Miss Yane, you look 
like a Botticelli in a Paris dress. I didn’t bring my harp, does it 
matter? [^Chorus of sham disappointment and real relief, 

Alan [smiling). It was dreadful of me ! But I have been keeping 

the poor thing up so late ; I thought a rest 

[ZwwcA is announced, Muriel stoops to collect Yiola’s 
handkerchief, 

Alan {to Yiola), OJti, what a sweet scarlet parasol I 
Curtain, JEnd of Scene 1. 

{To be continued.) 


Heitheb Free nob East.— The Larne Town Corami'tsioners can- 
not make up their minds whether they shall acquire the McHarel 
Town Hall which apparently (to judge from a report in the Northern 
Whig) appears to be m the market. The room, it seems, woirid be 
used for a free library. The Committee, after a very lengthy discus- 
sion, have adjourned the consideration of thequestion to some distant 
date for further information. In the meanwhile, no doubt, they will 
appropriately adopt for the municipal motto “ Live and Larne. 


CYHIC TO POET. 

[“ The great lack of the Age is its want of distinction.” 

COVENTKY JfATMOBE.] 

Alas, out poor Age I How against it we rage I 
In the seat of the scorner the critics ne’er sat more. 

If the pessimist bore would master her lore. 

We’ve only to send Mm to Coventry — ^Patmore I 
The bards do not love it. But how to improve it ? 

That question the poets, like that of the SpMox, shun. 
Distinction my lad ? If the Age is so had, 

I think its “ great lack” is not that, but extinction ! 
’Tis easier far to abuse it than mend it, 

Must we try Mobley’s other alternative— end it ? 


A Musical Hote.— Such has been the success of Mile. Yvette 
Guilbbbt, that, on dit (French must be used when speaking of this 
lionne comique), it is not improbable she will be engaged to appear in 
a part in the f orthoomin^ Sullivan Savoy Opera, in which the relation 
of librettists to composer is to be as two to one. If tMs be so, then once 
more at the Savoy witithereheaSultivan-and-Q-uilbert Combination. 
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"WHITAEIEE” 

pfr. Joseph founder 

and chief proprietor of WnitaAer^s 
Almanack, died on the 15 th May, 
aged 75.3 

OrONE I His praises to rehearse 
Might engage a friendly verse. 
Time, for "whom he did so mnoh, 
Surely dealt -with gentle touch 
With this man, of lucky star, 
Who the famous calendar, 
Schemed on an ingenious plan,* 
0ave to ever-grateful man. 
Millions no wwould feel the lack 
Of the wondrous Almanack. 

To adapt Ben Jonson’s phrase 
To a worthy of our days, 

One might say of our lost brother, 
Death : ere thou hast slain an- 
other 

Gbod and useful as was he, 
“Thue shall throw his dirt at 
thee.» 


Champions. — Sir Edwahd 
G-bet, M,P., ought to he a neat 
acguisitiou at a dance if his 
prowess as a tennis champion is 
any indication. “The power 
with which he often fnished 
the hall” was recently highly 
praised. His opponent, Mr. 
Gbibble, seems a dangerous 
man among the ladies, having at 
Cambridge “won the singles.” 
Ouite a Pasha among the “Love 
sets ! ” But he could only take 
one single out of the singles he 
won. 

Odd.— “Doctor Gbebp” is ad- 
vertised to give three pianoforte 
recitals. If his performance is 
equal to what we hear of his 
promise, then those will experi- 
ence considerable pleasure who 
“ come to Gbeep.” 

Small but HajrmoniousPoot- 
BALL Team fob Summek.— “The 
Shinner Ouar^ette.” 



WHAT OTJE ARCHITECT HAS TO PTTT HP WITH. 

(hAT Architect {spotting Sixteenth Ceniury gables), “ That *a an old bit 
OF WOBK, MV friend 1 ” 

“Oi, Sib, yeu be boight thber, that you be!” 

0. A. {keen for local tradition), “You don’t know exactly mow Old, 
I SUPPOSE?” 

“Well, no a, Sir; but Old rr bbI Whoi, I ’se knowed it 

MESELF THESE WOJNJ YeABS !” 


ODE TO AH OYEHCOAT. 

{By a Shivery Ferson, 
Spring-time^ 

“ Cast ne’er a clout till May he 
out,” 

The old Scotch proverb says. 
Thee, did I doff, “ Wensikoff,” 
For three most sultry days. 
But wind and dust, in gruesome 
grust, 

Search bosom, hack and throat; 
And to my nose I button close 
My fur-lined Overcoat. 

Th#* M'=»rry May has such a way 
Of blowing hot and cold. 

That fur and cloth I’m always 
loth 

Away, in Spring, to fold. 
Qr-r^r! There ’s a blast I I’ll 
hold thee fast 

Dear friend on whom I doat ; 
Hor lay thee by till— say— July, 
My own, my Overcoat I 


Legal Note. — ^It is presuma- 
bly unfortunate for the prisoner- 
at-the-har when, as is constantly 
announced in the papers, “ Mr. 
So-and-So, O.C., will ^pear to 
defend Snooks.” Hard on 
Snooks when his Counsel only 
appears to defend him. But 
what a sweet surprise for the 
unhappy Snooks should the 
Counsel, who only “appears to 
defend Mm,” really defend him 
and he victorious ! 


“Yox Clamantis.’’ — The 
voice of the Claimaut is heard 
ouceagain. Ho joke; noYYagga- 
Waggery. He is publishing his 
“Eutire Life and Full Confes- 
sion ” in the People newspaper. 
According to his own statement, 
his claim to the Tiohbome 
estates might be described, not 
only as a fraud, but as a 
“ Wapping ” one. 


TO A GOUNTEY HOST. 

{A Camdid Answer to a Eospitcible Invitation,) 

You ’re kind enough to bid me spend 
The “week-end” at your country seat, 
You offer tennis and a friend 
You feel I ’m sura to like to meet. 

I hope you will not think me rude— 

You ’re very kind to ask me down — 

But if the simple truth he told, 

I much prefer to stay in town. 

You tell me that the ground is bare, 

And only gets by slow degrees 
Eecovered from our Arctic spell, 

That leafl^s still are all the trees. 

Y^ell, here, in spite of smoke and soot. 

And all the bustle and the hum 
Of men and things, we don’t await 
The Spring— because the Spring has come. 
Each morning as I go to work 
I take my ’bus to Marble Arch, 

And thence amid a wealth of flowers, 

And air perfumed with odours, march 
To Hyde Park Comer. Tell me where— 

I honestly should like to know — 

The much belauded “ country” can 
Produce a comparable show ? 

Om grass is green, though yours is brown, 
On every tree the lovely hud 
Is burstini: into lovelier leaf, 

The Spring runs madly in one’s blood. 


To leave such joys I can’t cm«ent, 

Too great a struggle it would be, 
But just to show you don’t resent 
These lines— come up and stay with 


me! 


HOW (OF COURSE) IT IS NOT DONE. 

{Imagmoury Sketch of impossible Incident.) 

Scene — Editor* s Eoom. Time— Within mea- 
surable distance of publication. Editor dis- 
covered in consultation with his Chief Sub, 

Editor, We can’t And room for everything. 

^ Chief Sub. doite so. Sir ; still it seems a 
pity to slaughter this telegram from the front. 
Editor, Does it make very much ? 

Chief Sub, Ho, Sir. If you will allow me, 
I will run through it. {Beads.) “Yesterday 
the Loamshire Eegiment, headed by its Com- 
mander, Colonel Snooks, made one of the 
gallantest charges on record.” 

Editor. Sure it was Snooks ? 

Chief Sub. Oh yes. We verified it in the' 
Army List. Snooks went out with the Second 
Battalion when they were ordered to the front. 
{Continues reading.) “The soldiers dashed 
forward over the Tam-Tam river, ^d up the 
steep sides of the Yah-Yah mountains, oarry- 
ing aU before them.” 

Editor. Sure of those names P 
Chief Sub, Yes, Sir| verified them on the 
map. {Resumes reading,'^ “ 
withstand the rain of lei 


The Chutnese attempted to use their * punga- 
rees’— a rade sort of pruning knife— hut with- 
out the slightest effect. Uttering their weird 
yells of ‘ Tomita, tomata,’ and beating their 
drum-like vessels known over here as * bang- 
wangs,’ they faltered, floundered and fled.” 

Editor, Sure that those names are correct ? 

Chief Sub. duite, Sir. We verified the 
I0C1I colouring with Moke’s Six Months in 
Chutney on the top a Camel. 

Editor, Y'erygood. Is there much more ? 

Chief Sub. About a third of a column, de- 
scribing the taking of the native village, the 
storming of the stockade, and the bivouac by 
moonlight after the victory at Pennavilla. 

Editor {after consideration). Well, it might 
give us an effective line for the bill. (A whistle 
%s heard ; Editor listens at a speaking-tube.) 
Afraid we must sacrifice it. Manager tells 
mo there is another rush of advertisements, 
so space is more precious than ever. You had 
better bon it down into a three-line paragraph. 

Chief Sub. Ho need to do that. Sir. If 
there ’s a scarcity of room we had better give 
the original telegram. 

Editor, The original telegram ? 

Chief Sub, Yes, Sir; from which we have 
worked up the extendi account. Here it is. 
{Reads.) “ Loamshire, after a skirmish, has 
reached PennaviUa.” That, with a suitable 
heading, will just complete the column. 

Editor, duite so. 

\^8cene closes in upon the arrangement. 
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A MOAN IN MAITIME, v 

By a Weary Waltonian. 

Oh, Maytime is a gay time for the artist and the dangler. 

The pretty girl, the parson, and the scout ; 

And it ought to be a time of rosy rapture for the angler, 

In the capture of the delicate May trout. 

But though Smudge, R. A., “ feels dne” with his six upon the line. 
And the dangler “ does ” the galleries with delight ; 

Though white-chokered clerics muster amidst eloquential duster, 
And our girls salute the Season sweet and bright ; 

Though the “Cattylog” vendors shout, and cab-runners scout 
and tout, 

The disciple of Old Tzaak is not gav. 

For although the “ Grawnom” ’s off, and the trout at “Alders” 
scoff, 

The May Fly— drat it, does not rise in May I 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday^ May 13, — “"WeD,” said the Mem- 
ber for the Otley division of Yorkshire, “I suppose I’ve gone 
through as many vicissitudes as most men. First I was a Baebah, 
now I ’m a baronite. Really, I don’t know but what, if they ’d made 
me an earl, I wouldn’t go and sit in the House of Lords. Hot 
because, as good Radical, I don’t despise them, but just to give 
them advantage of my company, and place in their way a useful 
example. Instead of which, here’s Wolmbr become Earl of 
Selbobhe, and insists upon continuing to sit with us ! ” 

Incursion of the Pirate Peer effectively managed. Those old 
campaigners. Geoege Cubzoh and St. Johh Beodeich, took the i 
business in hand. The thing was to be a great sorprise. Accord- 
ingly. took the Speaeee into confidence, also the SquiEB of 
Malwood (The Little Minister, Macfablane, who has just been 
reading Baeeie, calls him), Prince Aethtte, Joseph, and a score or 
two otners. The Pirate Peer was to come down in hansom at 
four o’clock, to be met by Beodeiok in Palace Yard ; Cdbzon, armed 


to the teeth, standing at fifty paces nearer entrance to House of 
Commons. 

Beodeice, who Hkes to do the thing thoroughly, suggested that 
the Pirate Peer should fly a black flag out of port-hole at top of cab. 
CuBZON liked idea, but thought it would attract inconvenient atten- 
tion. Finally compromised by arrangement that cabby should tie 
bit of black ribbon on his whip. Effect symbolic without being 
obtrusive. 

Everything went off excellently. Hot a hitch in the arrangements. 
Whilst questions still going on Geoege Cuezon, with frock-coat 
lightly but firmly buttoned over a belt teeming with pistols, saun- 
tered in from lobby. Glanced carelessly round House. Accidentally, 
as it were, placed himself between unsuspecting Sergeant-at-Arms 
and glass door giving entrance to House. If the armed oficial 
attacked Pirate Peer it should be across his (Cuezon’s) body. 

At preconcerted si^al Beodbioe rapidly entered ; bustled down 
to Front Opposition Bench. Attention of Members thus attracted, 
the Pirate Peer followed, strode with firm step down House. 
“Just as if he were walking the plank,” said Donaid Cueeie, 
looking on admiringly. Before House knew what had happened, 
there he sat. smiling and blushing, between those pillars of Law 
and Order, Joe and Couetnbt. Hever since Parliaments began 
had British Constitution received such a staggering blow. Sage 
OF Queen Anne’s Gate, whilst anxious to see destruction of House 
of Lords, is not disposed to have stray fragments incorporated 
with fabric of Commons. Called Speakee’s attention to presence in 
their midst of the Pirate Peer, Asked what they were going to do 
with him ? 

An anxious moment. Geoege Cubzon tugged nervously at the 
arsenal scarcely concealed under his frock coat. St. John Bbod- 
EIOK involuntarily stretched forth his hand in direction of Mace. 
Suppose he were to seize it, sweep the Treasury Bench clear at a 
blow, whilst Geoege Cubzon, with pistol in eitiier hand, and 
dagger between his teeth, let fly a volley or two ? We might have 
had a revolution. Quieter counsels prevailed. Speaeee directed 
Pirate Peer to withdraw below Bar whilst his case was being 
discussed. 

Selbobne obeyed the mandate, and the ground thus left clear, 
Joe and the Squire of MAiiWoon had a tussle. Joseph accused the 
Squire of acting in a fit of temper. The Squire reh)rted that it was 
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not only nntrtie, but that at the time of offering remark Joseph was 
perfectly well acquainted with its entire freedom from the trammels 
of truth. 



The Pirate’s Convoy. Penny plain, Twopence coloured. 

“ Bear me,” said Pirate Peer, looking round uneasily. ** I hope 
they don’t talk like that in the House of Lords.” 

Business done,— Clause I. Welsh Disestablishment Bill through 
Committee. 


. Tweaday.— Pirate Peer in the offing again. Ran in, as before, 
under protection of guns of consorts, G-bobge CuBZOJNr and St. Johs 

Beodbicjs:. Lay to under gallery 
whilst question discussed at large. 
House never able to keep np interest 
in this kind of thing over successive 
days, l^ovel and exciting enough 
yesterday ; steam not to be got up 
for second day. Only for Job, busi- 
ness would have come to conclusion 
after formal proposal by Squire of 
Malwood to refer whole matter to 
Select Committee. J oseph’s interpo- 
sition led to inevitable row. Wanted, 
for some inexplicable reason, to drag 
in Carmichael. Ouoted Dehrett to 
establish his claim to dormant Earl- 
dom of Hyndford,' 

^ J OE lett alone in advocacy of this 
line. Squire of Malwood had rare 
good time. Read passage from Joe’s 
speech of last year, when question 
to succession of Coleridge Barony 
under discussion. Had said then 
exactly the reverse of what he to- 
day averred in respect of succession 
to Selborne Peerage, and status of 
new Peer in House of Commons. 

“ The fatal thing about Joseph,” 
said Sark, “is that when he makes 
a statement on one side of a case or 
y the other, he does it with such point, 
* in such felicitous phrase, with such 
convincing emphasis, that it sticks 
in the memory. When, twelve 
months or nine years later, circum- 
stances lead him to other side of 
I lie delivers himself on it 

^ samepcomparable^ gifts of point and Inddity. The bringing 
i<ggierAssertion is not so condnsive as yon would 



^Evidently a Dormant Duke ! 
(Mr, Kn-tchb-U-H-g-ss-n,) 


because the two— afS.rming a thing is white one day, protesting on 
the next it is black— are so evenly balanced that tbe case stands 
exactly where it did. This sharp confronting of Joseph denying 
with Joseph affirming would be fatal to some men. To our Joe it is 
not even embarrassing. House roars with delight. He sits silent 
apparently unconcerned, mid somebody else will suffer by-and-by.” ’ 

Business eiowc.— Committee appointed to inquire into case of the 
Pirate Peer. 

Thursda^^—The longer Major Rasch lives, the fainter grows his 
Mth in the nobility of human nalmre. To-night brought down with 
him a few carefully selected, choice specimens of the American pea- 
hug. Haturally expected ever:^hody would welcome the little stranger. 
Especially interesting to Minister of 
Agnculture. Being a man of taste. 

Major had installed the insects in 
dainty hon-hon box ; swung it lightly 
between forefinger and thumb as he 
inquired what Bjerbert Hardner 
meant to do about it? “Will the 
right hou. gentleman,” he said, 

“ have consignments of peas coming 
from America marked as such, and 
put in bond, so that the bugs may 
develop there, and not in the British 
market garden ? ” 

At this way of putting it, Squire 
OF Malwood pricked up Ids ears. 

To quick instincts of Chancellor 
OF THE Exchequer hugs in bond 
suggested new field of taxation. 

Made a note of it. 

The Gkanb Youngi- Gardner 
smiled at the claims of long descent 
put forward by Rasch on oehalf of 
the tenants of his hon-^hon box. 

“ Nothing new in it,” he said super- 
oilionslv. “Known the creature all 
my official life. Your so-called 
American pea-bug is nothing more 
than the pea and bean weevil. Came 
over with the Conqueror. Agricul- 
ture Department even now pub- 
lishing leaflet describing manners 
and customs of the early settler, 
and suggesting various ways of 
soothing its last moments,” 

This hard; sorer still conduct of “ I may have been Rash.” 
Members immedie^ly near the Major. Began to sheer off, putting 
him, so to speak, in quarantine, 

“I don’t care,” said Tomlinson, “whether its American pea-hugs 
or the pea and beau weevil. What I do say is that no man has any 
business to bring such things with him into the social circle.” 

“I may have been Rash,” said the Major humbly. 

‘ You are,” said Tomlinson tartly. 

Business aowe.— Coolness sprung up between Tomlinson and Major 
Rasch. Budget Bill read second time. 

, Friday, — “ Pity the sorrows of the poor postman, whose wander- 
ing steps has brought him to your door.” Thus Kearley, iu a long 
speech, from which it appeared that if there is a down-trodden 
fellow-creature whose state looks hopeless, it is the postman. The 
story of the man in Wales who trudged reventy miles a day, includ- 
ing the diurnal ascent of a mountain 7,000 feet high, sent thrill of 
^ough ^use. Kearley subsequently explained he meant 
700 leet high. But that a detail. Seven seems to be this man’s 
fateful nunaber, for bis pay is seven shillings a week— a fthilliTig a 
day, including the mountain. 

Arnold Morley, on other hand, showed that the lot of the post- 
man is tririy idyllic. Handsomely paid when on duty ; hootea and 
uniniormed ; is accustomed to retire in the prime of life on pension 
amounting to two-thirds of his salary. 

“ Why,” said Willie Redmond, thinking regretfully of days 
that are no more, when Joseph Gillis carried the hag, “ as things 
go pyw, it B better to he a postman than an Irish Member.” Einally 
decided to appoint Committee to inquire into truth of these oou- 
meung statements. Business done, — Didn't get into Committee on 
Civil Service Estimates. 



New Yersion of an Old Proverb. (For the Use of Local 
Optwmsts,) — One Yetoist may keep a toper from his favourite pub ; 
but fifty cannot make hinri dnnk — water. 


“The Immortal Williams” on the Anti-British Move- 
ment IN Eoypt. — “O h, my prophetic soul, Delonclb!” — Shaks^ 
pearoy adapted from the French, 
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“LOITOON Aim LTYERPOOL-LITTLE 
AND GOOD.” 

It appears that the very excellent proposal 
of amalgamating all the local branches of 
the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to 
Children in one national association is meet- 
ing with some opposition in Liverpool. Says 
the Courier of that important locality^ “It 
was Liverpool which educated London in the 
matter of child -protection, and probably the 
Londoners could still learn in Liverpool many 
practical lessons. And just when Liverpool 
IS about to he trebled in extent, and have its 
population largely increased, seems a singu- 
larly inappropriate time to subordinate the 
city to London.” Prom this it would appear 
that Liverpool in its growth is becoming, to 
use a colloquialism, “too bi^ for its boots.” 
Surely the benefit of the children should be 
the first consideration. What the size of 
either Liverpool or London has to do with 
that matter, it is difficult to say. No doubt 
Londoners could learn much from their Liver- 
pool brothers. But the lesson for the moment 
is to discover how to best protect the little 
ones. And that subject can only be mastered i 
by a display of goodwill and unselfishness on j 
both sides. j 

SIR JOHN FRANKLIN. I 

[May 20, 1895: Fiftieth Anniversary of the Day ! 
when the Franklin Expedition set Sail.] 

The North returned thee not to British earth. 
Whence on that splendid quest thou didst 
go forth: 

But when our British hearts, in sordid dearth 
Of pride, forget thy valour and thy worth, 
Those hearts must be yet colder than the 
, North. 


TURF CUTTINGS. 



“ Getting on” at 6 to 4. 


- 'A BAS “THE CLUB SWEEP.” 
Deah Me. Puncqbc,— Although you are a 
humorist, there is a serious side to your 
character. I want to appeal to that serio^ 
side. I wish to complain of the prevalence in 
all our West-End Co-operative Palaces of that 
annual pest, appropriately called “ the dub 
Sweep.” Why should it be allowed to 
prosper ? It is a disgrace to civilisation. I 
know of no more painful sight than the picture 
of old CfiffiSHS paying the hall-porter to put 
him down for a dozen places. I am delighted 
when those twelve positions end in blanks, or 
starters out of the running. And nearly as 
unpleasant an incident is the tableau of young 
Jones taking a pound chance at the same 
fatal lottery. Put it down, Mr, Punch ; put 
it down. I repeat, “ the dub Sweep ” is un- 
1 worthy of the civilisation of the close of the 
nineteenth century. Once more, Sir, put it 
down. Yours, most truly. 

An Old Me-mhe-r of twe EDeecules Clttb, 
P.S. — ^I am sure the thing is a mistake. Will 
yon believe it, I have put into my own sweep 
for the last thirty-five years, and have never 
drawn a starter ! Same luck this season ! 

From tlie New Sarum Note-Book. 
[Lord Salisbury “ believes the Sultan to be a 
humane man Speech at Bradford^ 

Loed Salisbtjet believes— 

That Bichaed the Thied was a remarkably 
amiable man ; especially kind to children. 

That Neeo was the gentlest creature that 
ever breathed, exce^ Caughla. 

That Heneythe Eighth was a gentle, un- 
assuming person ; most religious and domes- 
ticated; in fact, a model husband, and Ihe 
sort of man that “ wouldn’t harm a hihy.” 


ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

The Hon. Gboege Cuezon and Miss Leitek (U.S.A.) have been 
married. The State of Illinois is indignant. The two facts are 
more intimately connected than might be supposed. Four days after 
the wedding a resolution was introduced into the State Legislature 
of Illinois by a Mr. McCaetht, requesting the daughters of Illinois 
“ not to accept the hand in marriage of any person who is not a 
citizen of the United Stages, as we are of opinion that the daughters 
of Illinois should be patriotic in their views, and should disregard 
the^ title of any foreigner, and marry none hut a citizen of the 
United States.” It is stated that the resolution “was referred to 
the Committee on Federal Relations.” Surely a Committee on 
domestic relations or on titled relations would have been more 
appropriate. 

The Illinois State Legislature obviously has novel ideas of its 
legislative duties. Imagine an English County Council treating 
seriously snob fantastic rubbish as Mr, McCaetht brought before 
the law-makers of his S<-ate. Would it not be more to the point to 
look after the sons of Illinois, and to keep the hue of their resolution 
up to the mark ? If they are laggards m love, who shall blame the 
British aristocrat for wooing with success the daughters of Illinois, 
whom their compatriot suitors ahandou? Or again, if titles are so 
irresistible an attraction to the fair, why not establish titles in 
Illinois, and thus give the Earl of Bangs or the Marquis Saxtontalb 
that seductive iufiuence which is apparently lacking to plain 
Zedekiah B. Bangs, and to the unadorned Jonathan K. Saltontale. 
For it is obviously better that the daughters of Illinois should marry 
than that they should waste away with an unhridaled (let the 
speUing pass) desire for a title. | 

At Oxford on Wednesday last the University heat Somerset by one 
wicket, mainly owing to the admirable batting of Mr. H. D, G. Leve- 
soN Gowee, popularly known as “ The Shrimp.” 

To the batsmen of Oxford, who looked very limp. 

Father Neptune was kind when he gave them a Shrimp : 

For a Shrimp on the grass U most worthy of rhyme, 

When he makes a firm stand, hut gets runs all the time. 

The inhabitants of Christmas Street in Bristol want to have their 
thoroughfare laid with wood paving. At present, according to an in- 
ffignant correspondent, “ the pitching in the street is so had that it 
is positively dangerous for vAicular traffic ... but the rifit to life 


and limb are entirely subservient the parsimonious policy of our 
Bristol Sanitary Authority.” Might I suggest Yule logs as an 
appropriate pavement for Christmas Street ? Certainly this accident 
policy of the Bristol Sanitary Authority ought to be allowed to lapse. 

I GATHBE from a letter iu the PreemarCe Journal that Bray is not 
being well treated by the Bray Township Commissieners. “ If Brav 
is to march with the times,” says the writer, “ and keep pace with 
the laudable efforts of our Tourist Development Association,” some- 
thhig must be done to improve the walk round Bray Head. The 
picture of Bray keejang pace and marching with the tunes by walk- 
ing round its own head is too confusing for the intelligence of the 
dense Saxon. 

An article in the Scotsman declares that “ a great laxity of cos- 
tume is charaoteristio of modem Oxford.” Straw hats and brown 
hoots appear to abound everywhere. It is added that “ Bowlers are 
already beginning to be preserved as relics of a bygone race.” This 
will be glorious news for the Cambridge Eleven, for a merely pre- 
served bowler cannot be very dangerous, 

Feom a recent issue of the Freeman^ s Journal I extract the follow- 
ing letter, which, it must be admitted, “ makes both sides right ” 
with a dearness that leaves nothing to he desired. Note, too, the 
writer’s natural vexation at the idea that he “assisted the con- 
stable” : — 

TO THE EDITOR OP THE PREBMAN. 

114, Power Clanbraesil Street^ JhihUn^ May 14, 1895. 

Sir,— With reference to your issue of the 13th inst., and the stolen tea 
from one of the London and Northem-W estem vans, I beg leave to state that 
I m no way assisted the constable in the anrest of the prisoner, as you state ; 
neither was there any necessity for me doing so, as he had sufficient help 
along with him at the time. But I did help the driver of the waggon when 
on the ground to recover his feet and get hack to his waggon with the tea in 
question. My reasons for doing so were as follows— first, being a van driver 
myself, and I might say has been such all my lifetime, and knoteg that 
when goods are stolen from any van in nine cases out of every ten the driver 
of such a van has to make good the same and be put under stoppages although 
no fault of his. Secondly, when I came on the scene the dnver of the 
waggon seemed to be gettmg the worst of it, as the offender had two others 
helping him. If someone did not interfere, therefore, under those ciroum- 
stanoes and to protect the interest of my foUow-workera, as I am always 
ready to do, I interfered, and under no ether.— Hoping vou will kindly insert 
this in your next Issue smd make hothUtides right, andubanking you for the , 
same, I remain your humble servant, , Henry Prendergast. 


TOL. cvni* 
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THE BOULD SOGER BOYS AT ISLINGTON. 

Stage-maitagebs LieTLt.-Col. Tuixt -with 
Lieut.-tk)L TiLLOTSOisr and Colonel Oisrsiow, 
not to mention their talented assistants headed 
hy Captain Baiw, Master of Ring, have giyen 
ns a real good show. The Olympian Bossy 
Ejbaut must be anxiously awaitmg the re- 
turn of the natiyes from Islington to Kensing- 
ton, and Sir Bbheio- 
LAmrs musthayeowned 
that the military man- 
agers haye run him 
yery close as a master 
of crowds and of thrill- 
ing dramatic situa- 
tions, Wlio would not 
rush out to fight 
Zulus, or any other 
sayages, to stirring 
sounds of Pirst Horse 
G-naids’ band, and 
cheered by all sorts and 
kinds of inspiriting music ? You march to a 
popular song, you build bridge to polka, you 
make zerebas to the lilt of a waltz, you charge 
to a galop, and you return victorious to me 
National Anthem ! Hurrah for the life of a 
soldier, at Islington ! 

Here the Art of Artillery Driving can be 
seen to perfection : three times round, dear 
posts and out again to deafening cheers. 
Bayonet exercise of Second Battafion Scots 
Q-uards is full of point; while the display 
made by G-ymnastio Staff of Egyptian Army 
shows how our soldiers can advance by leaps 
and bounds. Excellent device I Enemy dumb- 
founded and bothered to see our athletic 
warriors jumping over one another’s heads, 
turning somersaults, and finally heaping 
themselves up into pyramids— a real Egyp- 
tian puzzle this— with hero at apex wavmg 
flag. Why, a whole army of fiercest enemies 
would take to their heels rather than fight 
with these dancing dragoons, and hosts of 
Mussulmans would flee before such men of 
muscle. For these tactics no arms reg[uired 
except those already naturally belonging to 
the corps. So inexpensive I Yet to ihese 
merry infants-in-arms the art of war is no 
child’s-play. 

The new effects, and one among the nume- 
rous atiraetions, is the Grand Historical Mili- 
tary Pageant, performed with the greatest 
success by the 3rd King’s Own Hussars and 


buffo about the 
Buffs. They ap- 
pear as Cavalier 
cavalry and in- 
fantry pikemen 
of James the 
Secoitd’s time, 
and as cavalry 
and infantry from 
that date down 
through the Geoi> 
gian period to the 
present day. The 
great change is 
noticeable in the 
hair, from long 
flowing curls and 
periwigs to the 
short crop of Thomas Atkins. Altogether 
a brilliant success, and should bring in a 
handsome amount for the benefit of the Mili- 
tary Charities, to whose funds this show 
makes an invaluable contribution. 



* ‘ Honoubs East.”— The StJames^ s Gazette 
suggests that if leading play-actors are to 
be knight^ why not prmcipal music-hall 
singers ? Well, not yet ; as the chief music- 
hall singer is already “ A Chevaiiee.” 





Youngster (who has fust had a Ye/my gvoen to him) ” *Ow much is them Gbapbs, Mistbb ? ” 
Shophee/per {amused), “They abb Foite Shillings anu Sixfenob a Pound, my Lad.” 
Youngster, “Well, then, givb us a *A’pokth o* Caebots, Tm xDMUOur bobFevit!** 


A DERBY DIALOaiJE. ’ 

Scene— J n Town, Jones meets Bbown. 

Jones, G-oing to Epsom? 

Brown, Ho, I think not. Fact is, the place 
gets duller year by year. The train has 
knocked the ran out of ihe road. 

Jones, Such a waste of time. Why go in 
a ”crowd to see some horses race, when you 
can read aR about it in evening papers ? 

Brown, Just so. Ho fun. Ho excitement. 
And the Downs are wretched if it rains or 
snows. 

Jones, Certainly. The luncheon, too, is aU 
ve^ well ; but, after all, it spoils one’s dinner. 

Brown, Distinotly. And champagne at 
two o’clock is premature. 

Jones, And lobster-salad undoubtedly in- 
digestible. So it ’s much better not to go to 
the Derby— in spite of the luncheon. 


Brown, Yes,— in spite of the luncheon. 

Two hours pass. Scene changes to Epsom, 

Jones, Htdlo! You here? 

Brown, Hullo! And if it comes to that, 
you here, too P 

Jones, Well, I really found so little doing 
in town that 1 thought I might be here as 
well as anywhere else. 

Brown, Just my case. Hot that there’s 
much to see or do. Silly as usual. 

Jones, Quite. Always said the Derby was 
a fraud. But I am afraid, my dear fellow, I 
must hurry away, as I have got to get back 
to my party for luncheon. 

Brown, So have I. [Exeunt severally , 


Gbeat and Desbbved Success.— Lyceum. 
—The First Knight II Sir Henby Ibving 
in an entirely new character. Mr, BuncKs 
sincere congratulations. 
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BOOKMAKERS ON THE BEACH. 

{A Skdch, at a Seaside Jta^^Meeting.) 


then, and don’t keep gentlemen away as wants to het! {To a 1 so- 
manry trooper.) Come along, my ole soldier-boy, give it a name! 
(ffis old soldier-^hoy declines to gioe it any^ name^ and passes on,) 
Call yerself a warrior bold, and afraid o’ riskin’ ’alf-a-crown ! Why, 
•wrey.. ftAnTif.rir optftT bfi fl TTi fid o* VAr ! ( 4 ss rt. ununn fa/rmav 


Scm»-27le Sands at Savmouth, where some vony and horse race* yer Q,ueeii and country orter be ashamed o] yer !_ { 4s a young farmer \ 
ftuthe Grandstand, and under the wall of the riding-gaiters come up, with the evident mtenimn of business,) ' 
- Zp^,Z-oJt^l^h^Ji^kperched on oU^^- Ah, vc/doVt forget the old firm I see. . What, four to one no^ | 
cases are clamouring with their customary energy. The public, enongb for yon ? Yon won t get no better odds, go where yon 

however for some rhson seems unusually deaf to their blandish- I gnppose yon ezpeck me to make yon a present o’ the 


hMDPrcr for some reason seems unusually aeajw suppose 

ments and disinclined for speculation, and the money? {The far 

Thouting themselves hoarse with little or no result, are beginning j gge nothdnj 


to feel discouraged. 

Bookmakers {antiphonally). 1 

one! Five to one bar two! Six to one bar one! Even money j 


Beeswing! SixtoonePop- 
gun! dome on ’ere. Two 
to one on the field ! What i 

do yon want to do ? i , I 

iThe piMe apparenHy I /, 'M, 

want to look another , Urr-/ J 

way, ^ 7T]rn;l/i///jl';,'‘! 

First Bookmaker (to (it I h' ' ■ .'■i' ■ 1 1' ‘ 

Second Bookmaker). Not jl !! ^ 

much ’ere to-day I Shajvm’t ; ;)[ i ! |;(i 

get no roast baked and biled \ , ;j| 'i i * ■ 

thisjonmey, eh? 1 ■ i' ‘ ^ 

Second B, {with deep ‘i 

disgust). They ain’t got no p r 

money! Baymonth’s going 
down. Why, this might be yl 

a bloomin’ Snnday-scnool n \ 

treat ! Blest if I believe > Iji ! / '' 

the 3 r know what we ’re ’ere ^ A¥||Bv r /i 

^ Third B, {after pausing ’f |^||||^ 

to refresh himself, sardonx- jB I |||V \ 

cally to Fonrth Book- yA I 

maker). De-lightfnl /A |yV^ W V 

weather, Wnnmc! I/lmi ^ Myl 

William {in a similar v II \'W[ 

tone of irony). What a Mini 

glorions day, Percy I Sech (//IkI % m \\\ IBim 

a treat to see all the people I u Iw nw JKBSi 

enjoyin’theirselves without l MyO 

any o’ the silly speculation | TtTUI] 

yer do find sometimes on | . ||| 

occasions like this I {Se , i 1 1 1 illFC'ffllll 111 

accepts the bottle his friend | j 1 1 l|jrn||j|M 

passes, and drinks.) V 1 1 

Fifth B, {pathetically), n p 

Don^t leave your little h i llBrj-ii mifl ||^J W 

Feeddt ont ! {Tim ^oy'^T f W I ||rS5i8i|| 

leave their little Freddy i I rl \1 IM 

oMi.) Cheer up, Weluam, ji I ' \ 

there ’s ’appier days in 

store; therein be Jersey > 

cornin’ soon. We’ll be on 
to the snnny south! {To 

him!) ^Why, Uncle, yon 
don’t say it’s yon! How 

weU yon ’re loolang I Shake 1 ^ 

’ands and ’ave a bit on, 

jest for ole sake’s sake I -- — 

{The stranaer proceeds to 

introduce himself as the “Why the t 

Secretary, and to demand 

a fee,) What! pay you five shillins for standin’ ’ere wastin’ 
time and voice like this? Not me ! Why, I aint took two bh 
sorcepans since I bin ’ere ! {The Secretary remains firm.) I v 


“Why the blazes don't ye take it ?/’ 


aoney? {The farmer moves on,) I dnnno what’s come to ’em all, 

^ never see nothing like it in all my life ! 

Lsr THE Grajnd Stajsd. 

A Glib Fer'son, in a tall hat (as he picks his way up and down 

the benches, the occupants 
of which treat him with 
tolerant indifference), I ’m 
not a bookmaker, ladies 
/ j and gentlemen ; don’t have 

’»/ / / / / that impression of me for 

'/ / fJin^ ^ moment! I’m simply 

/ / / ' /IfIIIi amateur, and an in- 

ij / / / ! U In w dependent gentleman 0 ’ 

; ' if/’ Il f II llh means, like any of yonr- 

' I I ( I 'l l f lu!/ selves. Yon all know more 

' I nil / /' IlllJ t ill ! ^ ^ <ion’t come 

J r nil II III m I / any intention 0 ’ 

' J IIm U^ ! winning your money-far 

V wishful to 

1 1 / settle and live among you. 

lil li lill Im f V ^ eventually put up 

If • I f 'll ^ as your member; and, if 
/ I I // 1 my place 

j [ | in Parliament I shall be in 

I testify that 

Bay month people are 
f ' I I extremely cautions as to 
iffiffilK \ Wjir.^ ^ V / / manner in which they 

^ I / invest their money on ’orse- 

‘'/wT, racin’ I Yes, I ’m ’ere on 

J ‘ beyarf of the Sporting 
League, just to prove how 
^ meeting like is 

fli if I mm m W W ”« \ from the evils o' gambling. 

Imlm mM Vim ^ don’t come ’ere to rob 

iMmil mm Wn e \ I y®r all to win. 

BMII/l/l/ffl im I \ \ 1 like to see yer bright and I 

MuMl I Um Um ft W pbining faces around me: 

lllfl/l Im m mm nl ^ ^ friverolity and 

inllm mlllm mm reckereation and the oon- 

Wliff IMlti liffl viverality of the thing, 

Hel ifflr M ’s all. I ’ll tell yer 

mImSi mluliwWml ^ ^ 

WmmMm WWI IhIlI aunt, and she puts fifty 

mmmm la I )-li5 pound into my ^ands, and 

Mlffiiiililti sez, “ Jacky,” shesez, “I 

Mjw w | % love those dear Baymonth 

VY lit P®®pl®» and I want yon to 

i^L/ take this ’ere money and 

~ Erf _ among ’em in 

moieties, and make ’em 
-s' rich and ’appy,” Yon can 
. ~ 'll. ^ ®®® yourselves. I ’ve 

~ no tickets and no parryfer- 

^ — nalia, excep’ this little 

-- pocket-book, where I enter 

)Bi't ye take it ?.” ^^y, ^®ls y®^ , 

with. Come, Miss, win a 


assure yon 
b afore I ’d 


virtuous indignation only to be expressed by extreme profanity, white 0 ’ making yer fortunes. Don’t blame me if the same thing ’appens 
the Secretary proceeds unmoved to collect payments from the others ; again. I’m on’y bettin’, as I told yon, for my own amusement, and 


mbUc has appar^ 
Sven money Z>are^ 


who eventually com^omise the claims for half -a-cr own!) to get rid 0 ’ the money ! {Sfc,, ^c.) 

Mr, 8am Satchetl (!^ from Southampton^^ Now then, yon gentle- Mr, Sam Satchell {whom the apathy of the public has awar^ 

men and aristocratic tradesmen, where are yon all? Don’t any ently reduced to a state of defiant buffoonery). Even money 
0 ’ yon know anything f Come on ’ere. (Me stops an elderly devil, yon rascals ! And why the blazes don’t ye take it ? Come on. 
rustic!) You’ve got a fancy, I can see ! {Tne rustic denies the im- I’ll take two little bits 0 ’ twos that Kitty donH win I Four to one 
peaehment, grinning,) Git along with yer, yer artful ole puss, agamat ole bread-and-butter Tommy, over there in the coiner ! 
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Eleven and a ’al£ to three quarters to two against Kitty, “ What 
har the Wild Waves sayiay-ing ? ” Two Kitties to three Dare- 
devils against a bloonmr goat-chaise! On the Baymouth Buxby 
1 ’m betSn’ I 

At the Close oe the Last Eace. 

Three horses have started ; the favourite has led to the turn and 
then holted ujp the shingle^ hut^ as the tide has come in and almost 
covered the course, and the other two horses by declining to face 
the water have let^ him in again, he wins after an exciting 
-finish, up to the girths in sea-water ; and such hoohmak^s as 
have succeeded in obtaining patronage are paying up with as 
much cheerfulness as they can command. 

First Bookmaker (to eager lacker). Wait a bit, my boy, wait a hit, 
the number hasn't gone up yet, my son. Where ’s your ticket-forty- 
two? (His clerk refers to hook,) That’s Squills, I pay over 
winners— not losers. (To the public,) Come along and fetch your 
money, the bullion ’s ’ere I (To another lacker,) What was yours 
—threes ? (“ Eours I ’ve got,” from his clerk,) Why don’t yer 

arst for what you’re entitled to, instead o’ makin’ me arst my durk 
what your bet was ? There ’s your money— take it and go ! 

\_The hacker departs wealthier out abashed. 

Second B, 1 ’m payin’ over that ’ard-run race, gentlemen, men 
and ’orses exhorsted! I’m payin’ over Susan— deex ole Susey- 
banner! who wants their money? The Bank o’ England’s ’ere, 
gentlemen, Mr. Feankie Eaibpeice and his ole friend, who ’s always 
by his^ side and never looses ’im 1 

Third B, (who has had to borrow largely from his brethren to 
meet his engagements). Are you all done now? (To the crowd,) 
Then I ’ll wish yer ^ood afternoon, thank ye aU for yer comp’ny, 
but you’ve bin bloomin’ bad fun to-day, and you don’t ketch me 
playin’ Patience on a monument at anymore o’ yer blanky sand’oppin’ 
’andicaps, that’s all! 

[However, the local newspaper reports next day that “-4 number 
of the sporting fraternity were in attendance to do business, 
and apparently carried on a brisk and profitable trade ” — 
which only shows how difficult it is for the casual observer to 
form an accurate opinion. 


OPERATIC NOTES. 

Monday,— Orowded house: all charmed with everything^ and 
everybody in Fra Diavolo, Somebody in ^rand tier so ecstatically 
pleastd, that, unable any longer to control impulsive movement, he 
(or she) hurls into the air leather lorgnette case, which, descending 
at an angle, clears the Prince of Wales’s elbow by a few inches, 
and startles musical enthusiast who, seated at corner of third row 
of stalls, is at that moment wrapped up in the opera, and thus pro- 
tected against most external dangers. A thrill went through the 
house ! IS it a “ B-o-m-b ” bomb ? Bevi&nani, pausing, baton in 

f air, gives the horrorstruck singers and concealed 
orchestra (to whom pause is inexpHcable) a few 
notes rest. Then corner (stall) man picks up lorg- 
nette case, fortunately empty; whereupon the Bold 
BfiViONAia’s bdton is once more in motion, and 
everyone is “ as they were,” Aediondi and Pxni- 
CoRSi earn a big encore for duet and dance. Mr. 
David Bispbc^h with Madame Amadi, as MUor" and 
Miladi, speaking EngMsh and queer Italian, do 
good service. Fra Diavolo-Luda exoelLent, and 
Miss Maheb Engle (who naturally quite under- 
stood Milor^ and Miladi when speaking Engelish) 
a charming, sprightly Eevivaldeeided hit. 

Wednesday, — Yekdi’s opera, Falstaff, Some 
charming music in it ; otherwise dull opera. Im- 
t -■* possible to put himself , singing or speaking, 

^ AtalWliL stage. Actor or singer invariably over- 

^ B l|||p weighted. Zelie de Lussan, lool^g like Jessica, 
f-ings Anne Fagds mnsic cbarmingly. Shaks- 
y PEABB created ‘^sweet Anne Page ” the daughter 

of Mrs, Page, Why then, in the opera, is she put 
into the Ford family ? I refer to the ‘ ‘ Characters ” in the book of the 
opera, where 1 find Mistress Fordf^ and. Anne, her daughter?^ 
.Giulia Eavogu a sprightly Dame Quickly; Pauline Joean a 
lively Mistress Ford; and Signor de Lucia an amiable Fenton, 
“ with a song.” 


Carmen a bit ‘*oft”? Yet nothing better than performance of 
Zelie de Lussan as gay and wicked heroine. Littie Don J osi de 
Lucia first-rate, and Ancona winning encore for old friend Toriador, 
Maeie itoGLE excellent goody-goody contrast to bold, bad Carmen, 
Police-constable Bevignani, baton iu hand, severe when on the beat. 
In hononr of (Queen’s Birthday Sir Dburiolanus troupe-ing II 
Trovatords operatic colours at Windsor Castle. It ought to have 
been, appropriately^ Falstaff, 


Saturday, — Faust, “ House full.” The Princess andiPrineesses 
present. IMelba’s “Jewel song” a gem. M. PLANgoN, whose 
name, Britishly pronounced, su^^gests “Mr. Plain-song,” rather 
ecclesiastical than diabolical, a highly-coloured but generadly effec- 
tive Mephistopheles, Mdlle. Beazzi appears to-night as “ the new 
woman” in the part of Siebel, “She rouses enflinsiasm,” quoth 
Wagstaef, “ no Siebel-lation.” Fxeunt omnes. 


THE DISCOVERT OE LONDOK 

Interviewer, As a keen student of your fascinating works, permit 
me to render to yon my respectful homage. 

Distinguished Foreigner in London, Certainly. I observe that you 
speak the Frenchof the capital with fluency. 

Int, Yon flatter me, I am only an 
ordinary journalist. Possibly you prefer 
to converse in our local language ? 

D, F, On the contrary, I have only | 

recently acquired the Enghsh word, “Yes.” B 

Curiously enough, this is my first voyage u 
of discovery to your shores. I had, of 
course, often heard of Engrland, and your 
literature is not unfamiliar to me. My A 
secretary reads to me the works of your \u\ 
popular poet, Eobeet Beowning. ^ ^ 1 ^ ^ 

Int, Do you not, with your— er — limited JuXu^M/siul^ 

knowledge, if I may so say, of our Ian- 
guage, jBnd that writer’s meaning some- 
what obscure ? 

D, F, Oh no; for my secretary translates him into idiomatic 
French verse at sight. 

Int, M. Zola has also only recently discovered^ ns. How do your 
novelists find the necessary models for their English types ? 

D, F, Nothing simpler. Tradition, voild tout. The English- 
woman, with her large feet, projecting teeth, and execrable French— 
we know her because we have always known her. It is not necessary 
to have seen her in the flesh. Indeed, it is only a marvel to me that j 
I find the type so rare in its own country. 

Int, Might I dare to ascribe such traditional views to the prejudice 
of i^pnorance? Your Press, I believe, does not educate its^ by 
foreign travel. 

D, F, I cannot speak for others, but personally, if I do not offend 
the laws of courtesy by saying this in the city whose hospitality I 
now enjoy, I detest your race. I regard you as insular. 

Int, We cannot, of course, help being bom on an island. But we 
correct this defect V constant visits to the mainland, and from these 
we have learnt a profound respect for the tastes of our neighbours, 

D, F, I am greatly gratified by this. Nothing has impressed me 
so favourably here as your cordial appreciation of onr people. 

I met a distinguished British novelist who was actually acquainted 
with the literature of my own Provence ! 

Int, May I ask what other features of onr comparatively inac- 
cessible island have attracted your notice ? 

D, F, Above all things else, the sinister silence of your city. On 
the Stock Exchange, down Cheapside, amon|: vendors of journals, 
you can hear a pin drop. Everywhere the taciturnity of the tomb. 

Int, And what of our institutions and types ? 

D, F, Nothing has impressed me so d^^y as the Great Wheel at 
Earl’s Court, It is a monument of national ardour and aspiration. 
This, and Mr, Stanley, and your guardsmen, and your way of 
cooking meat, have left the moAt indelible impression upon my 
sentiment and constitution. I dishke the last two of them. 

Int, La cooking, we freely yield you the saucepan. But how has 
our xoilitary given you offence ? 

D, F, I object to the size of its chest, and its manner of occu- 
pying the pavement. I have seen a guardsman in Whitehall 
against whom, in the heyday of my youth, I should iudubitably 
have projected my person. 

Int, It would have been a rash and perhaps rtreparable act. But 
teli me more. Kindly hold up once again the veracious mirror, that 
we may see ourselves as others see us. We are so apt to^ be blmd to 
our own national defects, unless the impartial observer, like yourself, 
throws a flood of light upon our idiosyncrasies. 

D, F, I should Ike a few more days in whi(di to complete my 
study, and verify my anticipations, of your interesting city. Mean- 
while, let me refer you to M. Gabbiel Moukbt’s new woiik—Passi 
le Detroit, The ITlysi^s of our century, he has g^ed a wide know- 
ledge of your race, having been a fearless traveller in V Underground, 
and seen some of your most typical fogs. You may learn much from 
biTn. He is read eagerly at home, where the thirst for books of 
romantic trayel and exploration grows hourly. I wish you the good 
day. Tes, 

A TeetotaiITip. — ^How to live Long — ^Tever take “ somethiog 
short.” 
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Jli I 

f/i- ' 


Scene — A 2iestcmrant near Leicester Squa/re, 

Jones, “Ofl — ^EB'-> GABSONa, beoabbez eecee — ^eb — ^appobtez-voo lb —la 
Waiier, “ Beg pardon, Sib. I don't know French 1 ” 

Jams, ‘‘Then, fob goodness* sake, send me Somebody who dojbs!** 


’AMJ ON DERBY DAY. 

Dear Charlie, — ^Are ^ou eoing down ? What 
a pooty blarmed world this ’as got, 
with its Chanto, and its Anti-Sport Leagues, 
I^cal Hoption, and other daehed rot. 

W ot ts Libberty coinin’ to, Charlie ? ’Ere ’s 
’Aery leg-lagged to Ms stool, 

Because his new Gaffer’s aHawkeite,as means 
a old-fossilised fool. * 

The young ’un whose crib I succeeded to 
sEumed the old bloke’s petty cash 
In backing of wrong ’uns last year, as of 
course was most reckless and rash. 

But wy should I suffer along of it ? Wy must 
he drop upon me 

Who wantw the Derby Day off — for cremating 
my poor uncle G. ? 

Smelt a rat, the old Smdfongug did, and lie 
lectured me, too, like old boots, 

Saying, Sport wos a Youpass tree, Charltb, 
and lying wos one of its fruits. 

^ont-row Anti-Gambler, a foe 
of Mirth, Miusic, and Malt, 

As woul(^ave them lay Tattersall’s levd, and 
sow Hepsom race-course with salt. 

I’d arranged with a sporting greengrocer, 
and Boodle a smart local Bung, 

To tool doTO by road with a trotter. Us three 
would ’ave gone a rare splung, 

And J^’t missed a Derby this five year. 

And now all along of old hunks 
Instead of sweepstakiug for winners. I ’m 
making out bills for hair-trunks. 

It’s beastly, dear boy, and no bottles. I 
landed on Ladas last year, 

And I’ve got such a cert, for to-day, as I 
cottWn’^^ go wrong on— no f ear I 


Oh, laylooks and lemonade, Charlie I it do 
give yours truly the ’ump 
To think I must miss such a treat, all along 
of that precious old pump. 

The whizz o’ the wh^ls makes mad music, 
old man, in this dingy old den, 

Where only the tick oi the clock, and the 
scrape of my spiky steel pen, 

Measure hout the monotonous ’ours, while 
fri^d Bung and young Greens are agog. 
Midst the clatter and clink of the course, and 
the yelp of the old Derby Dog. 

I can smell the sweet wM of their baccy, can 
taste the cold chickin’ an’ ’am, 

And see the fine salmon-hued sparkle of 
Bu^’s Jerryhoam of Cham. 

I know Greens will do it to rights ; I am sure 
a safe wmuer I ’d spot. 

And my anti-gambling old Gaffer ’as spiled 
the whole splurge] AinH it rot ? 


- — — a, wvc 

mustn t lay arf-a-crown ! 

It’s Weto aU over the shop, Charlie I But 
wot I always remarks,— 

Philanterpy seems to shine mostly in We- 
toing other folks larks I 

WelL I’m off [down the road, mate, to Clap- 
ham, or wot not, to see ’em return. 

My cert, ’asn’t come off, I ’ear, so I ’ ve dropped 
arf the screw as I earn 

iiose-to-the-grinstone of 
Gaffer. He ’d larf if he knowed. 

But if it ain’t his bloomin’ fault for Ms sport- 
’ating ’umbug. I’m Mowed. 

Sport f Sport’s in the blood of a gentle- 
man ! Cooktails ain’t fly to the fun 


Of landing a bit off a pal. Lor I a bet, on a 
’orse or a gim, 

Mykes friendship and life reglar flavour- 
some ! ’ 0 w could your true sportsman care 
For a drive through green lanes to the Derby 
without a small nutter when there? 

Too late for the flutter to-night, but the 
Clapham laburnums are out ; 

There are plenty of pubs on that road, to the 
Wetoist’s ’orror, no doubt. 

I am sure to meet lots of old pals, full of fun 
and good stuff as they ’ll carry, 

And if we don’t ’ave Derby larks, spite o’ 
Gaffers and Hawkes, I ain’t, ’Arry. 

Derby Dampers. 

Having no invitation to join a company on 
a dra^. Having no money to pay for a rail- 
way ticket to the course. Having no friends 
rich enough or rash enough to advance a 
trifle on account. Having no notion of the 
betting and no knowledge of the horses en- 
gaged. Having no time, no money, and 
last, but not least, no inclination. 

“All Hoddin’.” — The Western Daily 
Mercury records that the Hew Woman has 
broken out in a new place— as A Lady Auc- 
tioneer. Woman at all times has known how 
to go it hammer and tongs. Advanced Femi- 
ninity drops the tongs, but sticks to Ihe 
hammer. Formerly man was often gone on 
fair woman— rather expected of him. The 
lady now prefers to do ihe “Going, going, 
gone,” herself. Awful vistas opened up. Will 
a wink be as good as a nod to the Lady Auc- 
tioneer ? Wpr“ dinner eyes ” have to yield to 
“ auction winks ” ? A lor-bidding prospect. 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDON OHARIVARI.^toji! 1, 1896. 



'A DOUBTFUL “STAYER.” 


L-bbt. “ YOU AIFT GOT MUCH OF A MOUNT, QUV’NOE ! ” 

R-s-b-et. “P’R’APS not,— but I’LL RIDE HIM FOR ALL HE ’SJ WORTH I 
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THE SCARLET PARASOL. 

Scene II, — Drawing-room^ ^ Windows opening on to Terrace, 

Ladies alone, 

Muriel (to YioiA). Claude Micnon has been saying that I am the 
onlv woman he has ever loved I 

Viola. Exactly what he says to me ! 

Muriel. Is it a boast— or a confession? 

Viola (quietly). It is a lie, that ^s all. But what did Alan Eor 
say ? He didn’t ^eak to me. 

Muriel. He says you have a far-away look in your eyes. 

Viola (eagerly). Yes ? I did my best I 

Muriel (simply). So I told him you wanted to have a secret in your 
life— -a romance. He seemed very much interested. 

Viola. Oh, Muriel ! How could you ? Sow silly of Jyou ! I”ain 
very angry indeed. 

Muriel (calmly). Why, Yiola ? Albest is getting ’accustomed to 
his being grown-up, and Claude to his being 
so young. They all like him immensely. But ' 

I think they wlU be glad when he goes away. * - 

Claude (talking to Alan)^ Yes, ^felt I had " '• 

something to say — and I said it— in one 

Alan. There is no mistake so fatal as to 
write because one has something to say. 

^ Claude. How about Rohmson Crusoe^ Don j 

Alan. I am afraid I never read them. I 
couldn’t read till I was ten— and then I read 
dear Hebbeet Spencer. 

[Ha tries to join Yiola andjpasses Mrs. . 

Aveeidoe, who moves lb leave room 
for him on the sofa, and smiles. ' ' 

Alan {^standing by the sofa). Weren’t the . . ‘‘••jV 

flowers quite sweet on the table to-night, 

Mrs. Avebidoe ? X 

Mrs. Averidge (trying to he original). I f / 

can’t bear flowers. ( 

Alan. What do you like, Mrs. Avebidoe P / 

Mrs. Averidge (looking out of the window), 

Oh— trees, I think. 

Alan. What ! on the table ! (Se escapes, i 
and joins Yiola.) Is that the moon outside, ^ . i. 

Mrs. Travers ? Bathing her head m the golden sunlight.’^ 

Viola (gazing at it intensely). I think it is. 

Alan, tthall we go and see ? [^They move out on to the terrace. 

Muriel (sitting next to Mrs. Averidce). Isn’t Alan Rot a little dear ? 

Mrs. Averidge (spitefully). So your sister seems to think. I had 
no idea she was so fond of children. 

Muriel. He has such pretty ways I That new shade of blue is very 
fashionable, Mrs. Averidge. But it’s a little trying to you, do you 
know ? You don’t mind my saying so, do you ? \_Amenities continue. 

Mr. Averidae. It’s perfectly amazing! That boy knows every- 
thing. He talks politics 

Claude. He’s a staunch Tory I 
Mr. Averidge. Literature 

Claude. He tells me he ’s not a Romanticist ; he cares only for the 
Classics. 

Mr. Averidge. Art 

Claude (resigned). He dismisses Symbolism with a word, smiles at 
Impressionism as old-fashioned, but speaks most kindly both of 
Millais and Whistler, He calls them “poor dears.” I think that 
was the phrase. I won’t be sure, but I think so. 

Mr. Averidge. Yes, he ’s astounding. \VQnders. 

Claude (fo Muriel). Aren’t we going to have some music ? How 
I should like you to play those chants to me again ! Won’t you, 

Miss Yane ? I love sacred music so, 

Muriel. Yes; with pleasure. Yiola has had my organ put in 
the billiard-room, to be out of the way. iRises. 

Claude (as he and Muriel^ go into the billiard-room). The worst 
point about these clever boys is that they are so cynical ! Ko senti- 
ment — ^no heart ! [ Continues ad lib. 

On the Terrace. 

Alan (to Yiola), You have very wonderful eyes, Mrs. Travers, 
haven’t you ? 

Viola. Havel? 

A Ian. You know you have. Do you believe in palmistry ? 

Viola. I think I do. Do you ? 

Alan. I don’t know whether I believe in it, I like it. . , . Your 
lineofHfe. . . . [Continues ad lib. 

In the Drawing-room. 

Albert. That boy is bewildering ! He flits over every subj eot under 
me sun ! Have a game of piquet, AvERmaB ? [They play piquet. 


In the Billiard-room. Muriel playing the organ. Claude by her 
side trying to look like Diczsee’s picture, “ Harmony 

Claude. Do you ever have that curious feeling that you are doing 
exactly what you have done before, hearing — seeing something for 
the second time ? 

Muriel. Oh, yes ! continually ! I felt it during the whole of 
dinner ! 

Claude. Do yon think it shows we knew each other in a previous 
existence. Miss Yane ? 

Muriel. Ho. I am afraid it only shows that you sometimes repeat 
yourself. [/SAc smiles, i 

Claude. How can you be so unkind, and yet look such aperfect angel ! 
Muriel. I feel exactlv like St. Cecilia when I am playing the organ. 
Claude. And I feel like St. Anthony, Miss Yane. 

On the Terrace. 

Alan. To get right away from people, to take a drive together, 
and baihe onx heads in the golden sunlight I In secret ! Do— -do 
let us, Mrs, Travers ! 

: . ’ - * ^ ; - . ' { Viola. It would be nice ! Albert is going 

■. ; - to town for the day,^ and the Averidges are 

- ... going for an excursion. . . . But what could 

■ ^ i we drive in ? 

]J ^ HZan. Oh, J will arrange that. Iwillbire 

” I ' a dog-cart in the village ; and we must meet 

/If'' in a lane, or a field, or something. And you 
\ ^ \ Xvy must say you have been to teach the orphan 
^ ^ sew or something. It would be too 

Viola. But — Master Rot 

■"' Hon’ ^ call me Master Rot. Call me 

Alan— when no one is listening. 

Fi'o/a. Alan— wouldn’t it be much simpler, 

■ ;■ merely to say we were going for a drive, and 

jX to order the carriage ? 

^ Alan. Then where ’s your mystery ? 

^ Viola. Yery well I Then mind yon don’t 

Alan. Hot tell anyone, Mrs. Travers I 
But what ’s the use of a secret if one doesn’t 
telHt to everjjrone? 

/ / Y -k/an. I was only joking, dearMrs. Travers, 

/ / \ At three, then, ... Sh-sh ! (He picks up her 

1- 1,4. » the air of a conspirator.) If I think 

the golden eunhght.” ajiything else, 1 ’ll wnte a little note, and 

put it under the clock on that mantelpiece. ShaR I ? 

Viola. What fun I But would it he safe ? 

Alan. Would you rather we corresponded in the Times about it, 
Mr*>. Travers ? 

Viola. You ’re making fun of the whole thing. 

[iShe poufs, dfc. He shows by her Line of Fate that all will 
be well. 

Mrs. Averidge (to herself). Well of all the dull houses I ever 
stayed at I . . . Piquet in the drawing-room, chants in the billiard- 
room, palmistry with Infant Phenomenons on the Terrace ! . . . It’s 
quite true, too, what that affected little Yane girl said— the colour 
%s trying. ... I ’ll never come here again ! 

[Retires to her room in disgust, 

“ Heckling.”— A t a meeting of the supporters of Mr. Murrat, 
Master of Elibank, the Liberal candidate for West Edinburgh, the 
following “ heckle” took place : — 

“ Jfn Guy. Seeing you approve of Home Rule all round, what is the 
smallest number of Parliaments the United Kingdom would require ? 
(Laughter and a Voice : * Send it back to Parliament Square.*) 

The Master of Elibank. I think that is a question wmch can be settled by 
an ordinary addition sum. (Cheers and laughter^"* 

Which shows that the Master is a real Master of Arts as well as of 
Elibank, and, as regards platform difficulties, good at getting out. 
But whether he is equally good at “getting in” the future must 
decide, A slipnery customer, evidently, is Mr. Murrat, and his title 
ought to be “ the Master of Eely-hank.” 

A real “Man oe the Times .”— Bunch congratulates Dr, 
W. H. Russell, endeared to his friends and companions-in-arms 
as “Billt Russell,” on his becoming Sir William: Howard 
Russell, Enight of the Pen, Brosit ! 

Scotch Junketing.— A “ Curd Pair” has been held, as usual, at 
Kilmamock, and the number of excursionists who left the town, both 
by road and rail, is said to have been very large. Well, of conrse a 
Curd Pair naturally leads to a number of whey-farers ! | 
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THE LOSS OF EICHMOND HILL. 

Am — The Late of Richmond KillP 

From Ridmond Hill there is a yiew 
As fair as Tempe’s morn ; 

Its charms are such that sure hy few 
Their loss were calmly home. 

This view so sweet, no Jerry ” street 
Must intercept or kill ; 

We all decline thus to resim. 

The view from Richmond Hill ! 

How happy would that builder he 
Who ^d caR that plot his own ! 

His heart is jSxed on lease and fee, 

Ours on the view alone. 

This view so sweet must rest complete, 
For not with our good will 

For villas fine will we resign 
That view from Richmond Hill I 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Exteactei) prom the Diary op Toby, M.P. 

Bioute of Commons^ Monday^ May 20. — 
James G-aliowat Weir is a sore man the 
night. Ross and Cromarty hide their dimin- 
ished head— or should it he heads ?— before 
the illuminated mountain tops of Inverness- 
shire. The MacGregor has done him at 
last, done him hopelessly. Since the present 
Parliament met, he and The MacGregor 
have run pretty evenly, neck and neck in race 
to show what Scotland can do in this way 
when it concentrates its mighty mind on the 
effort. In former times Ireland had mono- 
poly of the Crank as he was returned to Par- 
liament. Scotch Members preserved tradi- 
tional reputation of their country as the 
home of dour-headed businesslike men. Weir 
standing alone would have sufficed to tear 
this fable to tatters. The MacGregor un- 
aided would have confounded the tradition. 
The combination of talent was irresistible, 
overpowering in its force of conviction. 

Between these eminent men there has been, 
from the first, a feeling of generous rivalry. 
The MacGregor, as befitted the riper 
genius, has been more successful in conceal- 
ing it. Whenever he has put a question 
about the Crofters, Weir has managed to 
drop in with supplementary inquiry. His 
name appearing in the report, watchful 
Scotia would take note that The MacGregor 
was not the only one of her sons who, in a 
foreign land, cared for her interests. The 
MacGregor, on the contrary, not less loftily 
because without apparent design, ignored 
Weir. There is reason to believe he did not 
regard with fullest measure of appreciation 
his intellectual capacity, his business apti- 
tude, or his parliamentary manner. 

“A puir creature I” he said, one night, 
staring straight up at the gaslit roof. There 
was no one up there at the moment, and as 
this happened to^ be the night when Weir 
had eleven questions on the paper, by way 
of showing his want of confidence m the 
Government, and was approaching the ninth 
with ever deepening chest notes, there is too 
much reason to fear that at that moment the 
Member for Inverness-shire was not uncon- 
scious of the existence of the Member for 
Ross and Cromarty. 

James Gallowat^s boot-issuing and blood- 
Cradling tones : his tragic reiteration of the 

f rase, “Is the right hon. gentleman a 
eir ? The solemn sweep of his arm as he 
places the reluctant on his dispu- 

tatious nose ; his stare^ of haugh^ surprise 
■^en Lowlanders (mposite titter at his inquiry 
about the lost handle of the parish pump in 
outraged Pitloohrie ; his habit of turning up 
^ unexpected places on either side of the 
House below the Gkmg^ay — ^these things are 



FELINE AMENITIES. 

‘I Are tou going to the Browns* Dance?** “No. I haven’t been asked.” 
* Oh— I SUPPOSE IT 's QUITE A TOUNG PEOPLE’S DaNOB, YOU KNOW 1 ’* 


uniaue in their way. In the aggregate they 
would, save for The MacGregor, have placed 
him on an unapproachable pinnacle. After 
to-night he will reign alone. The other Ring 
of the Bedlam Brentford has abdicated. But 
evermore there will rest over James Galloway 
the chill sh^ow of the mighty triumph with 
whioh his rival closed his public career. 

nothing in the parliamentary life of The 
MacGregor became him so well as its quit- 
tance. The artful way in which he led the 
Squire oe Malwood up to oonfession of in- 
tent with respect to the Crofters Bill ; the 
Squire*s hunible plea to wait tiU Thursday ; 


march down tiie Gangway (almost you could 
hear the pibroch playing) ; his halt before the 
Mace ; his stately bow to the Speaker ; the 
march resumed; tiie fresh halt at the Bar; 


another sweeping obeisance (again fancy 
feimedthe faint sound of the distant pibroch), 
and the MacGregor was o’er the border, 
and awa’. 

“ A puir daft body,” said James Gal- 
loway Weir, his musing sight, by strange 
coincidence, also fixed on the ceiling. 

Business The MacGregor shakes 

the dust of the House of Commons from off 
his feet. In disordered state of things that 
followed, paralysed Government escaped 
defeat in Committee on Welsh Disestablish- 
ment Bill by narrow majority of nine. 

Tuesday , — Snrely never was such a place 
iu the world as House of Commons for bifur- 
cations. Within memory of man there was a 
time when, of two sides of the political high- 
way, Liberals trod one^ Conservatives paced 
the other. Now House is broken up into half 
a dozen parties, each with its infinitude of 






264 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIYARI. [Jtob i, 1895. 


sections. Most depressing and disappointing development of this 
tendency appears to-night. The Eldest- Son Party is just bereft of 
one of its most active members by Wolmer’s accession to Earldom. 
General George Cxjbzon, whose forces, on full muster, counted two. 



The MacGregor retires to his Cate. 


Mf* W-T Mon, if I hadna thocht he was jokin’, I wad ha* gone mysel’ 
— to he eyen wi’ ’im I ” 

is now reduced, on dueen’s Birthdays and other State occasions, to 
reviewing St. John Brodbicb:, seul. Force of habit still strong, 
and, when speaking to-night, he made House acquainted with the 
views on constitutional question which “ 1 and mv friends hold 
It may be singular, but so is the number of the friends. Cban- 
noBNE, m one of his fiery speeches, made it clear just now that the 
Eldest Sons are divided on the question which General Geoege 
Quezon, duartermaster-General St. John Beodeick, and the late 
Army (now gone to another place) made their own. This defection 
from within not made up by sustentation from without. Joseph, 
having got a little mixed between what he said on Coleridge peerage 
case, and the exact reverse put forward by him with equal confidence 
on the Selbome case, judiciously absented himself to-night. Couet 
NET also absent. Peince Aethxte sat ominouslv silent on Front 
Bench, whilst Bice Webstee backed up Squiee op Maxwood in 
denouncing position assumed by General Geoege and Quartermaster- 
General St. John. As for the Army, multitudinously alluded to as 
the Hon. Wiluam Walbegeave Paimee, commonly called 
Yiscount WoiJscEE, now Earl of Selboene,” it was witiidrawn, 
interned as gairisons are at particular crises of civic life. House 
gladly ordered issue of new writ for Vest Edinburgh. Constitution 
remains -mreformed, and Wultam WALDEGEAVE—to quote with 
shght variation from the appropriate source of tombstone literature— 

Called hence by early doom, 

Lives but to show how sweet an Earl 
In House of Lords may bloom. 

Business Clause III, added to Wsh Disestablishment BiH. 
nursday —The Bashful Baetiet, temporarily overcoming a ggh- 
stituUonal weakness that is the despair of his friends, and has proved 
a senous block in the way of his public advaocement, put himself 
lorward just now. Is disturbed bv dalliance of Lord Beasset, some- 
toe^o appointed Governor of Yictoria. Baetlbt has conviction 
that m good timejooming, his party should acknowledge faithful 
by appo^ting him to Governorship, he would lose no time in 
.^t^g upon hiB new sphere of usefulness. That course Lord Beasset 


might he expected to follow. “ Instead of which, he goes about the 
country — stealing ducks,” Baetlbt, impelled by swing of the quota- 
tion, was about to add. PuUing himself up in time, be added, 
“ making party political speeches in favour of candidates at elections.” 

Stbnet Buxton, in his most Severe- Young-Man-manner, in- 
formed the not quite Blameless Baetlet that Beasset not yet set 
out to undertake Governorship of Yictoria because he is not yet 
Governor. Hopbtoun’s term does not expire till September, and 
unless it were desired to run the risk of a sort of colonial Box and 
Cox scene, it would he well he should await the due date of bis 
succession. 

Baetlet blushed, said nothing— at least, not aloud. To himseH 
muttered, “ They may say what they like ; but, after all, bashful- 
ness is the best policy.” 

The TntESOMB Tomlinson so affected by this repulse of an 
esteemed friend and neighbour that when, later in sitting, Baetlet, 
forgetting his pious resolve, moved amendment to Budget Bill 
exempting^ a wife’s revenues from income-tax, T. T,, rushing out to 
support him in division lobby, lost the way. When he arrived at 
lobby door, found it locked. Rattled at handle ; kicked panel. 
For only reply came whisper through keyhole, in voice he recognised 
as Tommt Bowles’ : “ Too late. Go away, you foolish virgin.” 

“ Bad enough,” said T. T., “to lose chance of voting against the 
Government. But whv Tomivit Bowles should call me a foolish 
virgin, I don’t know. Do I look like one ? ” 

Business done * — Scotch Grand Committee set up. Opposition 
straigrhtway go and gather sticks wherewith to knock it down. 

Friday*— Qomo across little group in lobby just now steeped in 
brackish waters of tribulation. Only tbree^ of them, but they 
seemed to have all the trouble of the world divided amongst them. 

“ What ’s the matter ? ” I asked. “ Been listening to two hours’ 
debate on Budget Bill in Committee ? ” 

“Worse than that,” said Haet Dtee. “Haven’t you heard? 
Cabmaethen, riding out on his bicycle, came by sudden turn on 
steam-roller. Bicycle shied; pitched Dollt off.” 

“ Poor Dollt I ” said John PBNN,|moppingihis eye with a J pen- 
wiper. “ He fell on his head.” 



“Not por Jo-achim!” 

[“ Tlw Chancellor op the Exchequer said that the right bon. member 
for St. George’s had referred to the fact that this was leap year, and they all 
knew that in leap year proposals could be made that would be considered 
rather extraordinary in ordinary times. {Laughter.) To accept the risrbt 
hon, gentleman’s proposal wouli not be consistent with his duty.”— Ti}nes.'\ 

Hart Dtke and Maex Lockwoob (together)— “ Oh, then he’s not 
hurt,” ^ Sudden brightening of faces as load of apprehension removed 
from mmd ; walked off quite cheerfuHv, 

Gracious, kind-hearted comrades ! So pleasant, amid turmoil of ! 
political warfare, to come upon idyllic scene like tlds, and learn how j 
sweet a thing is friendship. I 

Business done *' — Budget Bill through Committee. 
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ROBERT ON THE TEMS. 

Me and simi of the Gents of the Ltindon Connty Counsel, as they 
calls theirselves, has had sum considerahle differences of opinion 
lately, hut I don’t suppose^as it will cum to much. It seems as sum 
on em has got theirselves "'fleeted into the Terns Conserwaney Gents, 

and nothink as i«t dun quite sattis- 


. __ fys em unless they has the best 

Sr- places on hord the crack steamers 
as takes em either up the River 
^ Down the River, as the case 

course they all 
werry best heatahles 
and drinkables, and plenty on 
em ; but if the water appens to 
be jest a little ruff, the one thing 
as they all scrambles for is plenty 
~ " to heat and plenty to drink, and 

a nice quiet seat m the Saloon all the way home, 

I herd tell the other day as how as some nf the Terns Conserwaney 
Gents had a reglar quarrel with sum of the County Counsel Gents, 
^ becoz of the diffrence that sum on em wants to make in the way 
in which things is conducted on bord when agoing on their way 
home. It most suttenly must make a great diffrence weather it is a 
nice, brillyant, sunny day, and all happv on bord, or weather it is a | 
dull, dark, rainy day, and not room enuff for harf the oumpany. 

I don’t find as how as the too party s in the Corporation agrees with 
one another more than they used to when they used to quarrel so 
much about everythink. In fack they seems jist as much opposed to 
ea.ch oth^ as ever, and I, for my j^art, most tnriy hopes as how as they 
will continue in the same noble spirit, and then they will hate each 
other \vith the same cordial hatr^ as so distinguished them in days 
gone by. 

I don’t know a greater treat mvself than spending a nour or too 
with the County Counsellers at Charing Cross. They can lay the 
stingers about in splendid style, and both sides of the question, much 
in force, and werry much alike in quolity. But the werry finist 
sight of all I shoud think wood be to see a thorowly good set to 
between a picked set of the Terns Conserwaney and another of the 
County Counsellers, From what I hears of the former I shoud think 
their chance would be grand indeed, and from what I have herd of 
their reckless perseverence I should think their loss almost in- 
credible, The Terns is the river for me, and long may it remain so ! 

Robebt. 

EOXJNDABOUT READINGS. i 

TBBiiiBLB things have been happening in Newcastle. If any one 
doubts this statement, let hiin read the following extract from one of 
the local ppers. “Though it is a good while,’’ observes a leader- 
writer, “since it could be said with justice that the trade of the country 


was advancing by leaps and bounds, the observation may with abso- 
lute accuracy be made with respect to our Newcastle rates. They 
have stolen along with woollen feet, and are now about to strike 
with iron hands.” 

I BOW to the ground in awe-struck admiration before this picture 
of rates stealing along on woollen feet and raising iron hands for a 
deadly blow at the unfortunate ratepayers of Newcastle. There is 
something fell and savage in the mere contemplation of it. Prose is 
quite inadequate to it ; it demands rhyme, and must have it : — 

Consider Newcastle, its pitiful case, 

"Where the rates have a hatit of stealing. 

’Tis a way they are prone to in many a place, 
jSmd they do it without any feeling. 

They move without noise, and they thus get the pull, 

Like a cab with a new rubber tyre on ; 

For thfir feet, it is said, are a compound of wool, 

Though the hands that they strike with are iron. 

The vision appals me, one glimpse is enough ; 

With terror my bosom is heaving. 

Yet I venture the hint— do not treat it as stuff— 

That steel were more suited for thieving. 

SoMETHiNU always appears to be wrong with the streets of Bristol. 
I had to notice the melancholy case of Christmas Street last week. 
The epidemic has now extended to Old Market Street. Here the 
pitching is so dangerous that horses fall and break their legs, and 
ladies die from falls on Easter Mondays. A correspondent who calls 
attention to this matter says that “it is qnite annoying on a busy 
day to have to ask customers two, three, or even four times what 
they require.” I scarcely see what this has to do with the pavement, 
but personally! have always found it more than annoying to be 
asked four times as much as I require, even when my requirements 


are small, as they usually are. It is gratifying to find that, in Old 
Market Street, at any rate, the shopkeeper wko asks has an equal 
share of annoyance. 

Then again, Conduit Place, Lower Ashley Road, is not only badly 
lighted, but its name is practically unknown. ‘ ‘ Even shopkeepers in 
the neighbourhood and policemen on the beat do not seem +o know of 
it, and sometimes lead people astray in consequence.” This, how- 
ever, is not to he wondered at, as “ another difficulty is the number- 
ing of the bouses ; although only about thirty in the road.^ they are 
divided into five terraces with different sets of numbers, which causes 
endless confusion.” 

Incbease not, wanderer, the polieoman’s load ; 

Ask not the site of Lower Ashley Road. 

Inquire not eagerly for Conduit Place, 

But start unaslring on thy terraced chase. 

These places to policemen are unknown, 

So shaR the pride of finding he thine own. 

Go forth, go forth, itinerary pundit, 

And find the place that takes its name from Conduit. 

Thy journey, after manv a turn and tvnst ’U 
Land thee at Lower Ashley Road in Bristol. 

Then pause, and, having raised a thankful voice, 

Take ^midst five terraces thy doubtful choice ; 
i And, envied by policemen on their beats, 

I Return, a lexicon of Bristol streets. 

i Btjt the badness of the streets and the ignorance of policemen 
as to their whereabout is nothing to the annovanee caused by the 
Salvation Army bands near St. Clement’s Ghurch in Newfound- 
land Road. “On Ascension Bay,” the Yicar writes, “our ser- 
vice was completely stopped for several minutes, as the preacher, 
who had a bad cold, was unable to shout above the din of the passing 
drum.” I shudder to imagine what would have been the plight of the 
congregation if the preacher had been free from cold, and capable of 
shouting down a drum. 

Rowino and cricket are more closely connected than many people 
suppose. In an account of the Oxford eight-oared humping races, 
I read that “New College started at a tremepdons bat.” This of 
course accounts for the bawling on the bank by wbiob these races 
are always accompanied. Further on it is stated that “ New College 
finished at 40, aU. out”— which seems rather a small score. 

Icommeeb the brevity of the Mayor of Cambridge, Mr. Hyde 
Hills, who, being obviously above Hyde Park, does not condescend 
to the verbosity of the spouters who on Sundays congregate in that 
locality. The other day Mr, Hyde Hills was elected to he an 
Alderman, and all he said was, “I thank you,” This is opUmt 
exempli^ especially for Aldermen. 

Lately I came across the following touching appeal of an impe- 
cunious sou to his father 


I Sir,— I hare piles of bills, 

Regular miles of bills ; 

My banking account 's in a hash. 
AU on the debtor side, 

Nought on the better side ; [“ cash.” 
The balance vou*d hardly call 


’Tis terrible when you ’re re- 
-duced thus to penury, 

Even if thatH nothing new. 
Hope ! Can I dream of it ? 

Yes, there ’s a gleam of it j 
My quarter’s allowance is due ! 


At the Bigg Market in Newcastle was recently held what a local 
paper describes as “ a demnostration in favour of temperance 
reform.” “Demnostration” is a delightful word. It seems to ex- 
press in the most compact form enthusiasm and strong language. 

A dTJEsnoN OE Police.— A few days since Liverpool set another 
lesson to London. No doubt with the consent of the Liverpudlians 
(inclusive of “the dangerous classes”), the local police force had a 
grand field-day. To quote our excellent contemporary, the 
Courier^ “those who witnessed the police’s steady march through 
the streets in three battalions, and their effectively-performed 
manoeuvres in Sefton Park, would hardly realise what the turn-out 
meant to most of the men. They were on duty through the night, 
and had very little rest before they had to parade for inspection 
(with the march-out and review), and the weather being warm, the 
display involved fatigue, so that the refreshments provided were 
very welcome.” Yes, and no doubt well deserved. But why should 
London wait? Why should not we heve something of the same 
kind ? We might have a grand Police Rtview in Hyde Park. All 
that would be necessary would be to arrange that the metropolitan 
thieves should keep the ground ! 

r 

Pbovebbtal Paeuamietaby Ecoeomt, OE Shobt Commons fob 
XJfpeb HoxrsE.— Don’t spare the Black Rod, end then you won’t have 
to ^oil the Dpper-Honsemaid. 
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WHAT A KNIGHT WE ’RE HAVING ! 
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NOTES EROM A PATIENT'S EIAET. 

1“ Music is a serious therapeutic agent, which exercises a genuine and 
e^iderable influence over bodily functions.” — The Laneet,’\ 

^Monday, — ^Feel rather out of sorts, slight touch of influenza, I 
fancy. Send round for Doctor. He shakes his head gravel v, and 
produces stethoscope. I protest that there ^s nothing wrong 'with my 
lungs, and this is, therefore, unnecessary. But he explains that he 
treats all his patients hy music nowadays; supposed stethoscope 
turns out to be a cornet, on which he performs selections from 
II Trovatore for my benefit. Asks me if 1 feel better, and in order 
to get rid of him I pretend that I do. Later on in the day a small 
musical-box arrives, labelled “to be taken twice a day.” lind it 
only plays one tune out of Higoletto, Pitch it out of window. 

Tuesday.— Mo better. Consult another doctor, who 's just taken his 
degree (in music) at Oxford, and is supposed to be very clever. He feels 
my pulse, and looks solemn. Then he asks if I ’ve been giving way 
to Italian (mera lately, and appears coldly sceptical when I explain 
that I have been taking it by medical advice. Prescribes essence of 
Wagner, to be taken at short intervals. Begin by attending a 
Eichter concert. Dr. Eichter^s practice is said to be enormous, 
and every part of St. James’s HaU is thronged by his patients. 

Wednesday, — Better. Eeceive a large number of patent medicine 
ciroulars— this kind of thing : “ Try our Indigestion Waltzes ! War- 
ranted to cure. All headache, giddiness and faintness removed at 
first time of hearing.” Here ’s another ; “ Dentists superseded I All 
sufferers from Toothache should attend Herr Boskowski’s course of 
Dental Piano Eecitals. Worth a guinea a stall.” I also learn that 
the Hirsutine Symphony cures baldness, and that the Pink Bavarian 
Band may be engaged to play “ Slumber-Songs ” to sufferers from 
insomnia. 

Thursday,^ Am aroused by five barrel-organs performing simul- 
taneously under my next-door neighbour’s window. Send a note 
round suggesting they should be dispersed, inswer “Sony to 
cause annoyance, but our youngest cMd is suffering from chicken- 
pox, and has been ordered street-music every three hours.” Go out 
to buy an air-gun. Later in the day, happening to take up the 


Lancet at the Club, I And in it a long article on “ The treatment of 
pleurisy by Beethoven’s Fifth Symphony in C Minor.” 

Friday, — Two seedy - looking men suddenly appear in the 
drawing-room after dinner to-night. Discover that they are “ The 
Brothers Tutibbax” from the Abracadabra Music HaH, and that my 
wife has engaged them, by her doctor’s orders, to sing comio songs 
eveiy evening for a fortnight, in order to cure the depression of 
spirits from which she believes herself to be suffering. ‘ ‘ The Brothers 
Tittlebat ” seem to be suffering themselves from elevation of spirits 
—gin, to judge by the smeU: kick them out, and decide to emigrate 
to-morrow. 


LA DIYA AT DALY’S. 

Gismonda is poor stuff. The selection was a mistake. Lucky; man 
Sardotj to have Sara for heroine. Great is Sabdott and Sara is his 
profit ! Splendid as ever, but genius wasted on Gismonda, She will 
be seen at her best in other dramas. Wonderful artiste ! 

Yes, artiste jusqu'au bout des ongles^ but why give us these 
real good tips, painted red ? If it were in English, Sara might make 
some joke about her fingers being “ reddy ” for the assassination of 
the vfllain. This explanation does not exist in French. Probably 
it was the fashion in the time of Gismonda, 

Will any dramatist give Sara an entirely new part in which she 
will not be compelled to purr, swear (like a cat, not a trooper), scratch, 
shriek, tumble on settees, clutch curtains, wrestle 'with cushions, 
and so forth P 

Why, on first night, revive old custom of handing up bai^ets of 
flowers, per orchestra, to the heroine of the play and the Star of the 
Might r Why keep the audience waiting so long between each Act ? 
We are not in Paris, and when we have too much “ song,” or play, 
we can’t get any “ supper.” 

Mote (by our City Afaw).— Excellent notion for a hot June— “ the 
Chili Loan.” It 'will be a hot favourite : to be taken up warmly. 
Mem, Invest “ cool thousand ” in the Chili Loan. 
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THE SCARLET PARASOL. 

Sdaoi HL—The Sulk A quarter to Three m the afternoon* 

Muriel [to Alin, who is just taking his hat). Oil I May I speak 
to you oue moment, Master Rot ? 

Alan, Pray do, dear Miss Vane. I am just going for a stroll by 
myself — to—to develops an idea I ’ve got.^ 

Muriel, If you should happen to be going for a secret drive along 
the high ro^ with Yiola, in a dog-cart from Johnstone’s, would 
you be so kind as to give her this? [Hands scarlet parasol,) ^ She 
forgot it. And don’t let her leave it anywhere. You see her initials 
are carved round it. And she is always losing things. Please be 
very careful I snyiles, 

Alan, What on earth can have given you such an extraordinary 
idea. Miss Yane ? t Takes parasol, 

Muriel, Well, a sort of coach-building, livery-stable person, from 
Johnstone’s, is engaged to Jane, the housemaid. He came to see 
her to-day. , . . She nas been iU, poor thing ! 

Alan, How very distressing I 

Muriel, Yiola said she was going to visit cottages. However, in 
case you should meet—one never knows— you ’ll 
give her the sunshade. 

Alan, You may depend upon it, Miss Yane. 

In the Dog-cart, ^ Alan is driving very leisurely 
and Yiola trying to hide under her parasol, 

Alan, That ’s a perfectly delicious hat of yours! 

^ Viola, I am so glad you like it I This is a very 
nice dog-cart, and this is a pretty lane to drive in, 
so cool and gr^n, ^ [A pony-carriage passes, 

Viola [starting violently), Gkwd heavens I There 
are the clergyman and his wife. 

hows^ hlushingcrimson, 

Alan, Why are you agitated, Mrs. Teavees? 

They look very gentle and harmless. 

Viola, Gentle and harmless! If they tell Albert? 

Alan, Does he disapprove of the clergy taking 
exercise in the open air ? 

Viola [pettishly). Of course not. How absurd! 

[A silence, 

Alan, Shall we get out presently, and sit in one 
of these nice fields, and make daisy-chains ? There 
are daisies in fields, I know — ^though I am rather 
urban. 

Viola, Oh, yes ; and cowslips ! 

Alan, You ought to give a oowsl^-ball, Mrs. 

Tbavees. It woidd be charming. May I come ? 

Viola, If you ’re old enough by then ! 

Alan, Oh, I ’m never going to be old enough, 

Viola, Really not? 

Alan [candidly). It’s a great thing to have 
setlied on one’s pose, Mrs. Teavess; and one 
can’t be always changing — ^it ’s so much trouble I 

In the Field, Attke 

Viola {drying to enjoy herself). This is lov( ly ! So cool ! and the 
sky so—so blue ! 

Alan, You have a perfect passion for scenery! [He picks some 
fiowerSy and gives them to her,) I have so many things I want to t^ 

you— — 

Viola, About yourself ? 

AMn, Ho, about you. Things you don’t know 

Viola [starting). Oh I Is that someone we know ? 

Adan, l you wouldn’t know a man who wears such a hat as 
tnat in the country ! 

Viola, It ’s all right — I dorCt know him. 

Alan [jtrymg to tx a •. 


ISits down. 


^ -- recover the thread). About yourself — your eves, for 

instmce. Has anyone ever told you how annihilating they are ? 

r OPlaH -TTATi KIta ° i if 


tviu. jruu nuw amumiaxing iney are r 
you ,^e them, Master Rox: hut we really 
mwjgo now. Dr. Robbets will he there to tea, and ttey wOl thinkit 

qu^temhle would he terrible to miss Dr. Robeets— 

[FoI^s thinking the expedition rather a failure. As he 
dog-carty she knocks her ankle very 


iudeed ! [To Yiola.) 

right seM^ ^ Robeets is there it will be ali 

FiCoiSa, ^titl How can you talk in that heartless way! Whv 
did yon make me pome for tbia driye ? y y 


Alanl[apologetically), I really thought you seemed as if you ’dlike 
to ! Come, I cau’t allow you to cry. 

\_Tries to dry her eyes. She moves away. He drops his whip 
and has to get out and pick it up. They drive hack very 
quickly and in entire silencey save for a few groans from 
Y I OLA. 

Viola, WeU, I suppose I must try to hobble home. Yes, I’m a 
little better. Do t^e the horrid dog-cart away ! It ’s au absurd 
one — ^brown and ridiculous. Do I look as if I ’d oeen orymg — ^much ? 
Alan [coldly hut evasively). You look perfectly charming. 

Viola, Oh 1 take that buttercup out of your coat I Someone might 
suspect! 

Muriel [meeting Yiola at the garden gate). Oh, Yiola, such won- 
derful thiags have been happening ! Ouick— before we see anyone 
else. Dr. Robeets has been here. Well, he proposed to me ! and I 
accepted him like a girl in a hook ! You see, you were out. 

Viola, All right. Oh, Mueiel, I am so ill, and so anxious. I 
have such a toothache, I cau hardly walk, I hurt my foot, reat^g 
to a poor woman in a cottage, 

Muriel, Some tea will cure you. But, Yiola, wiR you and 
Albeet be nice about my engagement ? 

Viola, The truth is I had such a dull, wretched, 
idiotic drive with Alan Rot, that I can’t he nice 
about anything. 

Muriel, Will you consult Yalentine? Dr. 
Robeets, you know ? 

Viola, How can you go and get engaged to 
people called Yalentine ! 

At Dinner, Everyone very cheeryy except 
Claude Mignon, who looks depressedy and 
Mrs. Ayeeidge, who is unnoticed, 

Albert [serving soup). What is that ring ? 

Viola, Oh, nothing. 

Servant. Please, Sir, it’s only Johnstone has 
sent misses’ s j^arasol, that was left in the cart ! 

Albert, This is some mistake ! You didn’t 
drive to-day, Yiola ? 

Muriel [apart to Alan). Shall I betray you? 
[To Albeet.) The fact is Master Rox went out 
alone, to develop an idea ; and /lent him Yiola’s 
parasol, because he was afraid of getting sunburnt, 

[Ft'eryo7ie laughs, 
Alan, One has to he so oareioJ. Freckles run 
dreadfully in my family. I had them once, and a 
relapse is most dangerous ! 

After Dinner. 

Viola, DarHng Mueiel! I congratulate you 
and Yalentine. Yalentine is such a pretty 
name! How sweet you were! I shall never 
have another secret ! 

Muriel, And shall you tell Albeet all about n; ? 
Viola, Perhaps— -to-morrow I 
Claude Mignon {to Alan). I hate a bouse where 
a girl is engaged ! I ’m going away to-morrow. 
Alan, So am I. 

Claude Mignon, Rather a olumsy-looking creature — the old 
Doctor ? 

Alan, Oh, no ! Yery distinguished I 

Muriel [to Alan, in a low voice), I told you not to leave the 
parasol. 

Alan, You did, dear Miss Yane. It was dear of you. 

Muriel. And did you develope your idea ? 

Alan, Well — ^no. Somehow, it didn’t quite oome off. 

THE END. 



Btb-bte to Daudet. — We could not stand the presence of two 
liODS in London ; so, when Haseulla Khan appeared on the scene, 
Alphonse Daudet made his exit. Our “ Beau-hel Foete'*'* sends us 
his jingle:— 

Datidet est parti! 

Good-bye my hesrty ! 

** Fortiter in re, sua/oiter in modOy'* 

Bon soir Daudet I “ cdlfz fairs Dodo I 

An Inteeeegnttm oe Beutalitt. — The Times last week an- 
nounced that 

** -Applications for the vacant Chair of Humanity in the tJniversity of 
Edinbnrgli should be lodged not later than Saturday, June 29.*' 

Alas ! Poor Humanity 1 It may he news to many that the Chair of 
Humanity is in the possession of the Horfhern TJmversity. Of course 
a very large'arm-chair, with arms to embrace aU. mankand. And a 
very easy chair. Whoever sits in it is only a Professor, and what is 
mere profession without praotioe P 
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OPERATIC NOTES. 

Tuesday.— Melbjl as Juliette I Bless her heart, she 
must have had a very lar^e one, being a decidedly fine girl for her 
age, -which I believe was fifteen ; while Romeo was about nineteen, 
or thereabouts. Mons. Alvabez, it is needless to 
add, looked quite “ thereabouts,” Both singing 
and acting in first-rate style. Jupiter-Plangon^ 
^ converted, appears as Fr^e Laurent^ which, 

^ sounding like “ Law-wrong,” is a name rather 

descriptive of this worthy Briar’s somewhat 
underhand proceedings Friar Law-wrong ^ 
Flain-song excellent. Full house night before 
the Derby. If omens go for anything, the 
gentleman who was making a book in the lobby, 
and who overheard some one speak of the opera 
jte as Rosehery and Juliette^ migpht have made a 

IHa small fortxme. The slipwas a tip. 

/mBE hr Some people say, “Why orchestra in ‘well’ 
Mm below stage r ” But Sir Dsubiolanxis, -with ex-« 
^ perience of general advantage to sound and sight, 

says, “ Shan’t touch ’em. ‘ Leave well alone ’ is 
my motto.” Exit Sir D, merrily. 

Saturday.— Stvecnge case of Rigoleito Co.—^*‘ Co.” being Melba 
at her best, B atjeemeistee and clever J tjlia Rayoqit, with Db Lucia 
as the G-ay Dock, Ancona as the Fool, suggestive of the Ragliacci 
mummer with a court appointment, “House full.”^ Maubbl is 
coming. To Falstaff and Don Giovanni he will give a “high 
Maurel tone.” 


SPORT, SPECULATION, AND COUNSEL’S OPINION. 

So many letters have reached me during the past week begging 
for my opinion uijon the legality of what may be termed sporting 
financial speculation, that I scarcely apologise for asking the hospi- 
tality of the columns of the leading law paper to give my response. 
No doubt the inquiry has to some extent been fostered by the report 
that I was seen taking part in the hippodromatie revels of the 
Derby Day. It is true that I certainly visited Epsom on th^ occa- 
sion in question ; but only in a semi-official capacity. I have ^e 
honour to be consulting assessor of the Diamond Mine Salting Syndi- 
cate, Limited, and in that desirable position have frequently attended 
the meetings of the directors on occasions, so to speak, outside the 
Board-room. It is true that my experience as one learned in the law 
is seldom required at such seasons, still the directors, as fiduciaries, 
are to be applauded for neglecting no opportunity of availing them- 
selves of my services. 

Having satisfactorily explained how it came that I was on the 
Downs when, by a not unnatural coincidence, the Derby was de- 
cided, I proceed^ to consider the question that has been propounded 
to me. , Is sporting speculative finance illegal ? It is not a matter 
that can be decided off-hand. One must be careful not to interfere 
with the policy of trade, and do nothing to impede the development 
of honest industry. I am asked by a correspondent, who dates ‘’From 
Sheffield,” if there is anything undignified in his appearing as a 
“bookie” in a pink velvet coat, a yellow slouch hat, with blue 
feathers, and black leather knickerbockers, I can see no objection to 
a tradesman wearing any costmne he determines to select. It would 
perhaps be as well not to attempt to disguise his features, as the 
operation might savour of secrecy, the chief element of fraud. This 
hmitation of course does not apply to an auctioneer, who, having his 
name and address displayed on a board hanging on the rostrum he 
occupies, can legally carry on his business, if it so pleases him, in a 
faLe nose, a comic wig, and a pair of green spectacles. 

But really, a consideration of the ostume of the “ bookie ” merely 
reaches the fringe of the subject. The real point at issue is this — Is 
bettiog legal or illegal ? It is hwd to say. That a bet made on the 
racecourse is recoverable is questionable. ' Suppose that A is prepared 
to ^ive odds against The FarVs Choice {the favourite,' quoted 
officially at 2 to 1) at the rate of five shillings against one 
r.hi.usand pounds ster^g. Presume that B agrees to the virager and 
The FarVs Choice wins. B naturally asks for the immeffiate pay- 
ment by A of one thousand pounds sterling. A declines. Has B any 
remedy against A ? I am afraid that the Court (although allowing 
costs on the higher scale) would hot assist the plaintiff in making 
good his claim. However, it would be possible for B to represent to 
the other side that the conduct of A was of a character warranting 
ctonic detention in a lunatic asylum. If ^s suggestion were 
adopted with the necessary discretion, I have no doubt that a com- 
promise satisfactory to B would eventually be the outcome of the 
nei^otiations.^ 

H )weyer,i^th 9 ugh I am a htte uncertain about other hets, I have 
no d mbt in my own mind that coach sweepstakes pnder oertain qir^ 
cumstauoes should be^diloouraged. Tdo not wish toirdj^ upon case 
law, but would rather appeal to that honest, manly feeling that is (so 


I have been given to understand) the birthright of every Englishman. 
When all Nature is smiling, and man (smoking a three-shilling cigar) 
is at rest, why trouble about mounts and starters and blanks ? 

I have in my mind at this moment the drawing of a certain sweep- 
stakes. An eminent counsel (I will not mention his name),^ was pre- 
sent and drew a blank. On Ms behalf I appeal for a revision, a re- 
versal of judgment. Do not let there be a mixture of the glories of 
I Nature with the ups and down of sporting speculative practice. Let 
I those who took part in that sweep— winners and losers alike— return 
their stakes. I will hold them on the general behalf. Then when I 
have received the cash as trustee I will find out that eminent counsel 
and place the money in Ms hands. I have nothing more to add, 
save to set forth as a guarantee of good faith my signature warranted 

Co urt, A. JrKiOB. 

OH, MY PROPHETIC SOUL, MY PUNCHIUS I 

[ ^^Fmeh made a great Mt” (in Ms last Cartoon “A Doubtful Stayer”), 

“ and will probably take credit to himself for having been one of the very few 
who ^ tipped ’ Sir Visto for the Derby .” — Leeds Mercury. ’\ j 

Thanes, Mercury, thanks ! Acclaim from all ranks 1 

Declares Mr. Punch is the prophet to follow. 

I The Public rejoices, and Mercury voices 

The popular praise due to PuncMus Apollo. 

The oracular god, with a genial nod, 

Admits that he knew it. foresaw it, and said it I 

But oh, deary, deary I His pen it would weary 
If for all Ms successful straight tips he “ took credit.” 

At DelpM of old they sometimes Mt the gold ; 

Punches oracles nought to equivocal mist owe. 

I No riddle or rebus contents the new Phoebus, 

So all wise men twigged when he tipped ’em Sir Visto ! 


I OUR BOOKING-OFEICE. 

The particular Baronitess to whom the Baron handed over The 
Holy JEstate (a novel in three volumes, by two authors, W. H. Wil- 
kins and Feank Thatches, published by Hutchinson & Co.), says 
that in explanation it is called by its authors “ a study in morals,” 
but where the morals come iu or come out 
it would be difficult to say. Apparently, l{ Jl 

in the majority of the characters, there is a /. . Jii ! 

singular lack of any virtuous quality. A • | 

young innocent girl marries a gay soldier .'I’SXv \ \ 

and goes out to India. Here she finds her- 
self placed in a land where principles are de- u f 
cidedly at a discount. Her husband turns | 
out, to put it mildly, a blackguard (with a f 
big. Mg “B”), and Ms friends are of the 
same fascinating type. In a typical, melo- om 
dr^atic, ‘ ‘ Adelphi villain,” there is some- m m 
thing almost wholesome as compared with 
the modern bad man of “ Yellow-BooV^ mMmm 
fiction, who is simply revolting. [By the m i W 

way, interpolates the Baron, the latest IW 

Yellow Book is comparatively quite deco- £ |l 

rous and without an Auhrey-Beardsley ilM 

iUustiationll] Of course, the hero and 
heroine of The Holy Estate have to pass 
through the fiery ordeal of Indian Society ; 
how they come out of it the ‘reader may 
discover. But as pessimism is the artistic 

order of the day, they are not allowed to finish well and “live happy 
ever afterwards.” My Baronitess adds, with a frown, “It cannot be 
called pleasant reading, nor is there in it any sign of the genius of 
a Daudex or a Zola which might be accepted as, in some sort, a 
literary excuse for’ its being brought into existence.” 

(Signed) The Bahon he Book-Wobms, 


As Broad as Long. 

First Critic. Shortness now rules in Novel and in Song, 

Which, lik6 men’s clothes, are cut and made to 
Second Critic. It may he Tale and Lay are now less long, [order. 

Btit they make up for it by growing broader. 

Spobtinu Pabadox,— Rosebery was more of a “ favourite ” when, 
he was an “outsider.” - JPerhaps, like Ms Sir Visto, when an out- 
sider again— wMch he seems Kkely soon to he -he will be safer to 
back for a “ place,” if ^t fqf an absolute win. 

Best Solxttion oe Motistebiax Diei^culties. — Di^fsolution. 
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A FORTIORI. 

Mamma, “ Not asleep tet, Geoboe ? ” 

H> ’8 GOT OkTTMBS IN HIS Bbd. Hb ootods’t mahb moeb toss IB IT 


DATJDET! 

{An old ComU Song re-swng far the bmeJU of a Frmeh Critic,) 

V E* nJu women, their looks and their dress, the less said the 

Air— 

Oh, Alphonse I GaUantry befits your raoe I 
DaxtdetI Daupet! 

Caa you look hereafter in an EngHshwoiuaii’s faoe, 

Dattdet ? DAUPET-say ? 
x (M must haye snoozed all night, 

You must have blinked aU day j 
Have been blind—^ro tempore — ^to Beauty’s light, 

DattpetI DAXTPET-say! 

Is every Englishwoman then a Grundy or a Gamp, 
rk-j <1 BaTJPET ? DaXJPET ? 

Hid you play Diogenes— without his lamp— 

, , Daupet? DAUPBT-say? 

H^e you joined the pessimist churls 
Who of nothing good can say, 

Ihat you slight our women and insult our girls, 

Daupbt? DAUPET-sayf 
Oh, Dan seems empty and Beersheba bare, 

A A 4.1. » xr. Daupet! 

And there ’s nothing tasteful, and there ’s no one fair, 

A X rose-tints must give way ? 

At our British Beauties did you get a glance, 

Daubet? DAUPET-say? ’ 

' You laud male Britons, whilst you pour dispraise— 

. , , Daupet I Daupbt!— 

On our girls and matrons ! ’Tis a travellers’ craze 
« Daupbt! Daupet-suv! * 

Frank abroad — ^is frank,— 

XT * /rom the Wfoa of France away. 

He is doubtless honm-Hck, but he need not turn “ crank.” I 
Daupet! DAUPEi-sayl 


The less said the better ? Well, that^a true, no doubt, 
Daupet! Daupbt! 

But the little that yon have said is all sneer and float, 
Daupbt! DAUPBi-say! 

The maids of France are fair ! — 

Are the men too F Ah! nay. 

Ifot if gou ’re a specimen, my debonair 

Daupbt ! DAUPBi-say ! ^ 

Neither taste nor beauty ? Oh ! you must have been bad, 
Daumbt! Daupet! 

The mal de mer all the time you must have had, 

, Daupet! DAUPBT-say! 

The jaundice worked its will 
Djpon you all the way ! 

Try again— after swallowing a big blue pUl— 

Daupet! DAUPET-say! 

Sands and Sea. 

(By a Marrow Boy who was ploughed** at Exam,) 

“ pLoueHTNa the sands” has been shown, in a letter to the Times, 
to be, in some oases, a productive operation. If the sands are well 


Pmughing the sands’* is no longer remunerative, then let all 
hands be smnmoned aboard, and the Government vessel in search of 
General Elec^n Island may “Plough the sea,” and come safely 
into port, ^at is successful “ploughing’' to them will be 
“ harrowmg ” to the Opposition. 


“ p Such a Day was NEyEB Seen ! ” — ^Mr. Justioe Day is always 

j’udioial utterances are like tne 
sea around the^ Isle of Man^ clear and profound. Barely does he 
miss a gow pomt; yet so it was the other day when, in a trial of 
V. a heap of people (not involving any qtuestion of “ Legge 
lustioe Day observed, “ I And now very high rank K eld 
py doctors m the Army. There are Captain-surgeons, Colonel- 
sjTOMns, and I am not sure Jiere axe not Generals. (XawuA^er.)” 

Sot sure, ]^. Justioe! Why ’tis as dear as Day! There is 
another and a higher grade, viz., “ General-Practitioner.” 
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A Eeaily Bia Puecease bt a Pbiyate 
Individual, at a veet Modebate Figube. 
—For 260 gnaineas Mr. W. Agnew purchased 
Lambeth Palace — in the dietance*^ It is 
no “ distance” to speak of, as twopence more 
win take the purchaser by steam-boat from 
almost any landing-stage across the river to 
Lambeth. It shomd perhaps be added, so as 
not to frighten the Archbishop of Canteb- 
BUBY. that in the purchase were included 
Old Westminster Bridge {a view of)^ 
with State Barges and BoatsP The whole 
Thames- water-colour having been painted in 
oH by Scott. This lot, by Great Scott, went 
as above-mentioned. 


Musical Exebcise eob BiCYCLiSTS.-“Try 
Wagisteb’s “ 'Cycle.” 


“ Wants to Know.”— “ Dear Sir,— I saw 
a paragraph in the Times quite recently 
headed ‘ A Confirmed Pickpocket' I am all 
for the religious improvement of the danger- 
ous classes, and what I want to know is, 
Firstly^ Was the lad a pickpocket before he 
was confirmed ? Secmidly, Or, did he become 
a pickpocket after confirmation P Thirdly^ 
What bishop or curate was responsible forms 
confirmation P Other questions arise out of 
this case, but these are enough for the present. 

Tours, A Female Seabcbeb.” 


Fbom Oub Own Small Scholar.— That 's 
whwe I diould like to be,” sighed Sam Suckeb 
minimus, as in his geography lesson he read 
the name of Orange Free State. “Fancy, 
oranges free ! 1 ” 


A MODEL EEMODELLED. 

The “Eevised Edition”— probably to style 
it “ The Eevised Tersion ” would savour too 
much of the Biblical Committee Boom- of An 
Artist's Model now removed to the Lyric is 
occasionally “funny,” though not absolutely 
* ‘ without being ” occasionally ‘ ‘ vulgar.” Its 
weakest point is its story, but as the plot 
only occasionally obtrudes itself upon the 
audience, the weakest point is, therefore, not 
worth mentioning, only its strong points, 
which consist in Mabie Tempest's singing, 
but not in what she has to sing, and in Miss 
Letty Line’s mild warbling and charming 
dancing, which latter thoroughly deserves the 
hearty encores she obtains, as does also Mr. 
Fabboa's capital rendering of an otherwise 
not particularly brilliant French laughing 
song. Mr. Eric Lewis and Mr. W. Blabeley 
attain great distinction by their clever render- 
ing of nothing in particular. 

Mr. Hayden Copfin appears depressed. 
But comic relief to his sentimental sadness is 
given by both Lawbancb D'Obsay, with as 
much or the traditional D’Obsay courtliness 
that is left of it, and Mr. Fabben Soutab, 
worthy inheritor of a double talent. Lyrics 
of H. Gbebnbanb neat, as th^ always are ; 
but the compositions of Mr. Sidney Jones 
will probably “keep the stage,” as it is im- 
possible, atone hearing, at all events, to carry 
any of it away with you. The “ house,” on 
this occasion, excellent ; far better than the 
piece. 


Joseph's Coat. 

[“There is a Chinese regiment which enjoys 
the terrible and glorious appellation of ‘The 
Tiger- Braves,' They are dressed in coats covered 
with spots to resemble the skin of the animal from 
which they take their name. . . . The Government 
are a regiment of Tiger-Braves.” — Mr, Chamber- 
lain at Birmvngham,'\ 

Joe, who should know aU about “beasts” 
and “ oaves,” 

Now calls his whilom CDlleagues “ Tiger- 
Braves.” [blots, 

Well, bis own coat bears strange new Party 
He is a leopard who has “changed his spots.” 


Delightful Progbamme.— We see that 
Mr. Chables Beddie advertises a morning 
concert for June 11 at Prince's Hall. The 
audience will be there, and he will be always 
“ Eeddie, ayeBeddie.” Exhausted after play- 
ing, he will re- appear and be Beddie^vivm ; 
and. in fact, there is a perfect store of puns 
on his name which must have frequentlv 
occurred to himself as a Beddie - witted 
person. That he is to be assisted bv M. Emtl 
Saubet on the violin no one will be Sauret 
to hear ; and that William Shakespeare 
gives his name and presence on this occasion 
will make the conceit ever memorable. Con- 
cert under direction of ubiquitous Daniel 
Mayer, in himself Mayer and Corporation of 
musical world. 


City Intelligence.— In view of the French 
President’s accepting an invitation from the 
Lord Mayor, the Common Councillors are 
daily practising a bacchanalian chorus, in 
harmony, of which the words are :— 

“ Faure ! he 's a jolly good fellow, 

And BO say all of us ! ” 


LyceumAdtertisement.— 

—Sir Henry Irving. Knightly performance. 


Motto fob Earl’s Court Exhibition. — 
Open for “ "WTieel or Woe I ” 


Combined Display of all Arms. — A 
soirie dansante during the season. 
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“WATERS, WATERS EVERYWHERE!” 

Oi»E of^ tlie reasons for the popularity of 
Apollinaris Water mentioned the other day 
at a “ meeting of the waters ” was, that men 
generally soon became on such intimate terms 
I with this water-nymph as to be able to speak 
of her familiarly as Polly.” “ Whisky and 
Polly ” seemed to go so well together as to be 
suggestive of a round dance, in which the 
admirer of “PoUy” was whisky-ing her 
I round the ball-room. The gradual rise of 
Johannisinpnblicopinion, delayed, of course, 

I in the first place, by" politeness on the part 
of “Johnnie,” who must cede the pas to 
“ Polly, is due to ihe fact that the aerated- 
water drinkers had not made up their minds 
as to whether Johannis was to be addressed 
as “Jo” or “Johnnie.” We belieye that 
“Johnnie” is now the accepted appellation. 
Whether “ Johnnie ” and * * PoUy ” are on the 
best terms, this deponent kneweth not ; nor 
is he aware that during the season The 
Bishop of Bath and Wells or The Bishop of 
Sodor-water-and-Man will bless the union of 
“ Johnnie ” and “ Polly,” though at one tiwA 
there was a report to that effect Toalterthe 


title of the old semi-nautioal drama, Poll and 
Partner Joe^ of which the second hero was a 
Water-man, “Poll and her Partner Johnnie” 
ought to get on well together. 


AFTER WHITSUNTIDE. 

Broicn, Tenure looking extremely well. 

Jones, Never fitter I 

Brown, Took a run to Paris, eh ? 

Jones, No. Saw French play, though. 

Brown, Went to seaside or river, eh ? 

Jones, No. Can’t stand expensive discom- 
fort. I had some decent boating, though. 

Brown, Went for inland scenery P 

Jones, No ; although I sauntered under 
noble trees, and got some magnificent views. 

Brown, Switzerland? Italy? 

Jones, No time for long journeys. I enjoyed 
fine air, and walked twenty zmes a day: 
studied fine Old Masters, and enjoyed a stroll 
in a museum which has no equal. 

Brown, Really 1 1 Then, in the TiannA of 
wonder, where Imve you been staying ? 

Jones, In London. 

[Farewells exchanged^ and exeunt. 


A KNIGHT OF’^THE WILLOW;' 

Or, why not ^*Sir W, G, Chaoe^'f 

[“Dr. W. G-. Gsace, whose name has been 
everywhere of late— except where it might well 
have been, on the Birthday Honours list.” — Times.l 

Why not ? Great Scott I “ The play ’s the 
thing,” 

Before the footlights, round the ring 
At Lord’s, it httle matters, — 

Easily first is easily first I 
Just fancy what a glorious burst 
From throats aglow with zeal— and thirst— 
Would hail the Rnight of Batters ! 

They ’ve shouted for him many a time. 
Whose mellow age is still his prime. 

And others’ youth surpasses ; 

But how they ’d make the welkin i^lit 
If honours donors had the wit 
To knight this Hero of the Hit. 

And favourite of the masses I 

“ The play ’s the thing.” Sir Hbeey Lavusra 
Sounds well. Who ’ll question his deserving 
When ’midst the knights they place it ? 
But here ’s a player just as great 
In his own field. Why should he wait ? 
However high be knighthood’s state. 

The name of Gea.ce will grace it I 

What greater joy to crowds affords 

Than the announcement “ Gea.ce at Lord’s” ? 

What lots of “ Lords” and “ Graces” 

Do less than England’s W. G. 

To furnish genuine sport and glee 
To thousands, who stiU throng to see 
How well he “ times ” and “places.” 

True, “Thunderer,” true! He stands the 
test. 

Unmatched, unchallengeable Best 
At OUT best game 1 Requite him I 
For thirty years to hold first place, 

And stiU, unpassed, keep up the pace, 

Pleases a stout, roort-loving race. 

By Jove, “ Sir William Gilbeet Geacb ” 
Sounds splendid. Punch says— 

him /” 


“ IN THE NAME OF PROFIT-TOGS I” 

It seems ihat the uniform of the Shahzaba, 
worn by his Highness on State occasions in 
England, was designed byr a Briton, and con- 
sequently is not included in the ofiSlcial garb 
of the Afghan Army, Presumably the same 
sartorial artist was responsible for Naseijlla’s 
“ get up ” at the Derby, The son of our ally 
appear^ on that memorable occasion in “a 
harmony in grey”— grey frock-coat, waist- 
coat and trousers, with grey fez turban to 
match. No doubt the head-dress was relieved 
with a diamond worth £1,000,000, or some- 
thing of the sort, just to show that our guest 
was of eastern origin. The following sugges- 
tion for complete outfits may be found 
useful 

Yachting,'— BxAtoi blue serge, covered with 
rubies and diamonds. Straw hat, made of 
golden wire, encrusted with emeralds. Tan 
shoes, stn dded with brilliants. Shirt of silver 
tissue, with collar and cuffs of virgin gold. 
Telescope of turquoise, with sling of linked 
Q^ueen Anne’s guineas. 

Suit of ditto’s of gold tissue. 
Shoulder-guard of diamonds. Deer-stalker 
of birds of Paradise breast-feathers. Boots 
of young crocodile leather, embroidered with 
lapis lazuli. 

Private Dinners,— coat and trousers. 
Silver skirt and waistcoat. Diamond opmra 
hat and overcoat of various precious stones. 
Handkerchief of woven brilliants. Necktie of 
antediluvian aluminium at £520 10a, id, 
;a grain. 
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TAETABm SUE LA TAMISE. 

M. Axphok-seTattdbt has, gom 
hack to his own country. He is 
pleased with ns on the whole. We 
have learnt his language and read 
his hooks. 

We are not so cleyer or intelli- 
gent as the French ; hut! we are 
more stable of purpose and'despise 
ridicule, and keepfourselves well 
informed about otW countries. 
V enfant dit vrai^ peviretre !\ 

Our women, howeyer, are in- 
ferior to French women,, as they 
lack either beauty or taste : and 
the less said about their looks and 
dress the better. Tov jours galant^ 
petit Chose Fecatri! Tajr- 
TAnDr has surpassed himself ; and 
if he manages to persuade his fair 
compatriots that he is i^ceretin 
this, aura hien merits de la 
patrie ; and will recover all his 
old popularity. Kothing will re- 
main for him but to prove that 
we lost the Battle of Waterloo, 
and that the Lord Mayor is a 
more important person than Q,ueen 
Yictoeia. After that, Aux 
grands homines de la France^ la 
Fatrie reconnaissanteP 


Ths Latest Edition of ** The 
Chronicles of EoUnshedp written 
by John' “of that ilk.” Honest 
John is outspoken. His motto is 
the truth and nothing but the 
truth-yas far as he can recollect 
it. His memory appears to be 
good. JoBN" is Frank. 



REHRETS. 

** To wish is folly, to regret alsmdP 

That I went out in my new 
hat and light summer clothes, a^nd 
did not take my umbrella the only 
day within the last fortnight when 
there was an hour’s rain. 

That I had already accepted an 
invitation wnen one to a party 
that would have been infinitely 
more pleasant all round subse- 
quently arrived. 

That I took that champagne 
last night, and some other things. 

That I left off my winter 
“ things ” before summer had 
set in. 

That I returned to my winter 
“ things ” just when summer 
weather did set in. 

That I went out to supper and 
supped heartily. 

That I didn’t have that tooth 
out when it first pained me. 

That my dentist should take a 
four days’ holiday just when I 
wanted him badly. 

That I put into five sweeps and 
drew blank. 

That I lent a man half-a-sove- 
reign. ' 

That I didn’t back the winner. 


C03OEEECIA1 AJSTD HaTJTICAL.— 
Two City men, twin brothers and 
partners, in character the very re- 
verse of Cha TILES Dickens’s kind 
and generous Cheeryhles, are 
known as “ The Twin Screws.” 


Deamatic trmpokaet Peoveeb 
{adapted for Garrick Thtaire ), — 
“ When the Habe is away the 
WiLLABD will play.” 


INSULARITY. 

“ By the WAT, Raddles, a Russian Peinoe is oominu to Dine 
WITH us NEXT WEEK 1 ” * Ah, THEN, SiK, I SUPPOSE HE AIN’T 

o’ MUCH account in HIS OWN COUNTET If ” 


Whitsuntide. — “ Don’t stop 
in! I’ll take you out if you’ll 
only come,” as the dentist said to 
the tooth. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

* Extracted peom the Diart op Toby, M.P.] 

Home of Commons, Monday, May 27.— 
Ritcheb back to-day, after long absence. 
Changed address from Tower Hamlets to 
Croydon. Waiting to he called to table by 
Speaker, had opportunity of hearing long 
dehate round Bill promoted hy London County 
Coxmcil. Ritchie, as President of Local Gov- 
ernment Board in last Ministry, made London 
County Council possible. Haimy thought to 
play him in, as it were, with County Council 
debate, 

“Been out of it nearly three years now, 
Tobf,” said Ritchie, when, one of a score of 
old members, 1 went to shake hands and bid 
him welcome; “just the same old place ; 
perhaps a Httle duner at the moment. What 
they want is new blood, or, perhaps, better 
still, a re-infusion of old blood. Can’t give 
them a new County Coxmcil Bill; must try 
and make them somehow sit up.” 

These thoughts pressed upon him as he stood 
at table signing Roll of Parliament after 
having been sworn in. Brought his hat with 
him, as new Members do, since, as yet, they 
have no peg to hang it on. Placed it on table 
whilst he signed the Roll Passing on to be 
introduced to Speaker, observed with a start 
that there were two hats on the table. Odd, 
Was sure he had hronght only one. Blessed 
is the man who makes two blades of grass 
grow where formerly only one peeped forth. 
Possibly analagous benison for a man who, 
planting one hat down on a table, looks and 
behold there are two. Happy omen; make 
the most of it ; wouldn’t do to go (From 



Ritchie Redmvus ! 


a sketch picked up near the Front Opposition Bench.) 


off with two hats. House sure to remark it. 
Besides, how could he shake hands with the 
SpEAKEElholding a hat in either hand ? Hext 
best thing to select the newest ; did so with 
pretty air of abstraction ; advanced one step 
between table and Treasury Bench on way to 
Speaker’s chair when he felt firm grip on his 
elbow, and a well-known voice in his ear. 

“ Give me neither Ritchies nor poverty, but 
do leave me my bat.” 

It was the voice of the Squiee or Malwood. 

“Oh, I heg your pardon. How d’ye do?’’ 
said Ritchie, hurriedly returning the Suuibe’s 
Sunday hat, and taking up his own, which 
had suffered the rigours of a wet and windy 
nomination day. 

House cheered and laughed. Rnatchbxtll- 
Hugessen gravely shook his head, “ That ’s 
all very well,” said he. “ But a man who 
would pander to the lowest instincts of hu- 
manity by eleariUg the way for parish coun- 
cils, would do anything.” 

Business Another night’s talk round 

Welsh Disestablishment Bill. 

Twwday.— Prospect of hearing John Wil- 
liam move adjournment of House over Derby 
Day, and John Leng reply on other side, 
sufficed to crowd benches. Such encounter of 
wits rarely delights mankind these degenerate 
days. Such lightness of touch I Such gleam- 
ing attack ! Such brilliant defence! In short, 
such badinage I Such persifiage ! Old Mem- 
bers recall earlier confiiots in same field. 
Young Members look back on clever speech 
made hy Elcho in moving adjournment one 
year, capped hy equally hrmiant speech when, 
in the following Session, he seconded Wheeid 


Lawson on the negative course. 
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This all else would he excelled when John William began to 
est, and Lekg* made light reply. - i. -x 

This was natural expectation from reputation of these famous ^ts. 
In dreary conversation that followed there was one soutary flicker 
of humoux ; it was dis- 
covered hy anxious 
searcher in the cir- 
cumstance that the 
whole business was 
utterly, hopelessly 
prosaic. There wasn’t 
a laugh in it from 
beginning to end. 

House b€g^ns to think 
it has had enough of 
this elaborate annual 
tourney of humour. 

Hext year, if motion 
for adjournment over 
Derby Day is made, it 
will ^ better to have 
question put forth- 
with, and so divide. 

Another experience 
like the exceedingly 
bad half-hour endured 
this afternoon is more 
than should fall to the 
lot of a^single genera- 
tion. 

Bmtne^s done . — 

House agreed bv 
221 votes against 174 
that it could not 
afford to take a holi- 


and Cap’en Tommy Bovtles, wearing his best Sunday ducks in 
honour of a sultry day that reminds him faintly of breathless mo- 
ments q)ent in the Forties in the Bight of Benin. 

SiLOMio sat dovm and mopped the shining top of his patriotic head 

with a handkerchief 
hemmed in Grermany. 
The Cap’en, catching 
the Chairman’s eye 
with the hook that 
serves in place of the 
strong right hand cut 
off by the flashing 
olade of the Moor 
whose felucca Tommy 
was boarding under 
the impression it was 
a ferry-boat, sprang to 
his feet. “ Unthink- 
ing diatribes,” he 
called SiLOMio’s noble 
speech; lamented the 
effect upon foreign 
powers of its delivery 
by a responsible 
leader of the party” ; 
and said much else 
that would have 
shocked the House 
had Members chanced 
to be present. Prince 
Abthtte, who so 
acutely felt, and so 
bitterly resented, 
, , . Q-eorob Russell’s 

“Brother Joseph, Brother JosEPB^ for a BoTindhead I find thee m strange company ! j recent sneer at the 
Akv “But what a pity it is that we cannot revive Oliver Cremwell in the flesh, and not only in marble.” Patriot Knight,* was 

proceeded to waste Cfhamherlam\ Speech at BiTmmgham^ May 29. spared the anguish of 

remainder of sitting in vain repetition of argument round clauses of the moment by that carefuUy concerted movement which, happily, 
Welsh Disestablishment Bill. o^s Silomio's colleagues off the Front Bench when he is about to 

TAttrsday.— Well for Peincb Arthur he chanced to be absent iscourse on Foreign Affairs, 
to-night when Cap’en Tommy Bowles hauled alongside Shomto and Business c?o»a.— Yote on Account agreed to. , 

raked binn -fore and aft. Kenyon, who knows ^ . - Friday, — House met to wird up business 



more than you think when you hear him speak, 
teUs me it is pretty certain when the next 
Covemment is formed SmoMio will have his 
choice of succeeding eith» Edward Urey or 
Sydney Buxton. Neither office is of Cabinet 
rank. . But with the chief in the Lords, a states- 
man of SiLOMio’s ability and sagacity can make 
and keep a position equal in importance and 
influence to some more highly placed. No one 
will deny that the promotion will have been 
well earned. The Sheffield Benight has, perhaps, 
been more prominently associated with the con- 
duct of Colonial affairs than with those nominally 
(fireoted by Lord Kimberley with the assistance 
of Edward Grey. This is a view strengthened 
hy the circumstance of the honourable title con- 
ferred upon him by the emissaries from Swaziland. 

Actually, Silomio knows quite as much of Foreign 
Affairs as he does of Colonial. 

To-night, on Yote on Account, he concentrated 
his attention on the action of the Foreign Office. 

Surveying its operations from China to Pern, he 
was constrained unreservedly to condemn them. 

Eveirwhere the British Minister had truckled to 
the foreigner. The flag of England, which the 
emigrants in the Mayflower proudly carried 
with them even in their exile, was dragged 
through every gutter of foreign capitals. 

“There never was a time,” said Silomio, 

“ when this country was so isolated among the 
nations of Europe,” 

This grand speech echoed through nearly 
empty^ House. Prince Arthur and his col- 
leagues on Front Opposition Bench, as usual, 
paid their distinguished colleague the highest 
eomplimeut. They knew he would say the right thing in the right 
way, at the right lime. Whilst he kept the gate no traitor could 
pass, no harm befall a beloved country. So, with one accord, they 
went off, leaving Casabianca Silomio to tread alone the deck, 
burning with bis eloquence. 

On the benches behind sat only Tomunson, who sometimes wishes 
Prince Arthur had a little more of Silomio’s go ; Knatchritll- 
HuoBsgEN whp doesn’t think the Knight is quite the model of a 
coimtry gentleman, hnt likes to hear h™ shout at the Govemment ; 



previous" to Whitsun recess. Alpheus Clbo- 
PHAS, always considerate, been thinking oyer 
wavs of enjoying the holiday. Struck him 
nothing would be nicer than free admission for 
M.P.’s and their friends to witness prccess of 
vivisection. Put the matter before Home 
Secretary in his genial way. Asquith very 
Forrv, but has no power to give the desired 
admission. Alpheus Cleophas a little de- 
pressed, Wt went off with the consciousness 
that he had at least done his best. 

“There is no enterprise in these people, 
Toby,” he complained. “We in London are 
much behind the age. We hefven’t here what in 
Paris is, I believe, called the Mor-gew": a nice, 
quiet place to turn into when you are ou^ 
holiday-making. I have my own resources,*^ 
When house is shut and I can’t go about the 
basement and cellars smelling out the oil lamps, 
I sit on edge of fountain in - Trafalgar Square 
and sniff its balmy waters. Everyone not 
equally independent. If we ba!d only about the 
parks and in the thoroughfares places open to 
the respectable public where they might see 
vivisection going on, we should be a happier 
nation.” 

Business done , — House adjourned for the 
Whitsun recess. Back again June 10, 


An Authority on Heraldry I 
(Mr. Eg-rt-nAll-n.) 


Wail of the Wire-puller. 

Oh dear, what can the matter be ? 

R-s-b-ey doesn’t seem hearty. 

’Tis very well winning the Derby “Bine Ribbon,” 
Bnt that will not bind up— our Party ! 


Nasrulia B[han.— On the Sunday immediately following his un- 
comnaonly fatiguing first day in town, the Shahzada was requested 
to visit the Zoo. Wire from Porcupine, who, on account of his splendid 
set of quiUs, acts as Secretary to the Zoo Society, ran thus : — “ Will 
Khan visit 2^of^^ Exhausted Receiver’s reply brief butte the 
point, exhibiting fine mastery of EngRsb langnage, “ Khan carCtfl^ 

Classic Title eoh Dr. Grace.— “ The Centurion,” 
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ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

Thebe is, of course, to be an Eisteddfod in 1896 ; and it appeals 
that tlie Lls^dndno Executive Conmiittee baye been making some 
revolutionary proposals vdth reference to it. They have resolved 
that they “ respeetfnlly desire that the Q-orsedd wm see its way io 

concur in the subject for the chair 





^ concur in the subject for the chair 

I being in any metre, and not re- 

stricted to an awdl. The Committee 
^ are aware that the awdl has anti- 
quity and custom in its favour, but, 
while calculated to develop skill in 
metrical comp'>sition, the local Com- 
mittee feel that the neceaity of 
composing in the form of A awdl 
is fettering to the conception and 
imagination.’’ I cannot say what 
an awdl is, but I am dead against 
fetters, and, therefore, I say, down 
with the dastardly, fettering awdl. 

Swift, strike ofE the fetters, wher- 
n , ever they ’re found, 

Let the song-loving Welshman go 
pf. j. V foee and unbound. 

To the awdl too long has he bended 
his knee. 

But its fate has been sealed, and the Welshman is free ; 

As free as his ocean, as free as bis breezes, 

He shall write as he likes, in what metre he pleases ; 

And he faces his Q-orsedd, and vows he won’t dawdle 
A m^acled slave iu the train of the awdl. 

Apter this it seems somewhat bald and prosaic to read that 

On the recommendation. of “Hwfa Mon” (the Archdruid), ‘‘Eifionydd” 
(the registrar), “Cadvan,” ‘‘Pedrog,” “Gwynedd,” and “Dyfed,” of the 
Gorsedd Committee, who stated that the subject chosen for the arwrgerdd 
(heroic poem), for which a prize of £20 and a silver crown is offered, was un- 
suitable for an arwrgerdd, the subject was changed, “ Llewelyn Eawr ” bemg- 
substituted for “ St. Tudno.”— Instead of the galar-gan, the subject of which 
was “ Clwvdfardd,” for which £15 was the prize, it was decided to offer a 
prize of jfl5 and a gold medal for the best awdl on “ Clwydfardd,” the 
Goi^sedd stating that an awdl would be much more appropriate, as the late 
Archdruid was a great admirer of the twenty-four metres. Instead of the hir 
a thoddaid “Cestyll Cymru” (Castles of wale^ it was decided to offer a 
prize of £2 2«. for the best hir a thoddaid “ Beddargraph * Elis Wyn o 
Wyrfai, * * ’ and also £2 2s. for the best hir a thoddaid “ Beddargraph * Tudno. * 

The Bishop of Hereeoki) has requested the parishes in his diocese 
to send up petitions respecting the Armenian atrocities. One of these 
parishes is Walford-on-T^e, and I propose to confer immortality 
upon the reply sent by its vicar to the Bishop, 

“ I regret ” (says this truly Christain cleric) “ haying been imable to re- 
spond in the way you desired to your appeal respecting the persecution of 
Christians in Armenia. My not doing so was owing to the circumstance 
that at the present time a remonstrance from our nation can have no moral 
weight whatever. 'We have now in office a Government which is exercising 
all its ingennity in plans for the persecution and plunder of Christians here, 
and so long as we tolerate the continuance of such a Government in office the 
Turk would be justified in telling us to reform this scandal before we presume 
to remonstrate with him.” 

In other words, the Yicar of Waif ord-on- Wye disapproves of the 
Welsh Church Bisestahlishment Bill, and refuses on that account to 
join in a protest against the torture and murder of his Armenian 
feUow-ereatures. The logic of the Yicar is as convincing as his 
Christian sympathy is admirable. Let him be known henceforth as 
the Yicar of Reason Wye. 

What on earth is a “Rational Sick and Burial Association?” 
They possess one at Acton Tnrville : and, only the other day, it held 
great junketings. I may possibly^ have been rationally sick, but I 
have eertamly never yet been rationally, or even irrationally, buried, 
nor, I take it, have the vefy vigorous members of the Association. 
However, they had a procession, which started from the club-room, 
headed by the Malmesbury band, and then walked to Badminton, 
calling at the Duke of Beaufort’s, where they were all treated with 
refreshments. Imagine his sporting Grace’s feelings at being called 
upon to treat with refreshments a procession of the rationally sick 
and buried. They then dined.* The menu is not given, but no doubt 
included bread made from mummy-wheat, Dead-sea fruit, and 
copious libations of bier (spelling again I), 

Close to Bristol, too, there is a place rejoicing in the name of 
Eishponds, where, at the EuU Moon Hotel, the Loyal Pride of Fish- 
ponds Lodge of the Bristol Equalised District of the Order bf Drpids 
meets for its various celebrations. The members sometimes “ peram- 


bulate the village, headed by the band of the Mangotsfield detach- 
ment of the Bristol Riffes.^] 

How strike the clashing cymbals, and sound the big bassoon. 

The Loyal Pride of Fishponds Lodge has left the old “FuRMpon,” 
Tet, though their band be warlike, they mean nor war nor pillage, 
’Tis charity that bids them thus perambulate the village. 

No member of the Order would dare to come too late 
When Fishponds calls her Druids out to celebrate a fete. 

Them while with martial music, the left foot on the beat. 

The Lodge awakes the echoes loud in every village street, 

The villagers of Fishponds forsake their early bed, 

And each one at Ms window displays a nightoapped head, 

Salutes the hoary Druids, nor fails to greet with cheers, 

The Mangotsfield detachment of Bristol Yoluuteers, 

A Cobbespondent writes to the Scotsman, protesting against the 
omission of the grey plover from the list of birds to be protected 
under the Wild Birds Protection Act. “ That the eggs,’’ ne adds, 
“ are gathered by keepers and others for sale, should certainly he no 
argument ; and any keeper mi^ht well he ashamed to watch a poor 
harmless bird all day through binoculars for the purpose of making 
a few shillings by the sale of its eggs.” We live and learn. I have 
been eating plover’s eggs for years without the least suspicion that 
the poor harmless mother-bird had been shamefully watched through 
binoculars by a keeper in search of shiUings. All the same. I 
heartily indorse the suggestion that the plover should be protected. 

Sib Donald Cubbie must have the eye of an eagle. Speaking at 
a luncheon held in Newcastle the other day in connection with the 
Trinity Presbyterian Church, he declared that “ nothing had ever 
charmed him more than to observe at the luncheon that day the 
marvellous ability, but much more the marvellous unanimity and 
Christian fellowship manifested by the Nonconformist bodies.” I 
doff my caj) to the man who can infer not only marvellous unanimity 
and Christian fellowship, but also marvellous ability from Ms ob- 
I servation of bodies at luncheon. After tMs it must he the merest 
child’s-play to navigate the Tantalhn Castle to the Baltic Canal. 

At a recent meeting of the Blackrock Town Commissioners, so I 
gather from the Freeman^ Journal, Dr. Kotjgh, the Yioe-Chairman, 
objected to the adoi:>tion of a jjetition in favour of the Intoxicating 
Liquors (Ireland) Bill. He said the petition had been carried by a 
side-wind. Obviously, in the Doctor’s opinion, the only thing to be 
done was to Rough-dr op it, 

THE ASCENT OF MAN. 

[“ Professor Drummond’s * Ascent of Man ’ was discussed in the Assembly 
of the Free Church, and very severely handled.”— i>atZy Telegraph.'\ 

What ? Sprung frae an ape wi’ a danglin’ bit tailie ? 

Evolved oy a process o’ naiteral law ? 

What ? Me, Sir ? .An Elder i’ IHrk an’ a Bailie ? 

That boast o’ the hluid o’ the Yellow Macaw ? 

Ye’d gar be takin’ me ^raunfeyther’s Bible 
An’ write doun “ Gorilla ” the sire o’ us a’ ? 

Na, na ! ’Tisna me that ’s the traitor tae libel 
The family tree o’ the Yellow Macaw. 

We gang straught awa’ through the son o’ ta Phalrshons 
Tae Noah an’ Adam, and hack to the Fa’, 

An’ nane but respectable kirk-gangin’ pairsons 
Hae place i’ the tree o’ the Yellow Macaw. 

Baboons? — ^Leave the Sassenach, o’er bis Manilla, 

Tae boast as he will o’ his Puggie*‘-Papa ! 

But strike me teetotal if e’er a gorilla 
Shall sit i’ the tree o’ the Yellow Macaw ! 

* AngUee, Monkey. 

LiaHT AND Heat; ob^ in a Concatenation accobdingi-lt.— 
peaking of “the invisible parts of the solar spectrum,” Dr. 
Sdggins tells us the “ ultra-red ” has been traced to a distance nearly 
“ ten times as long as the whole range of the visible or light-giving 
region of the spectrum.” Nature, indeed, is “ all of a piece.” In 
politics, as in optics, the “Ultra- Red” lies beyond the “light- 


“ Sic Itub ad Astba.”— The Balloon Society has presented 
“W. G.” with its gold medal. Therefore has he pardonable cause 
for infl.ation. It is to be hoped that this will not have the effect of 
making Mm Mt “ skyers.” In. spite of the aeronaut medal, may we 
never see “ e’er' a naught” tacked on to W. G.’s name. 


voi. crai. 
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SUN AND SONG. 

Saturday , — ^Have just been reading in Temple Bar an article on 
the influence of sunshine on Shelley, Byeon, Keats, Moose, 
SouTHE'*^ , s. 2 id other ooets. Never thought of that before. There is 
so little s*mshine in London, and when there is one never sits out in 
it. That is why all the magazines reject my sonnets, and why no 
one will publish my tragedy in blank verse. Suoshie ! Bight on 
the top or one’s bare head. That is the cure. The reason is obvious 
—Phoebus Apollo, the Divine Afl9.atus, and all that sort of thing. 
Must go somewhere into the sunshine at once. Brighton is near, 
Brighton is shadeless, Brighton under the June sunshine is hot. 
The very place. Shall now at last electrify the world. Go down by 
an evening train. Somewhat crowded. Whitsuntide, of course. 

Glorious morning. Blaze of sunshine. Brighton is not 
an inspiring place for a poet. Walk along asphalted parade. Ex- 
tremely hot. But that is just what I want. StiU Shelley and the 
others did not advocate^ softened asphalte, to which one’s boots 
almost stick. The beach is the right place. Lie down on the dusty 
shingle above high water mark, take ofl my hat, and abandon myself 
to the Divine Afflatus. Wait patiently for inspiration. Can only 
think how hot it is. Wonder if the Divine Afflatus could get through 
my hat. Put on my hat. Still no inspiration. Take my hat off 
again. Bern to become insensible in the warmth. Suddenly feel 
on the back of my head a sensation as of something striking me. 
Can it be the inspiration? No, it was a pebble. Jump up. Boys 
behind, aimlessly throwing stones, have hit me. Sudden inspira- 
tion to rush after them with uplifted stick. Sudden flight of boys. 
Pursu them over uneven shingle. Wonder if Shelley and the 
others ever did that. At last stop, breathless, hotter th a n ever. 
Kind, with difldoulty, another unoccupied space on beach, and lie 
down again. Become quite drowsy. Suddenly wake up. Must have 
been asleep for a long time. Sun going down. 'No inspiration yet, 
and 0 chance of Divine Afflatus to-day. Must wait till to-morrow. 


Head aching very much. Wonder if Shelley and the others had 
headaches when the D. A. was coming on. Consult Temple Bar^ 
Apparently not. Yery strange, 

i6b«c?ay,-~Again blazing sunshine. Hotter than ever. This must 
brinar on the D. A. if anything would. Again lie on beach. More 
crowded than yesterday. Some of the people seem friendly,^ and to be 
interested in my e:^eriment, for they address me and advise me to 
get my hair cut. Cfould this possibly be advantageous to admit the 
D. A. ? No. Shelley and the others wore their hair like mine, not 
cropped like a convict’s. Tell this to my new friends. They laugh. 
I become angry. Then they tell me to keep my hair on. Curious 
instance of the vacillation of popular opinion. They go away sing- 
ing. Pain in my head and sleepiness still worse. Can no longer 
keep awake. Abandon myself to D. A, Am suddenly aroused by 
someone shaking my arm. Open my eyes. Can hardly see anything. 
Awful pain in head. Shut my eyes again. My arm again shaken 
roughly. A voice says, “ Now then, get up.” Endeavour to lift my 
head but cannot. Never felt so ill before. Murmur feebly, “I 
can’t. It’s the D. A. coming on,” Yoice answers, “D, T, yer 
mean. None o’ your gammon. You come along o’ me.” Begin now 
to ^derstand that it is not Phoebus Apollo who is standing by me in 
a vision. It is not even a beautiful woman, as in Shelley’s Alaetor, 
It is a policeman. Must find precedent for this. Somehow my voice 


seems changed and uncertaiu, but I manage to murmur, “ Temple 
Bar?"* “ Oh yes,” says the policeman, “ you ’ve been enough in the 
bar. Now yer can try the dock. Come along.” He endeavours to 


bar. Now yer can try the dock. Come along.” He endeavours to 
raise me, but I again fall insensible. 

Bemember dimly the horrible events of the last 
thirty-six hours. I was taken to the police-station, and brought 
before the magistrate. He would not even look at Temple Bar, and 
fined me for being drunk and incapable. I drunk and incapable ! 
Oh heavens! To-day 1 am back in London. The sky is cloudy. No 
chance of the D, A, now. Shall give up poetry for ever, and for the 
future write words for songs. 
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a military acquaintance*) Oh, Captain Clutzee, do come and tell 
me what they’re supposed to he doing out there, and whether 


ScEiTB — open i 
the County I 


^acenearBaym^hthewatering-pUMaiwM^^^ Ifothia’ much goin’ on at p: 

feomanry lMteleen gomg through, their annual tw seem to be wakin’ up now a bit. W« the hanS 


>resent. Ah, 
strikes up*) 


J .i '' jT- j 7 biiey BCBiu tu UB waiujj. uy uLuw a. uiu. i-o,® one uunu eorotoes up*i 

training* Along one side of the ground, is a row of There’s the general salute ; now they’re goin’ to make a start. 

ot^ carpms, gcmpied hy the heal magnates Mrs* Fratt* Who is that Httle man in the b^gy black frock, 

the hssdistmguished spectators stand in a thin a dressing-gown, and the cocked hat; and why is he 

groups,waitmgfor the revi^ to begin. In the centre, the ip- galloping out here ? 

specting officpis fudpng the best turned-out troop, wMe the q . q He ’s the inspectin’ officer; takin’ up his position for the 
remainder of the regiment are doing nothing in particular. 

Yeomanry Non-Com* {who is leading an officer's horse and talk- Mrs* Fratt* Oh ; and they’re all going to march past him* How 
ing to a female friend of his and her brother with the sense of con- nice ! But there’s another officer in a cocked hat ; is he inspecting, 
ferrinc a distinction upon them)* Ah, ’tis not all play this yere too? 

n / * i j -L-j j-i. * .--I- n X n ^ T»in xt .".t- - j... 


trainin’, I do assure ye. I’ve been so ’ard-worked all the week, Capt* C. Only their tongues ; he’s the regimental Pill— theWoc^or, 
with all the writin’ I ’ ve had to do at the orderly room and thet, I Ve you know. 

’ardly ’ad to live ! But I like it, mind ye, I like it more every Fratt. (disenchanted). I quite thought he must be a general 

year I come out and so does my old ’errse, a* b’lieve. And there’s at least* Dear me, there’s one man in a red coat and a helmet. 
this about it too — ^the girls don’t "Wiat is he doing here ? 


come errfter a feller ! 

The Young Lady, Well, I’m 
sure ! How I should have thought 
when you’re in the Yeomanry, it 
was just what 

The Y* N.-C, Tain’t so— not in 
my case— that’s all I can tell ye.'^ % 

The Y* L* (with coquettish in- 
credulity)* Oh, I daresay. With 
that uniform, too I Why, I expect, 
if the truth was told, you Imow 
more than one young lady who’s 
glad enough to be seen about with 
you. 

The Y* N*-C* (complacently). 
More than one I Why, theer wuir 
eight I took out in a boat for a 
moonlight row on’y lawst night 
— nawn o’ my seekin’, but they 
wouldn’t take no denial, I didn’t 
want to be bothered with ’en. I ’ve 
got^ other thinM to do besides 
squirin’ a passm o’ wimmin folk 
about, I hev. 

The Y* L* You conceited thing, 

? ou ! If that ’s the way you go on, 
dian’t talk to you any more I 
The Y* N.-C* Well, you won’t 
hev th’ opportunity, for theer ’s the 
Captain-calliag me up. So long— 
and take care o’ yersdves I 
[J2e trots off, feeling that he has 
suffUnently impressed them. 
The Y* L. (to her brother, with 
the^ superiority that comes of a 
finishing school with all the extras). 
Distinctly “ country,” isn’t he ? 

Ser Brother* Well, he can’t 
help that. And he rides as straight 
as any chap I know. 

The Y. L, Oh, he’s a real good 
fellow, I know that; still he is 
just a little I did hope I’d 




T% 


What is he doing here ? 

Capt* C* That ’s the adjutant. 
Mrs* Fratt* Oh; and the adju- 
tant always wears a helmet. 1 see* 
They ’ve hung red silk round the 
kettledrums ; (pleased) that’s real 
soldiering, isn’t it ? 

Officers (as the regiment marches 

f ast by squadrons). Right whe-eel! 

lyes right ! Por-ward ! Dress up 
to your leaders there ! 

Capt* C* [with languid 

The dressin ’snot half bad. 
Mrs* Fratt. Ho, they ’re dressed 
very like Hussars— or is it Artillery 
I mean ? I always had an idea the 
Yeoman^ wore coinic uniforms— 
with shirb-coUars, you know, and 
old-fashioned milk-pail hats with | 
feathers and things. But (dis- \ 
appointedly) there’s nothing ridi- I 
eulous about these. What a frisky 
animal that trumpeter is riding ; 
look at him caracoling about I 
Capt* C* Trumpeters andserjeant- 
majors always the best mounted. 

Mrs* Fratt* Are they? I wonder 
why that is. (As the regiment 
ranks by in single file.) BuHhey ’ve 
all got beautiful horses. 

Capt* C* (critically). H’m, 
they ’re a fair-lookin’ lot. Fall off 
a bit behind, some of ’em. 

Mrs. Fratt* Do they ? Then they 
can’t be very good riders, can they ? 

Capt, C. These fellows? They 
ought to be ; most of ’em, you see, 
hunt their horses regularly. 

Mrs* Fratt* (with a mental vision 
of dismounted troopers chasing their 
chargers about the ground). What 
fun 1 1 should like to see them 
do that, (As the regiment trots 
past in sections*) But they don’t 


just a little I did hope I’d “ ’Tvras onfortnate fur (large, Mm bein’ th’ only man as feU arf.” in sections*) But they don’t 

Wished hm up a little while we were at the farm last summer ; seem to come off over the trotting. 

but there, I rappose you can't put refinement into some people I Capt* C. Hot quite ; the leaders don’t keep their distance, so the 

Another Y oung Lady (to her Admirer), I can’t make (I-eoeob out men can’t keep up. Still, considering how short a time they ’ve been 

yet mong them all-can youf out, you can’t expect 

Mer Admir^ (and Geoeoe s Cawn’t say as I ’ve tried, par- Mrs* Fratt* Ho ; and they haven’t .tried to gallop yet, have they ? 
ucxler. But there s one there in the rear rank that hes a look of Some of the horses are cantering now, though; it looks so much 

him ! LnAT. AHA RATXITI^ nil nn'm'noil -nT. <nrtVin-nr .^■ri Vi^M XVa.. ZX XV.* 11 J XX. J T xT-T—’I- ” 


him : that one settin’ all humped up nohow on his ’errse. 

The Adored One, Oh, of course, if you ’re going to make out as 
(jteobge can’t sit on a horse 1 

FEer Admirer (sulkily). Well, I’d back myself to ride ’cross 
country agen Ojleue any day. 


nicer than if they all trotted, J tbink. 

Capt. C. Don’t fancy their Colonel would agree with you there. 
Mrs* Fratt* What a shame to keep those poor soldiers out there 
I all by themselves ; they dpn’t have any fun, and they only get in 
I the way of the others when they turn round. Oh, look at them 


One* I ’m sure it ’s a smart enough uniform — at least Mrs* Fratt, But do you tbinlr we ’re safe just here ? Suppose 

, . they can’t stop Ihemsel/es in time I 

^ Iwkvery andsome when I see him on Capt* 0* ^ danger of that; too heavily bitted to get out of hand. 
^ ^ • * • There, you see, they ’re all wheelin’ round. That ’U be the wind 

X It sw^lhere arejsome whoare willingtomake up. Yes, they.’re drawn up in line; officers called to the front, 

s oiinces for their country ! ^ the inspecting officer is makin’ a few remarks, butterin’ ’em up 

Amoitg THE Caebiaoes. 

Fratt* Really? It’s been a great success, hasn’t it? I 
whenAVArbifffflfW courp, enjoy a review so much better .when they don’t have any horrid 

en ver ins father dies, he u be quite comfortable. (Mecognmng filing. Don’t, you? , assents, to save trouble* 
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On the Wax Home, 

George's Rival (reflectively). ’Twas onfortnate fur G-AiteB, him 
bein' tb' only man as fell arf, so 'twas. 

The Adored One. He didn't fall off— be only fell out. Didn't yon 
bear him teUin’ me the buckle of bis stirrup broke ? 

George" 8 Rival. Buckle or nawn, be come arf; that's all I'm 
sayin'. in' showed his sense, too, by keepin' out o* tb' rest on it. 
But Gtaege was allays a keerful sart o' chap. 


SCRAPS PROM CHAPS. 

[“ At the Ludlow County Police Court, on May 27, Sir Charles Eousb 
Boughton, Baronet, of Down! on Hall, a J ustice of the Peace, applied for a 

P rotection order against Mr. John Baudbley Wood, of Henley Hall, a 
ustice of the Peace. The parties had a dispute over a waterway, and on 
leaving Middleton Church on Sunday, Mr. Wood, it was alleged, used 
coarse language to Sir Charles, and called him a bar three times. Sir 
Charles said he was in bodily fear of Mr. Wood, and thought if sureties 
to keep the peace were appbed for he should be safer. The Bench granted 
the summons .'*— Sheffield and Rotherham lndependent.'\ 


SmtE, W OOD and Boitghton might 
fubweU 

By closest ties be knit ,* 

But water's caused them both to 
swell, 

And brought about a spbt. 


And now within their bosoms 
boused 

Blind anger courses madly. 

Sir Charles's temper has be 
Boused, r^eb 

And Wood has lost his, Bad.- 


Me. T. Dolling Bolton, M.P. for N.E. division of Derbyshire, 
has been explaining to bis constituents at Eckington the reason for 
bis Yoting against the Goyemment on Mr. Lloxd-George's amend- 
ment to the Welsh Cburcb BiH. He was under no obbgation to party 
leaders or party as a party. There was no subsidy by the party, no 
assistance giyen by party speakers, and he bad to rely upon the 
electots alone. ' These elementary pobtical principles' endorsed by 
unanimous yote of continued confidence in esteemed member. Vote 
moyed in elo<iuent speech by Mr, Bodbn. No party assistance, no 
party yoting, manly independence the thing for Soden. Leaders say 
It ought to be a thing “yerboten," and Mr. T. E. Ellis filled with 
f orebodin g by latest reyolt. Bolton yoting blue bad enough, but the 
enthusiastic approval of his constituency quite a bolt from the blue. 


TO A LADT-JOURNALIST. 

( Written by Request. ) 

Great heaVns I Here, where 's my paper, pen, and ink I 
How is it all this while I naye omitted you ? 

Ff r her I 'ye rh3rmed, and Her, and Her ; Aon't think, 

I beg then, that I ’H from my duty shrink, 

A c"uty to a lady smart and witty due. 

I 'm really sorry for this painful 
lapse 

Of etiquette— careless, now you 
mention it. 

I thought— let 's see, what did I 
thmk ?- perhaps [scraps ; 

You'd hardly time to read wetic 
Your leisure 's precious, and I dared 
not trench on it I 

Then ladies of the Press bar com- 
pliments [permit any ! ), 

(At least I seldom find they will 
So I'm impelled to write plain 
common sense, [pretence 

As near as may be, and on no 
Aspire to high-flown ode or “ lover’s 
litany " ! 

But stiU you 'ye ctsked me, and I 'd 
much regret [a way ; 

Not to. obMge you promptly, if I know 
The more so, as you’ve just dropped 
in to get 

A cnp of tea and smoke a o-g-r-tte. 

(By Jove, I hope I haven't giVn the show away !) 

Well, I 've not said much, but I 'ye thought the more : 

If I were fulsome in your prai se, why, “ Drat it I " you 'd 
Most probably remark, cr “ what a bore I " 

So, therefore, please between the lines explore— 

'Twas you who bade me thus descend to platitude ! 

'Aret says he was “ much interested in 'earing of a nartickle in 
the St. James's Gazette last week, 'eaded The 'Aunt of the Otter. 
He 'opes the writer will next give us The Uncle of the Coolie," 



Coming for an Interview. 


OPERATIC NOTES. 

Production of Harold. New 
>ra; music by Cowen, book by Sir E. 
LET, British Representative man iu ser- 
vice of Foreign Office, writing words for 
diplomatic, and words for musical notes. 
However good-tempered a composer may be, 
yet when he wants to write an opera he 
cannot get on without “ having words.” 
No time left to give full criticism on Harold^ 
which achieved sufficient success to satisfy 
composer and librettist ; it may be as well to 
state that there is nothing “old” in it, ex- 
cept in last syllable of name. Years ago 
favourite subject with artists was “the find- 
ing of the body of Harold.” Sir Edward 
has found body ; Cowen clothed it. Albani 
is its life and soul. Composer conducted. 
May probably be heard again this season ; so 
no more at present. 



OUR BOOKING-OmCE.! 

Mx Baronite, constitutionally credulous, on reading the earlier 
works of John Oliver Hobbes, accepted the masculinity of the 
author as put forward on the title page. On reading The Gods^ 
Some Mortals^ and Lord Wickenham^ (Hbnrx & Co.), he begins to 
doubt. No man, not the weakest-minded amongst ns, habitually 
uses italics in writing a book. Moreover, none but a woman could 
draw such a creature as Mrs. Anne Warre. The more generous 
masculine nature could not imagine anything so unrehevedly unde- 
sirable. Doubtless she is made so bad the more strikingly to compare 
with Allegra^ “ whose charm was the charm of springtime and love, 
all the kind promises of the sunshine, the life, me tenderness,^ the 
warmth, the gracionsness of nature.” The hook, the most ambitions, 
and, injpoint of length, the most important, that has come from the 
pen of John Olivbr Hobbes, is mariied by her gift of keen observa- 
tion, that sees everything and sees through most people. Dialogue 
and narrative sparkle with felicitous turns, bubble over with epigram. 
Th«pe are boundless possibilities in John Oliver Hobbes; but she 
should turn her face more persistently to the sunlight. Dr. Warre 
and Allegra are so good and so pleasant, that the average reader 
would like a little more of them, and a little less of the ahnoat im- 
possible Warre, 

The proper study of mankind is man, and there could not be an 
apter tutor than Mr, Smalley. His Studies of Men (Macmillan), 
have, as be t^s us in a^reface, appeared for the most part in the 


New Yorh Tribtme. 
will know.that for man^ 
what, take it all in 


Iveryone conversant with newsp^er work 
years Mr. Smalley's Letter from London to 
is the principal, certainly the weightiest. 


wnat, taJfce it all in all, is the principal, certainly the weightiest, 
journal in the Dnited States, has been its most prominent featured 
A selection of these contributions have, happily, been rescued from 
the files of the newspaper, and axe here presented. The Studies cover 
a wide range, but the subjects axe all, in diverse fashion, interesting. 
One is struck with the extreme fairness of judgment displayed in 
dealing with men who stand so fax apart as, for example, Mr. Artehir 
Balfour, Mr. Parnell, M[r. Spurgeon, Tennyson, Lord Rosebery, 
Sir WiiiLiAM Harcourt, Mr. Fboudb, Mr. John Walter, and 
Lord Randolph Churchill. During his long residence in England 
Mr. Smalley has known these and others, personally and in their 
public aspect. He has stored a picture gallery in which posterity 
may see them as they lived, nothing extenuated nor anything 
set down in malice. By way of redressing afresh the balance 
between the Old World and the New, Mr. Smalley has turned his 
hack on London, and, having all these years written about 
Europeaus, for the edification of Transatlantic readers, is about to 
tell Europe, in the columns of the Times^ something of the under- 
current of public affairs in the United States. He wlU fibad in 
himself a most damagiog rival. The Baron db B.-W. 


A Home-Cured Tongue.— At a meeting of the “ GaeHo League ” 
in Dublin the other day, “the TOoceedings were conducted exclu- 
sively in Irish.” Dr. Douglas Hyde, the President, said that the 
movement was advanciag in favour every day, and that, “ if this 
progress continued, the future of the Irish language was assured.” 
But how about the future of those who have to listen to it ? He 
subsequently read a poem called “ An Bhainrioghan Aluinn,” and, 
after that had the hardihood to remark that “both youn^ and old 
take a delight” in speaking the language. As Mr. Tichjoick would 
have said to Dr. Deter Magnus Hyde^ — “ It is calonlated to cause 
them the highest gratification.” 

Mem. by an Unlucky Amateur Dabbler in the City.— To go 
in for “ Specs ” is short-sighted policy. 
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THE SHAHZADA ON THE THAMES. 

“ Yoir mil assist,” quoth. Mr, Fimch to Toby, “in giTing the 
Sbcahzaba a che^ :weleome on bo^d the P. .and O.’s Caledonia, 
Aad the^^ oontinned Mr, P., handing Toby a packet and a purse 
containing untold gold “ are your secret instructions.” 

“ They, shall be mthfuUy obeyed.” replied the eyer-faithful Toby ; 
adding, “ 2 Ion Shah, Ion hur-rah / ” 

♦ ‘ * ♦ # # * 

_pay lovely; voyage perfect. Father Thames at his best. Sir 
Thomas Stitbcebxand, M.P. and 0., and all the goodly company, 
drank the Sh^hzaba^s health most heartily. Then capital short 
^ee^ irom Eight Honourable Fowlee about In^a. Sbeahzaba 
satisfied mth dinner, ^ratified by reception. On deck the Shah- 
ZABA called Toby aside. Interpreter intervened. ^^Detnaw ton! 
•' ” said the Shahzaba, quietly, but authoritatively. 

The interpreter retired, muttering to himself “Bow-strings for 
one.” ‘lK)ok here,” said the Shahzaba to Toby ... and they dis- 
cussed affairs (Toby acting as Mr, P.'s representative) of such 
importance that they cannot be even hinted at in this or any other 
place. “And now,” said the Shahzaba,’ still speaking in his 
native language, of which this is a translation, “ is it not true that 
one of your national institutions at Greenwich is 

“TlieFsir?” 

“Bat!” knghed the Shahzu)A, “that has long- since Tamshed: 
so^Mve the Pensioners at ^e Hospital. But 

“ There is still hospitality,” murmured Toby, salaaming his very 
best. 

is,” returned the Shahzaba, “ and you shall show it.” ’ 
jvimt can I do for you, your Eoyal Highness ? ” asked Toby. 

Ihe Shajelzaba drew him yet further apart from the envious 
crowd, and whispered in his ear. 

“Y<rar :^hness,” answered Tobt, “it shaJl be done, 
that the boat be stopped at Greenwich.” 

So the boat was stopped at Greenwich, and the Shahzaba, with 
Toby, debarked. Great cheering. 

* ♦ ♦ * # ♦ 

8 Telegraphic Message from Toly to Mr, Punch, Fleet Street, 

Cannot to dinner, Shahzada and self enjoying tea and 
shrmps. All gone~-except the shrimps, Mo money returned, IHd 
%t for one^and^ten, shaU pocket difference, Shahzada says host 
entertainTnmt ever hid. See you later. Larks, ^by. 


THE WAES OP THE ROSES. 

{A Sheffield Cricket Song, "by a True “ Tyke,'*) 

[“ The fifty-fifth contest on the cricket field between the rival counties of 
Yorkshire and Lancashire ended yesterday (June 6) in a victory for the 
wpresentatives of the Bed Bose by 146 runs, and the record now reads — 
Yorkshire won 23, Lancashire won 23, and 9 drawn .” — The Leeds Mercury, 

Eeb rose and white I A pleasant summer sight. 

As a Midsummer Dream may well imagine it I 
How different far from the wEd wordy fight 
Twist furious Somebset and fierce Plahtaoanet I 
Bramhall Lane Ground presents a peacefuller scene 
Than that once witnessed in the Temple Garden. 

Here's war of wickets, on a sward as green 
And as unreddened as the glades of Arden, 
w ABB, not hot ScTEOiH, fights for the Eed Rose, 

Jacksoh, not Yebntoh, battles for the White One. 

True York v, Lancashire are still the foes, 

Hor is the issne now at stake a slight one ; 

But whether Jacesoh be twice bowled by Molb, 

Or twice Peel give young Albbbt his quietus, 

Tim battle is as friendly as 'tis bold. 

P-^, with his eighty-seven, helps defeat us, 

But brave Lord Hawke, our Captain, makes his pile. 

And there is comfort in the score oi Wadstwriuht. 

If Suoa and Baheb make the Eed Rose smile, 

Hibsx his true “ Yorkers” down the pitch will rain right. 
Some holiday-makers seek the grassy down, 

And some will bask by seadiore, or on sunny oHff , 

Give me to watch the fine straight bat of Brown, 

The ball of Mhuoan, the catch of Tunniclifee, 

Dead level now are Lancashire and York, 

The Eed Rose and the White bear equal blossoms. 

How comes the tug of war ! How must we work. 

Active as catamounts, and sly as 'possums. 

But we know— that at our noble game, 

With B^lWjcb the hearty, and with stout McLaben, 

The White Rose shall not nave to blush with shame, 

Hor the Eed Rose, through funk, blanch and grow barren I 

His Hew Title.— D r, Gbace, C.B. (“Companion of the Bat '0* 




JoHH Bull. “LCOK HERE,— "WE YE HAD ENOUGH OF TOUR PALAVER I ARE YOU GOING TO LET THE GIRL GO, OR HAVE WE GOT TO MAKH 
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Bagged Urchm {who has just picked up very short and dirty end of a Cigarette), “ Hi, Billy 1 
Look ’brb 1 See what yoxt ’tb missed 1 ” 


AKEY AND THE BATTEESEA 
PAEK LADY CYCLISTS. 

Dear Charlie, — ^Yon know I’m a “biker.” 
I told yer a good bit ago 

’Ow I learnt to cavort on l£e cycle ; and now, 
from Land’s End to Sobo, 

There isn’t a scorcbinger Scorcher than 
’ Ahrt, when fair on the spin. 

Some might do me for pace, but for style, 
and for skylark, I’d jest about win. 

Ln. JoHNSOEj—you know little Lil with the 
copper-wire fringe and rum lisp 1 

’Er as dower-mounts Clerkenwell way, an’ 
wos donah to young Iky Crisp I 

She ’s blue sanoho on leamin’ to “ bike,” so I 
took ’er to Battersea Park, 

As I ’d ’eard wos the pitch for a spry lydy 
cyclist as longed for a lark. 

Larks, Charlie! It’s spruce, and no 
gmkles ! You know I ly cool without 

But I wosn’t prepared for the toppers as 
treddle it nigh Chelsea Bridge. 

No slow Surrey-siders, my pippin, but smart 
bits o’ frock from Mayfair ; 

It took me aback for a jijff, tho’ of course 
I wos speedy all there. 

“Lor, ’Awwee!” lisped Lil, “thithii^A 
tnplendid ! But ’adn’t we better sthand 
by? 


If I could ha’ got rid o’ Lil, I d ha’ mounted 
my wheel, and wired in, 

Balloon-tyred smart safety, old man! J’d 
ha’ showed Miss Gf-RET KkiCKS ’ow to spin. 
One tasty young thing wos in tears, ’cos the 
bike she ’d bespoke wosn’t there. 

I hoffered ’er mine, but the arnser I got wos 
a freeze-me-stm stare. 

“ Thtuek-up eat, my dear ’Awwee ! ” sez Ln., 
“ WeU,” sez I, “ she may be a Princess, 
As a lot o’ them hexercise here, Lydy B. 

and a young Marcherness 
Do patemise Battersea Park on a bike; 

leastways so I’ve bin told ; 

And the breakfusts and five-o’clock teas give 
by dooks is a sight to behold.” 

“Garn, ’Awwee,” snigs Lil, “you’re a 
kiddin’. But, thithorth! it ith a rum 
thing. 

To thee Batterthea Park, ath wath onth all 
kid-cwieket and kith-in-the ring, 

Now the pet-pitch of thwell lydy thyclists!” 

“It shows yer,” I sez, “’ow things move. 
Erom hansoms and bus-tops to bikes ! Oh, 
the lydies must keep on the shove. 

‘ ‘ They borrow their barnies from A«5, arter all, 
Lil, Toffs want a new lark, 

So they straddle the bike ah lah Brixton, and 
fnmble to Battersea Park. 

‘Divideds’ and ‘Bnickers,’ my dysy, are 
sniffed at out Hislington way. 

But when countesses mount ’em at'^ Chelsea, 
they ’re trotty and puffeck OK!” 

World shifts it, old man, that’s a moral! 

We ’ll soon ’ave some duchess, on wheels, 
A-cuttin’ all records, and showing young 
ZiMMT a clean pair of ’eels. 

Hadvanced Women ? Jimminy- Whizz ! With 
the spars and the sails they now carry 
They’ll race us all round, poo^ soon, and 
I romp in heasy winners ! Yours, 


tours, 

’Arrt. 


Thee ’ow thpiffing they thpinth, thoth sthwell 
lydith! No, ’Awwee, I don’t like ter 
twy. 

Eanthy me in my cotton pwint wobbling 
among thuch A-wonnerth ath thoth I 

Look at ’er in the knickerthand gaiterth, and 
thpot t’otherth Balbriggan hoth I ” 

Poor Lil I She ’s no clarss, not comparative. 
Ain’t got no savvy, yer see; 

And c^’t ’old ’er own among quolity, not 
with a flyer like me. 

Don’t like to be done, I don’t Charlie ; and 
so I sez “ Jest as yer like. 

Ony, if /meant biking, in Battersea, dash it 
old girl, I should hike I ” 

“ Oh, ’Awwee,” sez she, “ you’re a ’ot ’un ! 
But let uth look on, dear, thith go j 

Ter thee I carn’t balanth, or pedal, I don’t 
w^t ter myke you no show.” 

“ All right,” I stz, 'orty an’ airy. But ontry 
noo^ Charlie, old pal, 

When I stocked up them beauties on bikes, I 
wos most arf ashymed o’ my gal. 

One young piece in grey knicks and cream 
cloth, and a sort of soft tile called a toke. 

Took my fancy perdigious, dear boy, I’d 
ha’ blued arf-a-buH to ’ave spoke, 

But a stiff-bristled swell in a dog-cart ’ad got 
a shaip eye upon ’er f 

And I couldn’t hi? done the perlite without 
raising a bit of a stir. 


BATHER A HANDFUL! 

Thebe seems to be a feeling among lady 
writers that they also should have been 
remembered in the Birthday-honour distri- 
bution. That is aE very well, but quite a new 
demand has been started by the Cork Con^ 
stitution^ which remarks, — 

‘‘ It would not of course be regular to bestow a 
knighthood upon a lady ; but the rule in the 
case of Mrs. JDisrabli might be observed, and 
a Baroness be conferred upon the author of Lady 
Audley*s SecreV* 

What would Miss Bradlon do with a Ba- 
roness when she ^t her ? Work her up into 
her next plot ? Peeresses mast be “ cheap 
to-day,” if they can be given away in this 
generous style. 

A LAMENT. 

(Chbapside, June 6 , 1895 .) 

Oh. princely guest from Afghan clime, 
The poet’ s lot is hard ! Ah ! 

When he would find the proper rhyme, 

To balance with Shah-aarfa.' 

I see the guardsman ride erect, 

The bugle sounds ! Aha ! 

Jfy part should be, in verse correct, 

To greet the Shahza-<fa .' 

Thy quantities have kill’d my song ! 
Despair! I’mofftoMada- 

-gascar, or anywhere I I long 
To have it right. Shah-z^^^?(^t 


A Fair Correspondent adds Ihe letters 
* L. C. C.” after her signature. She is not a 
member of the London County Council, but of 


the “ Lady Cyclists Club.” 
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A Kim muiRY. 
DeabMe. PwcoBr, — A touck- 
ing epitaph has lately come 
xmder my notice. It mns as 
follows:— 

“EIC JACET ANOIOMA. 

She dwelt among the untrodden 
ways, 

"Where yellow asters throye, 

A maid whom there were few to 
praise 

And fewer stiU to love. 

She lived unknown, so none can 
know 

The hour she ceased to be, 
Enough to know she has, and oh ! 

Pray, all men, E. I. P.” 

Is it possible that onr old 
friend, the New Woman, that 
quite “impossible she,” has 
left ns for “ another place” P 
It seems almost too good to 
be ime, 

Tonrs unfeelingly, 

A. Misoneooteist. 

P.Sj — ^Tou will observe that 
she died a spinster, of uncer- 
tain age^ 

A SPOBTSMAN, not particu- 
larly literary, but very fond of 
theatricals, says that he hears 
there is a play going on called 
Don Quickshot* He thinks the 
first syllable may have been 
accidentally omitted, but feels 
certain that the London Quick- 
shot ought to make a hit. 

Scounvo BOB Db. G-bacb.— . 
“ A Eunning Commentary.” 



HOW THINGS WILL OUT. 

(The Judge is not at home^ and Brmm^ Q,0,f asTcs permission to write 
him a Note,) 

Mwry Elimbeth Jam, ‘‘WothiD you like this Book, Sir? Master 

ALWAYS USES IT WHEN HE WRITES LETTERS 1 ” 

[Hea/cens ! it 's cm English Dictionary / 


TOWH AND eOWH. 

The Standard^ giYing its 
account of “Speeches,” at 
Eton, on Fourth of June, said, 
“The speakers were attired 
in Court dress, the Oppidans 
wearing their black school 
gowns.” Since when have 
Oppidans worn “ gowns,” 
black or otherwise? Those 
who used to wear gowns 
were the CoDegers. Surely 
the custom., sanctioned by 
some centuries, has not been 
changed. The “Oppidans,” 
or Town Boys, could not 
possibly be metamorphosed I 
into Gown Boys— at least so 
writes to us 

The Tiro of Wabbe. 

Good Evans!— The Daily 
Telegraph reported “The 
Heroism of a Lady,” The act 
and deed was that of Miss 
Ev UTS, of Hythe, near South- 
ampton, who, after rescuing a 
man and a woman from drown- 
ing. plunged in again, dived, 
and rescued a gin, who was 
s^ing for the third and last 
tim \ The girl saved will ever 
gratefully remember Miss 
Evans as the lady who 
“ brought her up by hand,” 
and in finishing her education 
she wiU not neglect the extra- 
accomplishment of swimming. 
Honour to Miss Evans, who is 
a real female champion, not 
! of the Salvation Army, but of j 
a Hautical Salvage Corps I 


A NOCTURNE IN NOODLEDOM. 

( What thf Heart of the Young Masher said to 
the Music-hall SiTiger,) 

(A Long Way after Longfellow.) 

Aib — “ The Day is DoneP | 

The day is done, and the darkness 
Falls from the brow of night, sn -ft 

like a crape-mask drifting downward ^ 

From a teglar in his flight. A^TenS 


Who, without thought or labour. 

And “on his own,” with ease. 

Can whack out the ripping chorus 
Of music-hall melodies. 

Such sones have power to quicken 
The poise that beats low with care ; 
And come like the “ Benedictine ” 
That follows the biU-of-f are. 


I see the lights of “ the village ” 

Gleam tmough the evening mist. 

And a feeling of dryness comes o’er me. 
And a tiddley I can’t resist. 

A feeling of blueness, and longing 
For' a spree, and another drain ; 

It resembles sorrow only 
As gooseberry does champagne. 

Come, tip me some snappy poem. 

Some iky and rorty lay. 

That shall banish this chippy feeling, 
And drive dull care away, 

Hot from the slow old stodges. 

Hot from the smugs sublime, 

Who hadn’t a notion of patter. 

And were slaves to tune and time : 

For, like chunks of Wagner’s music, 
Thw worrying thoughts suggest. 

Bull duty, and dry endeavour. 

And to-night I long for rest. 

Ti^ stave from some Lion C imique, 
^ose songs are snide and smart. 

Am who makes you roar, like Kobebis, 
Till tears from your optics start. 


So pick from the cad, or the coster. 

Some patter— slang for choice ; 

And lend to the rhymes of the Comique 
The tones of a stentor voice. 

And our feet shall thump tune to the music, 
And the bills that I cannot pay 

Shall be folded up, like my brolly, 

And as carefully put away. 

THE GOOSE AHD THE EAGLE. 

(A Fable,) 

A Goose that had miss- spent a long life, 
and, in Edition to being old and ugly, was of 
a souTj ill-natured disposition, in despair of 
rendering herself any longer agreeable to her 
male acquaintances, conoeived the desperate 
design of emancipating her female friends. 

“ It is intolerable,” she declared to a large 
assemblage of the latter who flocked together 
directly the news of her design was noised 
abroad, “ it is intolerable that, whilst all the 
good things of this life are reserved for the 
exclusive use and enjoyment of our male 
tyrante, we poor female creatures should be 
put on with feeble bodies and dowdy, un- 
atti^t^e plumage. I will go immediately 
to the Eing of Birds and demand the instant 
redress of these grievances under pain of mv 
serious displeasure.” 


Scarcely had the Goose received the thanks 
of her audience for this valiant speech, when 
an Eaglej which chanced to be soaring at that 
moment m the heavens above them, and was 
attracted by the clamour that reached him, 
dropped suddenly to the earth in order to dis- 
cover the cause of it ; to whom the Goose, so 
soon as she was suflSLciently recovered of ner 
fears, humbly addressed her complaint. 

“Foolish bird!” exclaimed the Eagle, 
when the Goose had made an end of her com- 
plainings, “ know you not that what is fixed 
by Hature cannot possibly be altered by birds ; 
and that if your sex have weaker bodies and 
a less attractive plumage than belong to us of 
the male gender, it is because Hature wills it 
so, and must be obeyed ? Learn to be content 
with what you have, and cease envying those 
to whom Hature has been more prodigal of 
certain favours than she has been to you. 
Hemember, also, foolish bird I that strength 
of mind is not the same thing with strength 
of bod^^ and that though you may possess the 
one and pretend to despise the other, yet is 
Might the foundation of nearly all Eight in 
the animal world, and must remain so because 
Hature will have it so and must be obeyed.” 

Shakspeabtan Chabaciers at Manchester . 
—Last Friday H,R. H. the Prince of Wales’s 
tmrse Florizel II, took the cake, or, rather, 
the Manchester Cup. Fhrizel II, is now 
Florizel I, In this new illustration to a 
Summer’s not A Winter^s Tale, Ferdita 
should represent the race from the point of 
view of those who didn’t win. 

Another Title ! 1 Supplehfntal Ga- 
zette OF Birthday Honoubs.— D r. W. G. 
Gbace to be Crioket-Field-Marshai. 



‘•JubT LOOK AT Me. Jones over there, flirting -with that Girl I I always thought he was a 'Woman-hater?" 
“ So HE IS ; BUT She *s not here to-night i ” 


‘^AS SIMPLE ^AS ITiALIAN/' 

I {A DraTnatic Fragment from Drury Lane,) 

Scene— jTAe Auditorium of the National Theatre, Freeent the 
customary^ throng, A performance on the stage is occupying the 
spectators' wrapt (Mention, Newly-^married couple in sidlls 
holding a discussion in undertones, 

Angelina, I am so jrlad, dear, you did not gret a book of the words. 
It will be sucb a capital exercise for my ItaHan. I find tbai I can 
uaderstod every word. 

Fdwin (happy to have saved the expense of purchasing a tranS'- 
lated libretto),^ Guite so, dear. You can tell me what they are doing. 

Ana, Certainly, dear. Look, they are now having supper. You 
see, the heroine called for candles, and the waiter put them on the 
table. And now they are talking about things in general. And 
that is Arinande, And don’t you see Marguerite is ill . 

JBdwin, Yes ; she is fainting in front of a window. 

Exactly. Italian is so easy— -almost like English. She gives 
mm a fiower, and he goes away. He says adieu, and then the curtain 
falls. 

Edwin, Was that in Italian too ? 

Any. Don’t be absurd. {They discuss things in general, until the 
curtaui rises on the Second Act ) Look, it is the same scene. You 
see, they are engaged. She is making loye to him. 

Edwin, Is that why he is sitting in a chair with his back to the 
audience while Marguerite strokes his hair ? 

Ang, Yes. While she is stroking his hair she is saving how fond 
she IS of him. And now he is telling her how fond he ’is of her, 

Edwin (after a <marter of an hour), ^at are they saying ? 

Ang, Oh, just the same thing over and over again. The Italian 
lan^age is so beautiful, “ Oh, Armande ! ” She calls him by his 
Chnstiaii name. She is so attached to hinn. 

Edwin, But what was the meaning of that ? 
xr {at the ^ndof the Act), Oh, don’t you see, he said something 

that pleased her. Then she kissed him. Beally, I had no idea how 
^sy Italian was. Of course, one understanas it from knowing 
^ acte passes^ as More, and curtain rises on Act ThreeS 

A^ ^r^we ar^at^ Autetdl. Yes,^and here Xiicitsies Marguerite with 


some flowers. Isn’t it interesting ? 


Edwin, Isn’t this piece rather like the Traviata ? 

Ang, I' don’t know. But I never saw the Opera. And there, 
that old gentleman has come to call upon Marguerite, 

Edwin, Why, of course, like the old chap with the baritone song. 
How I begin to understand Italian myseK. 

Ang, Do you, dear? Well, you see, he was going to be rude, and 
then they made it up, and she gave him a chair. And there, do you 
see ? she leaves a letter for Armande, It is for him to read. And 
now she leaves him. And he is reading the letter, 

Edwin, And doesn’t seem to like it. And ttiere ’s the old chap 
(without the song), and he is consoling liim. 

Ang, (aftor a glance at her plgybiU), Yes, because they are father 
and son. {The Fourth Act passes, and she explains to her husband 
that Marguerite has been playing at cards, and that Armande is 
very angry with her,) That ’s why he throws money at her. 

Edwin, Rather a cad — Armande, 

Ang, Oh, no. You know we must not judge foreigners by an 
Eoglish standard. {The last Act commences,) You see, she is 
very ill. That cradle covered with rugs is her bed. 

Edwin. Indeed! 

Ang, Yes. And that I suppose must be the doctor. I wonder 
what they are saying ! This Act they all seem to be-* talking faster 
than they did in the others. That old woman was her friend. I 
wonder whv she has left her like that ! 

Edwin, Didn’t she say something like “ What a rum go ? ” It is 
the only line I have understood since the commencement of the 
performance. What is she saying now ? 

{hesitating). Well, I am not quite sure. But you see she is 
very ill. She scarcely recognises Armande, 

Edwin, What is he saying ? ^ What has he done with his father ? 

,^g, {perplexed), I can’t quite follow this Act— they talk so fast. 

Edwin, And, I say, why on earth have these two turned up ? * A 
lady in complete bridal costume —wreath, veil, and all — and a chap 
in evening dress. What on earth have they got to do with the 
I story? 

Don’t you think, dear, we had better get a book ? 

Edwin {ignoring the suggestion). There ’s the poor thing dead ! 

Ang, Ah, I understood the last hit quite well. The Italian lan- 
guage IS so much more expressive than our own, isn’t it, dear ? 
Edwin, Darling, it is! {Cigaretd^es, cabs, and Curtain. 
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ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

It has IjeeiL noticed by philosophers that a mere name will often 
lead a man to his min. Why, for example, was John Dahlet fined 
twenty shillings and costs at the Tynemonth Petty Sessions ? He 
met a boiler-smith, Eichaed Eotb:well, riding on a bicycle. 

Thereupon, without any apparent 
reason, he used abusive language, 
bashed the unoffending boiler- 
^ smith on the nose, brandished a 

^^4 ^ '' shouted out, “ Come 

ra!— I’m JOHIOTX DAiii,BT, from 


Byker.” There you have it. Ee- 
W siting, as he did, in a perpetual 
^ comparative, he naturally despised 
and loathed the positive “byke.” 
Hence his violent assault on its 

I obseevb, with deep re^et, that 
Professor Liovn, of Southport, has been fined for trespassing on a 
railway bridge at Preston. The Professor did not want to stay there. 
All he wished to do, and all that he actually did, was to dive off into 
the water below. He is an aquatic Professor, and informed the 
Bench that he was obliged to do these things to keep up his reputa- 
tion. 

I 'll tell yon a tale of Professor Lloyd, 

Who dived off a bridge at Preston— 

An act that the magistrates much annoyed, 

Though he kept both his coat and vest on. 

They said “ You mustn't repeat this joke, 

Professor, or else you 'U me it." 

But Lloyd, the Professor, he up and spoke, 

And said, “ I 'm obKged to do it. 

Up on the bridge I stand for awhile, 

I stand till I fairly shiver. 

Then down I go— it seems like a mile— 

And I plunge in the bubbling river. 

I hope your worships won't “ queer my pitch,” 

For I'm sorry to give ^[ou trouble 

In maintaining a reputation which 
Is so closely combined with bubble.” 

I WISH I had been in Hawick lately. Ever since I first learnt the 
rudiments of the English language I have been haunted by a desire 
to know how a man looked and acted when he “ bussed the 
Standard.” They’ve done that at Hawick “in connection,” as I 
read, “ with the celebration of the ancient custom of the Common 
Riding.” Later on “ the local slogan ‘ Terihus^ was sung with great 
vigour.” There is somethiug crushing, scattering, and battle-herald- 
ing about the mere sound of that feanul word. 

J. B., who describes himself as “ A Eesidenter in Oswald Road,” 
writes to The Scotsman to complain of the flimsy material used in the 
construction of the lamp-posts near his dwelling. The other day a 
milk-van ran away— at least, the horse drawmg it did. “ One would 
think,” says J. B., “ the progress of such a small vehicle would have 
been arrested by coming mto collision with one lamp-post, but four 
posts were destroyed by the van. On examination it is found that 
the foundation of a street lamp-post only goes three inches into the 
stone below it. With such a short hold the lamp-post is easily 
toppled over.” Of course it is. To fix lamp-posts so inade- 
quately gives a direct enconragement to milk-vans to run away and 
their destruction. Let the Lord Provost of Edinburgh look 

The Master and the Matron of the workhouse at Stratford- on- 
Avou have resigned, and the guardians have been “considerably 
discussing ” the appointment of their successors. Eventually it was 
resolved, not only to reduce the salaries, but also -hear this, ye 
licensed victuallers I— to cut off the beer- money hitherto paid. 
What dignity can possibly attach to a workhouse officer who has to 
pay for his own beer ? It is by snob insidious attacks as this that 
the foundations of public confidence are shaken, and the whole fabric 
of the Constitution is endangered. My mind misgives me when I 
attempt to forecast the future of Stratford. 

At Tethuiy there is a lodge of the recently-established Conser- 
vative Working Men’s Benefit Society. It is called— omen— 
the Trouble House Lodge, and quite recently it held a fSte and 
dinner. 'Tis always /e^^-day somewhere in the world. Indeed, the 
amount of fetes that take place on any given day in provincial 
England is astounding. Without frequent no district can be 
considered respectable. 1 


In the world that we live in our troubles are great 
To add to their number is scarcely the ^ame, 

Nav, how can these lodgers delight in their 
With perpetual trouble attached to their name ? 

At Owens College, Manchester, so I gather from the letter of 
“An Old Student” in The Manchester Guardian^ some of the 
students are begrinuiny to feel, that “while its teachiug of specific 
subjects is admirable, iu fact, unsurpassed, its general education — 
that edu cation which consists in the development of men— has not 
yet reached the same level.” They therefore wish to develop 
athletics, and by making the modest subscription of 10s. 6d. com- 
pulsory on all, **to decoy the unathletic man into taking exercise 
almost without knowing it.” At present only 150 out of 800 students 
■pay up. I heartily commend this proposal, though I confess I should 
like to know what sort of exercise it is that a man can take almost 
without kiowiug it. Let the unathletic man be decoyed by all 
means, but let him thoroughly understand that he is to take exercise, 
and take it, if possible, with reasonable violence. 

Me. H. F. Deuce, of Cambridge, is, as I write, at the head of the 
batting averages of this year, and next to him comes the marvel- 
lous W. G, 

Ye batsmen attend, of my hints make a use, 

And consider the greatness of Gtbace and of Deuce. 

If you wish to make hundreds your names, you’ll agree 
Must be monosyllabic and end with c, e. 

ASCOT. 

To Monsieur TutlcJi, 

Cber Monsikur^ — Last year I am gone to your races of Ascot. It 
is beautiful, it is ravisMng, but how it is dear I Thousand 
thunders, how it is dear ! I go to the Grand JPrix^ I pay twenty 
francs, that is also dear, but it is all, it is finished. £h well, I desire 
to see one time your Gold Cup, and I go of good hour by railway. 
Arrived there I pay one pound, that what you call one sov., and I 
enter. I suppose I can go by all— how say you? Ah, but 
no ! I see by all some affiches “ One Pound.” 

I can to write your language enough well, but I speak with 
much of difficulty. Therefore I read the afiSies without nothing 
to ask. Thus when I read “ One Pound ” I go no more far. I walk 
myself in the charming garden and I see the beautiful misses. Ah 
how they are adorable ! Daudet has wrong, Daudet is imbecile, 
they are adorable. It is not tbe pain to pay a^ain some pounds for to 
see to run the horses, when I can to see the misses who walk them- 
selves here, without to pay of more. 

But in fine I am fatigued. Also I have great hunger, for it is the 
hour of the dejeuner. But without doubt one is obliged to pay one 
pound before to enter the bar. My word, I will not I shall not pay 


one sov., and more, for a sq^uashed lemon and a bun of Bath. I go to 
smoke at place of that, ana I walk myself at the shade all near of an 
arch. 

AR of a blow all the world lifts himself and comes very quick 
towards me. I cannot escape, I am carried away by the crowd, I 
arrive to ‘the arch. I think Du courage^ Augusts mon cher / Sots 

calme J S^il y a encore une Uvre d payer ” But there is no 

sov., and I pass. Thousand thunders I What is, -^en, this noise ? 
Is he a revolution, a riot of Anarchists ? Ah, no! It are the book- 
makers. The bookmakers in the midst of the ladies! Hold, it is 
droll I And I pay one sov. to stand with those men there I It is too 
strong I I go more far, I pass the barrier, I am alone on the grass. 
I ^0 to left. I see some men, in a cage of iron, who cry also. 
It is— how say you? — “Tatersal.” Then, ah heaven, I arrive 
at the true Fesage! Rot of burgesses, not of villain beasts 
of bookmakers, not even of “Tatersals,” But partout the ladies 
the most beautiful, the most charming, the most adorable I It is 
there I go I Even if I pay one sov,, two sovs., three sovs., I go ! 

I essay to enter. The policeman stops me. i say, “ One pound ? ” 
and I offer to Mm one sov. He looks all around, and then he says, 
quite low, “ Ho good, Sir— the inspector 's looking.” I say, “ She is 
good, that pound there, I assure you of it. Is there two to pay?” 
And I hold one other. Then the inspector comes and says 1 bribe 
the policeman, I say that no. He says that yes. I am furious. 
I say I pay the entrance. He says, “ Get off the oo-urse.” I refuse. 
He pushes me. I resist. Other policemen push me. Just heaven, 
they force me to go ! I cannot resist. Then all the people in face 
cry furiously. They shout “Welshman!'’ How they are stupid! 
Can they think that I am a Welshman— me, Auguste ? Ah, that it 
is droll ! Then the policemen run, and I run also. I wish not to 
run, hut I am forced. And, in fine, we are at the railway station, 
and they put me in a train, and I arrive to London at three o’clock. 
See there aU that I have seen of your races of Ascot, and I have 
paid one sov. It costs very dear. 

Sincere friendships, Auguste. 


VOL. cvm. 
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THE MAN AND THE MAID. 

{ZJjp-iO‘date ** Biking** Version,) 

. “ Where are you jfoinff, young 

' ^ hi, , U Man?” cried the Maid, 

. ' / ( 1 / ' jj **rin. going a cycling, Miss I ” 

iH, ‘ “ May I come with you, young 

Man ? ” asked the Maid. 
Why, ye-e-es, if you feel like 
it, Miss ! ” he said, 

“But— why do I find you like 
Man arrayed ? ” 

“ Oh, knickers are cumfy, young 
Man I ” she said. 

“ But the boys will chewy you, 
Miss, I afraid I” 

“ What does that matter, young 
Man ? ” she said. 

“Are you a Scorcher, young 
Mem ? ” asked the Maid. 

‘ ‘ Nothing so vulgar, fair Miss I ” 
m he said. 

“ Then I don’t think much of 
iiianiiirpnii: ' ' you I ” mocked the Maid. 

rr'^ “Neither does ’Aert, sweet 

^ , . . , , ^ss I ” he said. 

What IS your ideal, young Man ?” said the Maid, 

A womanly Woman, fair Miss ” he said. 

Then I can’t marry you, Sir ! ” cried the Maid. 

Thank heaven for that, manly Miss I ” he said. 


A. EU1.E OP CONDUCT. 

You to a man what you couldn't write to biTw ; and you 
! write to a man what you wouldn't say to him. — J akes the Than- i 
duiLL Penman, J.P. | 



80EAPS PEOM CHAPS. 

A PAKOTJS old miU has been burned to the ground. None other 
than that situate upon the river Dee, where a certain jolly miller 
sang songs and earned the envy of “bluff King Had’’ in days of 
oldj wearing the white flour of a blameless life. He also wore a 
white hat, for the purpose, it is said, of keeping bis head warm. 
The modern miller wears one in summer to keep his head cool. No 
doubt he found it useful at the fire. Great thing to keep a cool 
head on such occasions. The mill has now baen destroyed by fire 
four times. There was an ancient prophecy, according to a local 
paper, ^ that it was doomed to be burned down three times. This 
Delphic oracle would, of course, have inspired the simple gentlemen 
of old Greece to give up insuring after the third fire. Probably the 
modern “miller of the Dee” has committed a paradox, and profited 
by a lofty disregard for his prophet. 

All Saints Church, Old Swan, is the first Liverpool church which 
has ^opted the innovation of lady choristers wearing the new 
surplices and caps, which have been specially designed for their 
use. The surplices are quite unlike those used by the clergy ; they 
are more like dolmans. The caps are of the shape worn by a D.C.L., 
and are made of violet velvet. One of the most cogent reasons for 
their adoption is expressed by the Eev. Canon Wilxinson, who, 
as appears from the Sheffield and Rotherham Independent, writes 
thus:— “Since these garments have been introduced, the offer- 
tories in the church have been increased by at least one-third,” 


International Discotjetest. — The French law, it seems, requires 
the owner of a yacht, in which he is himself sailing, to supply stores 
of victual and drink for his crew. A French yacht put in at 
Dartmouth, says the FieU, and the Dartmouth Custom-house 
officials darted down on her, and made the owner pay for what he 
used of his own.; “They manage these things better in France.” 
This would have been indeed, “ a ‘Custom’ more honoured in 
the breach than in the observance.” 
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George, You axe, my deax. But I ’m not nearly so bad as I was. 
Think of all the things I used to compaxe goti to before we were 
married I 

Sarah Jane {to her Trooper), I could stand an’ look on at ’em 
hours, I could. I was born and bred in the country, and it do seem 
to bring back my old ’ome that plain. 

JEer Trooper, I’m country bred, too, though yer mightn’t think 
it. But there ain’t much in sheep sheaxin’ to my mind. If it was 
pig M/zV, now ! 

Sarah Jane, Ah, that ’s along o’ your bein’ in the milingtary, I 
expect. 

Her Trooper, jN'o, it ain’t that. It ’s the reckerlections it ’ud caU 
up. I ’ad a ’ole uncle a pork-butcher, d’ye see, and {with sentiment) 

many and many a ’appy 
hour I ’ve spent as a 


RUS IN URBE 

A Sketch in Regent’s Pask, 

Scene — A railed-in corner of the Park, TmE-^^dbout 7 p.m. 

Inside the inclosure three shepherds are engaged in shearing the 
park sheep. The first shepherd has just thrown his patient on 
its hach^ gripped its shoulders between his hnees^ and tucked its 
heady as a tiresome and obstructive excrescence^ neatly away 
under one of his armsy while he reaches for th^ shears. The 
second is straddled across his animaly which is lying with its 
hind legs hobbled on a low stage under an elnxy in a state of 
stoical resignationy as its fleece is deftly snipped ’ rom under its 
chin. The third opera^- 
tor has almost finished 
his sheepy whichj as its 
dark gray fleece slips 
away from its pirCk- 
and-white neck and 
shoulderSy suggests a 
rai A^decoUetee dowa- 
ger in the act of re- 
moving her theatre- 
cloak in the stalls, 

8heepy already shorn, 
lie and pant in shamed 
and shivering bewilder- 
ment, one or two nibble 
the blades of grass, as 
if to assure themselves 
that that resource is 
still open to them. 

Sheep whose turn is 
still to come are penned 
up at the back, and 
look on, scandalised, 
but with an air which 
seems to express that 
their own superior re- 
spectability is a suffi- 
cient protection against 
simitar outrage. The 
shearers appear to take 
a huTnorous view of 
their task, and are 
watched by a crowd 
which has^ collected 
roundtherailings, with 
an agreeable assurance 
that they are not ex- 
pected to contribute to- 
wards the entertain- 
ment. 

First Work- Girl {edging 
up). Whatever ’s goin* on 
Mde ’ere? {After look- 
ing^disappointed,) Why, 
they ain^t on’y a lot o’ 
sheep! I thought it was 
Reciters, or somethink o’ 
that. 

Second Work- Girl {with 
irony). They look Kke Re- 
citers, don’t they! It do 
seem a shime cuttin’ them 
poor things as close as con- 
vicks, that it do ! 

HrH W, G, They don’t ^ ^ y ^ sheep ! I thought it was Reciters, or somethink o» that.” 

mind it partiokler ; you ’d ’ear ’em ’oiler fast enough if they did. 

Secmd W, G, I expeck they feel so ridio’lus, they ’aven’t the ’art 
to ’oiler. 



Limllafto Geobge). Bo look at that one going up and sniffing at 
the btm^es of fleeces, trying to find out which is his. Isn't it 
pathetic ? 

George, H’m— puts one in mind of a shy man in a cloak-room 
after a party, sarag feebly, I rather think that’s my coat, and 
tnCTe s a crush-hat of mine somewhere about,” eh ? 

Ludlla {who is^ always wishing that Geoegb would talk more 
how—* that sheep don’t wear crush-hats, I hardly see 

,^eorge,JlY dear, I how to your superior knowledge of natural 
histo^. JN^ow you mention it, I believe it w unusual. But I merely 
meant to suggest a general resemblance. 

XwaWa {reprovingly), I know. And you ’ve got into such a silly 
habit of seemg resemblances in things that are perfectly different. 
1 m sure I’m always telling you of it. 


hoy 

[jETe indulges in tender 
reminiscences, 

A Young Clerk {who be- 
longs to a Literary Society, 
to his Fiaucle). It has a 
wonderfully rural look — 
quite like a scene iu’Ardy, 
isn’t it? 

His Fiancee {who has 
“ no time for readina rub- 
bish''), I daresay; though 
I ’ve never been there my- 
self. 

The Clerk, Never heen? 
Oh, I see. You thought I 
said Arden — ^the Forest of 
Arden, in Ska^kspeabb, 
didn’t you ? 

His Fiancee, Isn’t that 
where Mr. Ghapstone 
lives, and goes cutting 
down the trees in ? 

The Clerk, No ; at least 
it ’s spelt different. But it 
was ’Annx I meant. Far 
from the Madding Crowd, 
you Imow. 

HisFiancie {with a va^ue 
view to the next Bank Holi- 
day), What do you call 
“far”— -farther than Mar- 
gate ? 

\Her companion has a sense 
of discouragement. 

An Artisan [to a neigh- 
bour in broadcloth ana a 
white choker). It’s wonder- 
ful ’ow they can go so 
close without ’urtin’ of 
’em, ain’t it ? 

His Neighbour {with 
unction). Ah, my friend, it 
on’y shows ’ow true it is 
that ’eving tempers the 
shears for the shorn 
lambs I 

A Governess {mstinc- 
tively, to her charge). 
Don’t you think you ought 
to he very grateful to that 
poor sheep, Ethel, for 
giving up her nice warm 


fleece on purpose to make a frock for you f 

Ethel {doubtfully), Y— yes. Miss Mavoe. But {with a fear 
that some reciprocity may be expected of her) she’s too big for any of 
my best frocks, isn't she r 

First Urchin {perched^ on the railings). Ain’t that ’un a-kickin’ 
’E don’t like ’avmg 'is ’air cut, ’e don’t, no more shouldn’t I if it was 
me. ... ’E ’s bin an’ upset ’is bloke ou the grorss, now I Look at 
the bloke lavin’ there larfln’. ... ’E ’s ketched ’im agin now. See 
’im landin’ ’im a smack on the ’ed ; that’ll learn ’im to stay quiet, 
eh P ’E ’s strong, ain’t ’e ? 

Second Urchin, Rams is the wust, though, ’cause they got ’oms, 
rams ’ave. 

First Urch, What, same as goats ? 

Second Urch, {emphatically), YussI Big crooked ’uns. And 
runs at yer, they dp. 

Mpt Urch, I wish they was rams in ’ere. See all them sheep 
waitin’ to be done. I wonder what they ’re flukin’ of. 

Second Urch, Ga-axn ! They don't fink , sheep don’t. 
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First Ur • x x ^ i ^ ^ i , , va’sioE of the affair. Meantime it gloomily stands forth in this 

^ becona Ureh, In a-ow ! They amt got miffink to fink dboui^ sheep record of a stxenuoxis hut* on the whole, a disappointed life. It is 
^ I T 1 x<L x! 1 ^ . pleasmt to leam that Hamley gratefully recognised in one of 

iirst I fhey tfo fink, orf an on. ^ Mr. FuncFs Cartoons ajpowerfol incentive to the course of pnhlio 

Second JJrch. Well, I lay 35 ,^ 0 ^ never see em doiu^ of it I ^ feeling which postponed ms being shelved under the operation of the 

\Anasom. The first Shepherd disrobes Ms shee^^ and dismisses scheme of compulsory retirement by reason of age. The most 
it with a disrespectful spank. After which he proceeds charming passages in the book are the corre^ondence with the late 
to rpresh himself from a brown far,, and hands it to his com- Mr. Blackwood, who opened to General Hajedet the avenue to 
fades. The spectators look on with deeper interest, and literary fame. 

7* .‘J t . • . _ T - .*7. 77« A ■«. .. A AP . A . .. .. .. - - 


discuss the chances of the liquid being beer^ ddefy or cold tea, One of my Baronites of Irish extraction writes thusly : — A Tale 
as the scene cl oses. of the Thames is the title of the Summer ifumber of The Graphic. 

“ It is written by J, Askbt-Stebkx, and illustrated by William 

ftPFRATIO IVIOTFQ Hatheebll. The course of the story— or, rather, the watercourse of 

v/rcivHi iv^ i\ui iio« the story— covers a good deal of ground, embracing as it does, on 

Tuesday.— Grssid night. Memorable for rentree of Adelhsta ®ides, most places of interest between the Source in Trewsbury 
Patti. She has been absent from C. G. Opera many years. Wei- Gloucestershire, and Hampton Court.” Q,uoth the Baron, “1 

come little stranger ! Absence makes hearts fonder, and so Big ^ anxiety to see this tale of the Thames uncoil itself.” 

Heart of Big House, crowded right up to tipmost topmost, goes out to Baron welcomes a comparatively “ handy ” volume (“handy ” 

Adeldta Patti re- r^la-tive term, d^ending on size of hand) of reference, entitled. Men 
appearing as radiant Women of the Time, new edition, brought out by Messrs. 
Violetta, the Con- G^eoeob Eotttledgb, edited by Mr. Plaee of Oxford; and the plat 
wWP sumptive Cocotte before the public and the Baron appears to be a thoroughly 

KW A- 2 ,nd heroine of Za satisfying one. “The first name for which I naturally looked,” 

Traviata. Q,uitein quoth the Baron, “was that of Routledob himself, but searching 
best Tra-la-la-viata Eossi, through Roumania, to Eowbotham, nowhere did I light 
/ form is our Patti ?he name of EouTLEDaE. Master Millais is here, also Millee, 

to-night. The know- B^ewise Mills ; but I do not see the name of the author of the 
i n ing ones observe Papers, the inventor of ’Aeet in these columns, of immortal 

fii&h heys politely fanae. “STame him I” In every other respect the compilers and 
W ^ transposed to suit publishers are to be congratulated, and do hereby stand congratu- 

r'/pM Adeliea, But what “their work by the ever-appreciative Baeoe- de B.-W. 



mi 


manager could re- 
fuse to put down the 
notes when Adelina 
agrees to sing ? 
All come in early. 


THE TWO GRACES. 


Patti commence la Patti-serie. 


agrees to sing f [“There was something pathetic in seeing old "W. G. and young W. G. 
^ come m early, at the wicket together. It is not often we see father and son together at 
^ Upper parts of the wicket in first-class cricket.” — The Star on the M. C. C. v. Kent match 
y House at Lowest at Lords.] 

f prices either break- Aie-“ The Two ObadiahsJ^ 

^ Sat3 the old W. &. to the young W. Q-., 

^ “ rat your wiAet, dear son Wiimii, pat your wicket ! 

ra the pitch there are bad patches, that may lead to bowls or catches ; 
^ you’re now in first-dass cricket, first-olass cricket. 

“fivt «^«ady topped my fame; you _ 

hayegottomakeyonrnatoe. 

^ shonld like to see us both make a 
ther storp nor flat; ‘.century ’ this time I ” 

Says the :^g W. Q. to the old ® 


fresh as erer, oi freAer. Mt stoiy”wthw idi^d uTmto thiTt d " 

flfanon, whi(^ in some resipeots it resembles: ViofeUa evidently WrLUXM, be prime 1 

Manors mw, or first cousin. Touchingly sympathetic acting on Says the young W. Q-. to the old 
part 01 Mile. Baueeuebter as the nurse (draught, &o., every hour, W. Q- 
presmptions carefully m^e up) attending the suffering soprano. “ How I Wh that I could time 
Anmna deeply touched hy sad meetog between Alfred, “ such a and place like you ! 

Daisy, or, such a Lack-a-Daisy, — and his swoet IshonldEkctohearthemolanmCibut 


-and his sweet Violet. 


OUR BOOKING-OEEIGE. 


W.G., 

“ How I wish that I could time 
and place like yon ! 

I shonld Eke to hear them clap me, but 
my gig-lamps handicap me ; 

StiU I ’E do my nttle best to pile a 
few.” 


Tom Bowling, 


?* ?* (Blackwood) is obviously pub- “ Caught— for Five ! Father Wilitam, only Five ! ” 

Eshed with chief intent of placmg in jjermanent form Hamlet s ^ 

claim in respect of this engagement. It is not a new story. It was Says the old W. G. to the young W. G,, 

published to the wond som after the event in the pages of a “Bother HioarB, dear son William, Jones and Heaeee ! 

monthly magpme. The article, a model of terse, lucid, yet pio- But don’t you get in a pucker ! ,Oanght and howled for Fives ’s a 

raresque writing is repTOunced m these volumes. Whether accorate But he patient, and yon ’re sure to get your turn, [mucker 

in detailed assertion and induction, or coloured by strong feeling, it T am going to have a shy for another Cen-tu-ry. * 

is a melancholy story. Either H a ml et was deliberately ignored in You must help me hy-and-by to keep up the fanuly name I ” 

the Commander-in-Chief’s despatches after Tel-el-Kehir, or he was Says the young W. G. to the old W. GK, 

under a remarkable haUncination. The affair is aE the more curious “ Right you are, dad ! Wish you luck, and a good game ! ” 

since Sir Gaenet Wolselet, as soon as he was appmTitP.il tn tlip ’ s 8 • 

Egyptian command, sought out Hamlet and offered him the command 

of one of the divisions of the me^tionary force. The secret of the “ Thebe "Whioh’s P WiE Saba B., Eleanoba Duse, and Miss 
estrangement wmon TOon develops brtween the two soldiers is, my Ada Rehan be playing individually and separately at different 


mi^T went (m hoarded proposed to show his chief how the enemy the “ anxious cit,” who “ each invitation views, And ponders which 
^ould be atteoked. ^ He did not seem to wish to pursue the subject,” to take and which refuse.” The “stayer” will win. Flyaway, 
Hamlet wi™s in his diaiy, and I soon after took leave.” Other Saba, fiy away, Hoea— and so from three take two, and only Ada 
w’ Haml^ hotly resented, ouErun^ed in the despatch Rehan remains, which is a simple sum in subtraction, though Miss 
to t^ War Office reporting the fight at Tel-el-Kehir, and ignoring Rehan herself is always a most welcome Ada-ition to the EngEsh- 
tbe mgMand Bngade, which, in tke view of its commander, had borne as-she-is-spoken Drama in London. The Angnstinians of Trafalgar 
tne brunt oi the battle. Some day Lord Wolselet may give his Square return to their Daly avocations on the 25th. 



PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEL 


[June 22, 1896. 



UNDESIGNED COINCIDENCE. 

Curate {to Parish Ch^r^ j^adidng the Anthem)* “Kow to 'll begin- again at the ‘HAiLELrjAH:/ and please linger longer 

ON THE 'Xtr* !** 


THE GEACEPUL TfilBUTE. 


Sir,--* 
wishes, I 


matter. It was a cricketer. I never told my love! I long- 
stopped I But never, never, shall I forget that memorable daj when 


Being ** stumped,” alas I can only send Dr, Grace my best he was there, and when someone. Dr, G. -will remember who it was, 
s, and a round 0, which is good for naught. howled a maiden over I I am not a heroine, but I may sign this (as 

Tours, Ettn Out. I addre5s it fervently to) “ Grace Darling ! ” 

" ^ rr^T -T'T/T j ^ rt* /T ✓v. _ « 


Sir,— To encourage **Our Boys” in the National Game, I am dheJjtgnth 
heartily glad to see the daily {Telegraph) increasing list of sub- 
seribCTs to iAe testimonial. Had poor H, J.. Btron beeu alive— the otherwise woi 


The Lighthouse^ A Little off— the Coast, 


I contribute what I did to the first ciicket-matck 


1* t LL r\ -n IT 1 • X .IT UUCJ. TV i.OC VVUUJU. J. WUllXJ.VU.UO VYJXOiU JL UXU W tJJLO XLXOU VJXVA.OU-XUail.VU. 

meniioa of Onr Boys” of .course reos^s. him to our .mmds-he j ever plaved, when, as the baU was thrown at me, to save my head 
would no doubt have sent a com, and further subscribed hunsdt j ga^e a hob. 1 caimot even do that now. But as a lover of the 

MiDDL'Em.CK-'ET, g^ame I hope that there are many youthful Britons eager to follow 
Sir,— The present enthusiasm for cricket and its distinguished “ JExemvlum Qratice^* Yours, Stump Orator. 


' Professor will scread to Prance. There le cricquet has already been 
mtroduced, and, when no misadventure occurs, the batsman, return- 
ing triumphant and grateful, records his “ actions de Grace,^^ 

Tours, Homme d’uer Cbaxtvb-sotiris. 
P,B,’—Jefais le cricquet^ autrement '•e m'enQRAisss, (See ?) 


Dear Sir,— I tbiuk you are quite right to encourage cricket, as it 
is a noble game. The Duke of Wellington once said that Trafalgar 
was won on the Eton Playing-fields. I don’t think he was quite 
right there, as I have always been told that the battle was fought 
abroad. I am last in my class, but I 'm in the second Eleven. 1 'm 
often “not out,” and to-day I’ve had to “stay in” all the time 


Sir,— I miss one important name from the Telegraph list of often “not out,” and to-day I’ve had to “stay in” all the time 
subscriptions to Grace TestimoniaL What is Grace the Batsman during the match, because 1 had a saying-lesson to write out and 


without T. G. Bowles ? 

Tours, 


Baxter Pudding, M.P. 


Sir,— Here’s something original. Lay out some of 
the coin subscribed in purchasing for Dr. W. G., the 
champion “ Willow-wielder,” a set of “ Willow-pattein 
plates.” Old China. 

P.8.— I happen to have by me a rare, almost invaluable 
set, which I can dispose of at a certain figure. 

Sir, — ^Dr. Grace is now getting on for fifty. In an- 
other four yews he fnll complete his half century. 
Therefore he is no chicken, Ergo^ he majr one day 
have a duck’s egg, I withhold my subscription, to 
accumulate with interest, till that occurs. 

An Ardent AmvrrRER . 

Sir,— Ah me I and well-a-day ! it is the grand sorrow 
of my life ! I cannot subscribe to this fund for Dr. 
Gbacb. I dare not, except you allow me to send it con- 
fidentially through you, Sir. ever the Ladies’ friend. 
Ah Sir I long ago my heart * went out” — to whom ? no 



A Wicket Girl. 


translate. The other day I made 27, including three 
fourers, against the United Thingnmmies. 

I remain, yours enthusiastically, 

The Only College, Tommy, 

P.S.— I will send my shilling as soon as I cau get it 
from Batlet mi. He owes it me for birds’ eggs. 

Sir, — 1 am only too happy to contribute my mite, for 
though it’s some while— alas 1 how time files— since I 
handled the willow, I well remember playing in the early 
forties against Alprbd Pitcher and John Tosser. Ah, 
they were heroes in those days. 1 myself was no mean 
performer. I tell yon, Sir, many ’s the time^ I have made 
double figures against tbe underhand bowling of Jimmy 
Trundlbr, and he could bowl, too ! before the round- 
arm style came in. I never took kindly to that, but 
these fifty years I have beeu an ardent ]ooker-on, and I 
must tell you, &c. &c,* Jno. Wardle, 

(Late Memher of All-Muggleton C, C,) 

* ** No you mustn’t.” Caught out by Editor, 
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‘ Perfeck Lidy ” 


[who has jiostlem ejected), “Well, nsxt time I goes into a Publiokousb, 
I 'll go somewhere where I 'll be kespeotmd ! ” 


PEOYERBS BY AIST ILLUSTRIOUS 
FOREIGNER ON TOUR. 

The time of special trains was made 
for slaves, not Asiatic Princes. 

Yon may take an Eastern Ma^ate to 
a manufactory, but you can only with 
difficulty get Mm to lunoli with the local 
Mayor. 

There is many a slip between the I 
Prince and the lift. 

A view of machinery in motion in 
hand is worth two invitations to recep- 
tions in prospective. 

Cocked-hats of a feather flock together. 

You cannot make pleasure out of the 
address of a corporation. 

All roads lead to turtle soup. 

It is an in wind that causes a swell on 
the Ship Canal. 

People who live in mosqtues ought not 
to throw sticks at the Derby. 

A programme kept to time is not 
worth nine. 

The early mayor has to wait longest. 

Q-ive a Highness a wrong title and 
report Mm. 

Enough at a factory is better than a 
feast in. a Town Hall. 

It is a long explanation that has no 
turhmg. ^ 

A jerk is as good as a nod to a bowing 
multitude. 

When a person of the flrst importance 
enters by the door all settled arrange- 
ments disappear through the window. 

The Representative of an Illustrious 
Race laughs at Traffic Managers. 

The English Public enjoys a sensation, 
but the Indian Empire pays for it. 

When the Prince is away, to fill up 
the time the band will play. 

The son proposes but the father dis- 
poses. 

The autocrat through the telegraph 
waits for no one. 

Welcome the coming quiet and speed 
the exhausted guest. 

An Opportunity not to be Missed. 

Tired Meviewer [to Anxious Author), < 
Ah I old fellow I I 'm fagged out I 
Come and dine with me to-night ? Sorry 
to give you such short notice. 

A7ixious Author, “Short notice!” Oh, 
please, never do that, \_JSxeunt together. 


“A SALE! A SALE!” 

The Price Sale of pictures on Saturday last at Christie’s will be 
ever memorable as “ The Highest Price Sale.” “ ‘ What ’s the demd 
total ? ’ was the first question Mr, Mantalini asked.” To ’which the 
present answer is ^87,144. A nice little sum to go on with, or off 
with. One of the incidents was most dramatic. Oainsboeotjgh’s 
‘ ‘ Lady Musgrave ” was put up to be purchased. Then stood forward 
bold Wi lli am Agnew with eight thousand guineas iu Ms best 
gossamer. “The lady is mine!” he exclaimedj rapturously, and 
was advancing with arms outstretched to seize his prize, when sud- 
denly Ms path was crossed by one Campbell “ of that ilk,” who cried 
aloud, “.Here are ten thousand golden sovereigns ten thousand 
silver shillings, all glittering on a tray! Advance no fur^erl” 
And bold William advanced no further. For once he was taken 
aback. “I didna ken the Campbell was coming!” muttered 
William A-bashed. And ere he could recover from Ms surprise, 
and while yet his frame was quivering with excitement, Ms picture, 
the Lady that should have been Ms, was gone. “ They have given 
her to another!” he sang sadly, but the next moment he pulled 
himself together, and “ taking heart of Grace” William made such 
running, off Ms own bat, as would have astonished even the eminent 
crieketer just mentioned. And the last of the “E^nolds’ Mis- 
cellany” in tMs oolleoti 9 n succumbed to William the CJonqueror for 
450 guineas. Sic transit ghria Saturday ! 

New Name. — ^The Imperial Institute henceforward to be known 
as “The Somers Yinery.” 


A FINE SUMMER DAY’S OUTING. 

Highli recommended by “ The Faculty” (who has tried it more 
than once). Given a perfectly calm sea, a delicious light breeze, and 
anything else “ given” that you can get, including pleasant company, 
then, with tears in your patriotic eyes, and a tremolo in your voice, 
bid farewell (for a couple of hours or so) to old England, cross the 
Channel, invade France via Calais, where, however calm the sea has 
been, you must be prepared for a “buffet” ; but this “buffet” is 
not at all rough, just the contrary, and if by chance you should I 
have at all suffered from any unevenness in the wave line, you are 
sure, on arriving at Calais, of a “restauration” which wul send 
you back in another hour and a half quite the giant refreshed. 
That same evening you can pose as a real traveller just returned 
from “the Continent,” wMch will serve you excellently both as 
reason and apology for not having answered any letters, and neglected 
epistolary business generally during the last month. “Been away, 
my boy I ” “ Ah, that ’s why you didn’t answer my letter. Where 
have you been?’' “ Oh ! France, about Normandy. Delightful. 
Ta I Ta I ” And perhaps the expenditure of the day’s trip wul have 
saved you from aU sorts of trouble, pecuniary and otherwise, that 
you might have got into had you remained at home, answering 
letters. But^ as to the benefit of the sea air— there can’t be two 
opinions about that, 

A Distihguisheb Commonee who cannot Yotb foe doing 
AWAY WITH “ Lobd’s.” — ^Dr. Gkace. Public school elevens and 
M. C. C. all against such a proposition. * 
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BOLD J. H. TATLOE. 

[J. H. Tailos, an Englishman 
hom and bred, has for the second 
time won the Open Ohampionship 
(Golf) at iiie St. Andrews^ links. J 

Oh I young J. H, Tatloe is a 
fine young fellow, 

At whom Ine Scotsmen may 
hardly scoff ; 

For though he^s Saxon hy 
birth and breeding. 

He is chan^ion now at the 
Game of (Jolf ! 

On St. Andrews’ Links when 
the rain was pouring. 

He smote the ball with a 
manlv blow ; 

And he distanced St. Andrews’ 
Andeew— Kirkaljdt— 
Though Tatloe was trained 
in far Westward Ho I 

And he went the fonr ronnds 
fair and f eatly, 

In strokes three hundred, 
ard twenty, and two, 
Which Sandy Heed, and 
Andy Hirxaldt, 

And Hatie Andeesoh, they 
could not do. 

It may seem sheer cheek for 
“ a gowk of a Saxon ” 

To take the cake at the Gaelic 
Game ; [cerest flattery, 
But as imitation’s the sin- 
Let ’em take a licking in the 
light o’ the same. 

So here ’s a health to hold J. 
H. Tayloe. 

Lord of the Links, at the tee 
a toff ; [slighted Southron 
Who takes first place for the 
At the Ancient and Eoyal 
Game of Golf I 



ANOTHER MISUNDERSTANDING. 

*Arry (on a Northern Towr^ with Qochn&y pronunciation), ‘^Then I ’ll ’ave 
A Bottle of Ailb.” 

Hostess of the Village Im, ** Ilts^ Sir? We’ve nanb in the hoose, 
BUT Castor I lb or Paraffine. Wad ony o’ them dab, Sir ? ” 


“HOUSE OF BEST FOB 
ACTOBS.” 

Beneath the spreading Beee- 
BOHM Teeb 

The Besting Actor stands, 
And grateful takes the £ s, d. 
From Active Actors’ hands. 
ITo more he’ll strut upon the 
stage 

Where he has done his best, 
ITothing he’ll need, while 
active men 

Are doing all the rest 


Classical and Cockney. 

Hal, It was a Greek play at 
Bradford College. 

^Arry (to Tom). I told you 
it was a Greek fake. 

Tom (to^ Arry). Howdoyow 
know ? 

^Arry {giving Hal as his 
authority). ’Cos it ’s ^AUsez- 
His. 

The New Women. 

They dress .... like men. 

They talk like men. 

They live like men. 

They don’t .... like men. 


Intelugencb from (and 
at) Hamburg. — “ Mr. G.” 
was unable to go to the Zoo at 
feeding-time. He was con- 
spicuous by his absence, as all 
the other lions were there. 


New- and Appeopexatb 

l^AMEFOE THE AfTEE-DENNEE 

Ceumb-and-feagment Bas- 
ket.— “ The Morsel-eum.” 


'AERY ON THE SEASON. 

Dear Charlie, — ^The pypers all tell us the 
Season is now at its ’ight ; 

Don’t mew one o’ Thomson’s, my pippin. 
That josser is now out of dyte. 

When I was a hit of a kiddie, dad ’ad a old 
hrqwn-covered hook 

Lito wich now and then, on a Sunday, ’e 
thought it the right tliinglto look. 

Such sloppy saloop, my dear Charlie, “ em- 
hellisned” with rummy old cuts, 

Drawn stiff and old-fashioned, hy Stothaed. 
one on ’em though, 1 was nuts, 

Musi somethink or other I fancy. But as 

to the cackle. Great Scott ! — 

“ The sap. rolling bounteous from Aries,” 
and reams o’ such moRy slop rot. 

Now if Jemmy ’ad sung of our Season, not 
Nature’s old nierry-go-round, 

But London ’s pertiMer, for swells, it ’udsuit 
me Tight down to the ground. 

But as Jemmy has shirked it for tosh on 
’ ethereal mRdness,” and such, 

Wy . Abet must ’ave a cut in, and aR London 
IS fly to his touch, 

'W'ot a Summer we’re ’aving this Season! 

^ AR Nature seems trim and iu tune ; 

Bipe strorberries picked out o’ doors, though 
we ’ye ’ardly yet dropped into June ; 

Ine parks jest like bloomin’ peraries, the 
water supply going queer. 

And a gener^ ’urrying up for stror ’ats. 
lemon squoshes, and beer. 

It seems only yesterday, Charlie, the stand- 
pipes wos up in our street. 


And “ Are you froze off ? ” wos the question 
of every poor pal you might meet. 

And now there’s a new “water famine” 
along o’ the ’eat, not the cold, 

And ginger-pop ’s sellin’ as fast as it can he 
unbottled and sold. 

Queen’s droring-rooms, troopin’ the colours, 
and trotting young Naseulla round, 

Is sights your true patriot’s nuts on, and 
I ’ye done my bit, you be hound. 

I chi-iked to young Ingy-rubher, and give 
him the haff able nod ; 

And if H. B. H. didn’t twig me, and drop 
me a smRe, well, it ’s odd. 

Hart ’s ’aving its innings, as usual, and so is 
old W. G., 

Only more so. My eye and a band-box, a 
rare hit o’ stuff he must be I 
As nigh forty-seven as don’t matter, as big 
as a barrel, and yet 

A-pOing ’is Gentries Rke pea-sheRin’ I 
Sound Double Gloster, you bet ! 

I sor Mm at Lord’s, mate, last Thursday, five 
’ours and a arf in the sun, 

A smiting and running as if, at ’is age, with 
’is weight, it was fan I 

’ Ot C harli e ? My coRar flopped Rmp, anr! 

I lapped lemon-squoshes — a number ; 
And there wos ’e tottling ’is Thousana, as 
cool as a bloomin’ cowcumber, 

I wouldn’t ha’ done it for tuppence ; no, not 
with the cheerings chucked iu, 

Although the PervRion fair rose at ’im, ’Ow 
gents of clarss, and with tin. 

And no need to it, Charlie, choose Cricket, 
at ninety degrees in the shyde. 

When they could lay Mdle, iair licks me. 
But, there, hevery one to ’is tryde ! 


A dust-coat, a white ’at, a field-glass, a 
laudau and lashings o’ fizz. 

At Hascot would suit me fur better. The old 
sport o’ kings is good hiz. 

With shekels and luck, like Lord BosebeeyI 
Scissors I I do ’ate a Bad, 

But a sportsman, as pulls off two Derbies, 
wy ’ang it, ’e carnH be no Cad. 

If Primrose would only turn Primroser, wot 
a fair topper he’d be I 

Wot can be ’is little gyme, Charlie, to foller 
oldW. G.? 

(I don’t mean the cricketer this time.) That 
Liberal lot ain’t no clarss, 

With a lot o’ tasr-rag they o'jrn’t hold, and a 
lot o’ bad BiRs they oarn’t parss. 

The blot on this Season is Parlyment. Wy 
don’t they ’urry it up, 

Aud scoot to country, the cripples ? St. Paul’s 
to my tarrier pup, 

They’d git a ’ot ’iding this journey. Let 
Bosebeet cut the thing short. 

Chuck ’Aecouet and pal on with Gentleman 
Joe, like a gent, and a Sport I 

Then ’Aery wiR talk to ’im, Charlie I Ah, 
weU, I ain’t got no more room, 

Thoueh I ain’t done the Season arf justice. 

The last pale laburnum’s in bloom. 

But it ain’t bm washed brimstone with rain- 
bursts. Our Sarah is hover from Parry, 
Sir Orgustus is fair on the toot, so ’Ooray for 
the Season I Yonrs, ’Aery. 


New Book and Query.— “ WomerCs Tra-- 
aedies. By H. D. Lowry.” Is the tragic 
history of That Lass of Lowrie's included ? 
“ B ut that is another story.” 
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NOW WE'RE FURNISHED! ^ 

This is how the GFuardians 
of the Midleton Union (County 
Cork) transact business 

*^Mr, Morrison (io the Chair- 
man) . You promised to write to the 
Local Government Board, and do 
it now. {Koise and interruptions,) 

Mr, Murphy {warmly), 
the whole thing is all humbug, 
and based upon humbug. 

{At this stage there was great 
noise and confusion, several gentle- 
men speaking at the same time,) 

“ Chairman (very warmly, and 
hitting the tahl^, I say I am not 
a humbug, and I was never a hum- 
bug, and I hope I '11 never have 
to be displaced from any public 
position because I was a humbug 
or a proved humbug." 

Why did not the table turn 
upon the chair, and hit it back ? 

This would have been a real 
case of table-turning. To 
parody Edwahd Leae's de- 
fightf ol Nonsense Songs, 

Said the Table to the Chair, 

** You can hardly be aware i 

How it feels when you come down 
With your fist upon my crown.” | 

“ Mbkus piaisirs.”— O ne oi jl 

the best menus of the season I 
provided by the Lyceum House ' 

of Entertainment included, or • 

rather did include, during last 
week past, such choice dishes, 
so much to the taste of every- 
one, as The Nis d* Ellen 
Terry d la Nance Oldfield 
and Tete de Mathias d la 

^IXSZ;. dii'K; A STRAIGHT REPLY. 

ohestra, which plays before Daughter of a Hundred Earls {who is about to marry for love), “Now I am 
each performance, give the old going to have a House op my owk, Mbs, Rustle, I shall get you to 
familiar airs of would 1 give me a Hint or two.” 

were with Nancy The The Maternal Housekeeper, “Well, Lady Clara, I'm afraid I can’t 

Bells are ringing for " — help you much. I know very little about the Contrivances op 
Mathias —not tox Sara People with Small Means.” 







A MISSED CHANCE. 

[Mr. Anthony Hope’s “ reply 
on behalf of the ladies was witty 
and felicitous, and only disap- 
pointed” those who had hoped 
that at least one “ new woman ” 
would have justified the claim of 
her sex to equality with the male 
by replying. “ The only sign of 
novelty we detected about the 
ladies preseut was that a few con- 
descended to puff cigarettes, to 
the evident scandal of some less 
advanced ladies .” — The ^‘‘Literary 
World ” upon the late meeting of 
the “ New Vagabond ^ ^ 

Op novelties— and novel ties— 
in chase, 

Advances the New Woman, 
destined winner 
Of true first-fiddledom and 
pride of place ! 

Already sLe^s “advanced” 
to a club dinner 
At the N ew Vagabonds ! How 
Eleusinian 

It sounds, how almost despe- 
rately daring ! 

Clubdom was once Man’s abso- 
lute dominion, 

Which now New Woman- 
hood with him seems 
sharing. 

“ She made no speeches^* 
thongh; — though 
Frankport Moore 

Cracked jokes, aud Hope told 
tales! With mild regret 
One hears that, ’midst the 
after- dinner “roar ” 

Her share was— proxies and 
a cigarette ! 

Can it be her revolt against 
Man’s yoke 

Shall end, as here, in silence 
and in smoke I 


Damp Italian Drama.— 
The Evening Dews, eh 9 


NAYAL AECHITECTUEE. 

fA paper on ** The Amplitude of Rolling on aNon-synehronous "Wave ” was 
read before the Congress of Naval Architects in Paris.] 

Last week, the papers tell us, the talented and zealous 
Designers who construct our ships their best attention gave 
To M. Bertin’s writing on what sounds to us exciting — ^ 

The amplitude of rolling when non-synohronous the wave. 

How often, crossing over those distressing Straits of Dover, 

Where flighty folks grow flabby and where giddy ones grow grave, 
We have meditated sadly that we don’t encounter gladly 
The amplitude of rolling when non-synchronous the wave. 

The amplitude— we ’d bear it, and would probably not care, it 
Seems but to be an adj onot which perhaps we might not crave. 

For that execrable rolling we require much more consoling, 

That amplitude of rolling when non-synohronous the wave. 

Yet the rolling might be ended if the waves could be amended 
To synchronously swell, all want of symmetry to save, 

But we can’t be Canutes, can we ? He could no more stop it than 
we— 

That amplitude of rolling when non-synchronous the wave. 

So Lord Dufptrtn entreated all the experts, round him seated. 

To build a ship where passengers could comfortably shave, 

Ev ‘u wher^ a billiard- table would be absolutely stable, 

No amplitude of rolling, though non-synchronous the wave. 

N^d Architects, then, hasten to diminish woes which chasten 
The happ'ness of hundreds, he they timorous or brave ; 

MakeA ship, like dry land seeming, where we should not think of 
dreming 

Of amplitude of rolling, though non-synohronous the wave. 


WHITEWASHINO THE STATUE OF CROMWELL. 

“Cromwell,” wrote the Daily News on Arthur Balpour’s 
speech, “was the only man of Ms time who understood the prin- 
ciples of religious freedom.” Ahem ! 

“ Papa,” said Folly Eccles, referring to certain charges brought 
against her revered father, “ Papa may have his faults, but he 's a 
very clever man.” So the D, N, as to the Protector Cromwell, 
“ Oliver,” says the D, N, iu effect, “ being human, may have had 
his faults, as had other men of his time, but he thoroughly understood 
religious freedom.” Did he ? In Ireland for exam;^e ? With him 
“rdigious freedom” was like the verb in grammar, either “ex- 
pressed ” or “ understood.” It might have been “ understood,” but 
it certainly was not “ expressed ” in action. If Cromwell was such 
a model or “ religious freedom,” then it will he as well to reconsider 
history under Nero, Diocletian, & Co., not to mention the amiable 
Ninth Charles of France, the genial Harry the Eiohth of England, 
the gentle Peter, Czar of All the Russias, and a few other kindly-dis- 
posed rulers, who were, probably, the only men of their time thoroughly 
understanding the principles of religious freedom. As the song says, 
“They wouldn’t ha' ’urt a hiby, They were men as you could trust I ” 
And for Oliver himself, “ He was all right when you knew him. But 
— ^you had to know him fust I ” Rather ; and then you had to accommo- 
date yourself to his Kttle ways, or else so much the worse for one of 
the two, and that one wouldn’t nave been Oliver Cromwell. But, of 
course, between principles and practise there is a “ Great Divide.” 

The Shahzada, weary of London life and English enjoyment, will at 
last exclaim with th e canny Soot, ‘ ‘ For pleasure gie me Peebles ! ” (The 
original remark was made by the author of Feehles whom I have met,) 

Note, Saturday, June 15 .— Piece running all last week in 
Theatre Roysd Law Courts— “ For Monday’s lunch Sir 
Henry Hawjbins ordered a Capon. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTEA.CTED FKOM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


autliorisiiig Great Britain to interfere in the affairs of .^menia, or 
make war upon the Porte ? If so, specify the treaty and the pairti- 
enlar article or articles creating such obligation. , 

This a bare summary of question, the drafting of which had cost 


Wmse C mw^ed\y^^^entsSr^^ AiyraROCT, SiLomo had looked over it ; 

Tutsun Holidays. O^asion mwked by 1 P if. -nrk • ■RA-RTT.Tp.vbad beamed over it : Hanbitrt 


Cl^r at three o clock. Ko ^ hour (of course in 

private business on haim ; m ^ \ v/V/ ' Parliamentary sense) had 

not^g to be done till i evidently come. He had 

h^-p^ three. Mean- f 'A '* wriggled out of some 

while, and Mena- XOCX / f earlier man traps set for 

bers sit with hands fold^. 'iXX>A ll ^ - him. This would settle 

Everyone knows the {/' ^ J'm 

temptation of such opwr- * -41? 5 TA Arid this is what Gbet 

tunity for a nameless ’ SoC'^l i said in reply : — “ The 

Personage. ^ Tommy s ' n. " - article of tbe Treaty of 

iHe h^ds instmctivelv £ ^ V i "4 \ Berlin relative to the point 

clutched ^ after imschid. X.. raised by the hon. member 

Suppose he were to move ^ is thie sixty-first.” 

to have Hoime counted? \ -- Only that, and nothing 

EvMently not forty pre- / *^1% 4 more. The raven on the 

sent: nottog very sen^ . ■' >' pallid bust of Paxlas was 

would follow. Speai^ / ^ \V scarcely more disappoint- 

would co^t. If not forty j ff ^ i^S^Y laconic. There was 

^ hani wo^d leave -^J ! B a shocked pause; then 

table, and allied forces swooped down 

wait t^ thev came. Or ' on Unube Secbjbxaet, 

he would go off, come back 1 x 4-^" ^ 

any time before four when d ^ -L the clause mean this? i 

message brought in that a Did it mean that ? 

quopm was “The hon. member” 

StiU, it w^ld be ^ said Grey, not even snul- 

Wd seethe House, his own 

fnghtenMimsters, possibly ^ iTifAmTAfn+in^ ati fhp 

postpone commencement of Vantage in (Sir E, Gr-y and Sir E. Ashm-d-B-rtl-tt.) Alan^ ” ^ 


Chair at three o’clock. Ko 
private business on hand ; 
nothing to be done till 
half-past three. Mean- 
while, Speaker and Mem- 
bers sit with hands folded. 

Everyone knows the 
temptation of such oppor- 
tunity for a nameless 
Personage. Tommy’s 
idle hands instmctivelv 
clutched after mischief. 
Suppose he were to move 
to have House counted? 
Evidently not forty pre- 
sent; nothing very serious 
would follow. Speaeer 
would count. If not forty 
on han^ would leave 
Chair, sit at table, and 
wait till they came. Or 
he would go off, come back 
any lime before fonr when 
message brought in that a 
quorum was in sight. 
StiU, it would he a lark ; 
would startle the House, 
frightenMiiiisters, possibly 
postpone commencement of 
















Vantage in (Sir E. Gr-y and Sir E. Ashm-d-B-rtl-tt.) 


with intent to observe itat there are not forty Evidently Mthintf to he done with a person of this temperament. 
Mm?eraraSentwhSi happier thonght stmok him. Why not get Siiomo, with a wild slme^ .learned m Swaziland, dashed m mth 
iLidlLi do the trii P The more venerable and venerated fresh questions ; was neatly tripped up hy Spi™ : lay ^rawlrng 

+TkrTi.i++A,. TmuTirw Vtiawa himself OE ground With dishevelled ham. Before he 

oonfi set np, Skapb was, asking, Homb 


the agent the better. Tommy knows hxmselc 
to be a wicked old salt. Honse not shocked 
now at anything he does. Half the fun gone 
if he played this prank himself. Shifting 
his quid and scanning horizon, noted in his 
place Sir Bichard Temple, Bart., G.C.S.I., 
fate Lieutenant-Governor of Bengal, once 
Governor of Bombay, sometune Chief Com- 
missioner of Central Provinces of India. 

The very man for the job. Buttonholing 
him with his hook, Cap’en Tommy opened 
his little plot. Temple aghast at first, 
Hever known such a thing done, and the like. 
Tommy jawed away, twisting Temple round 
the tip of his hook like a marlingspike on a 
fiying jibhoom. Convinced him that public 
duty called for sacrifice of private prejudices. 
Having squared Teicple, Tommy got men 
near mto to walk out before House was 
counted, so as to reduce chances of quorum. 

Bell rang ; Members rushed in ; Ministers 
huddled on Treasurv Bench like fiock of 
frightened sheep. Tommy, looking down 
from shrouds in Strangers’ Gallery, carefully 
counted. 

“ Only thirty two,” he said. “ Done it I ” 

But Speaeer can count as well. “ One- 
two— four— fourteen — twenty-seven— thir^- 
nine, forty,” said he, with tone of conviction 
that precluded contradiction. 

“Blow me tight I” said Tommy, coining 
out of the shrouds, a deathly pallor shining 
through his tan. That was not his exact 
expression; but it was equivalent to bis 
remark. 

Business dow«.— Q,uite a lot. 

Tuesday, — ^Edwarl Grey is a hard nnt for 
Irrep)onsible Yerbosity to crack. Shomio, 
his jaws aching with attempts at crunching 
Sydney Buxton, sometimes turns to him, 







Don Currie, Lord High Admiral. 


Secretary if the police might not be sup- 
plied with lighter clothing in summer months. 

Business e?one.— Crofters Bill read second 
time. 

Wednesday, Off Tilbury, — Yes, I ’m off 
TBbnry, and shall be off to the Baltic at four 
hells, whatever time that may be. Mr. G. is 
responsible for it. Tired of doing nothing ; 
pondering perilously over growing temptation 
to run up to town, plunge into Parliamentary 
work; address meeting at Blackheath on 
Armenian question. In nick of time comes 
letter from Don Currie, proposing a trip to 
Kiel for opening of Baltic Canal. 

“ The very thing ! ” said Mr, G,, vaulting 
over the library table at Hawarden, where he 
was sitting when letter arrived, “ But Toby, 
M.P., must come with us.”^ 

Objections urged in vain. What would ! 
Constituents in Berks say, me ninning away 
from work? Who was to write the o^y 
authentic matter-of-fact record of Parlia- 
mentary doings for future historians ? Mr. G., 
with all the impetuosity of youth, would listen 
to nothing. So here I am, on board the R.M.S. 
TantaUon Castle, Here, also, is quite a quorum 
of members. Curious to see now they all 
trooped in just now when lunoheon-heH rang. 
Said they thought it was a division ; being 
in saloon, might as well stay. 

That’s all very well. By-and-by w[e’Il 
be on the North Sea, where the stormy winds 
do blow, do blow. Shall see then whether 
we can keep a Honse through the dinner 
hour. 

Business done, — Anchor weighed, Mr. G. 
taking the helm till we ’re out in the ojpen, 


and goes away sorrowing. Tommy has a tuck in at him occasionally, •[ when anyone can steer. Looks more than usually knowing in a 

but makes nothing of the job. To night Ambrose, Q,.C., took him sou’ wester, WiudN.S.E. Barometer falling, 

in hand. Drew up stupendous question on subject of Great Britain’s 

relations with the Porte in respect of Armenia, • ' 

“That ’ll fetch him,” he said, as he ogled the paper on which the „ ^ -n itt 

question was set forth m bold type. Is there a treaty obligation, Startling News! A.ll’s Well tblat Ends Well, Grace 


he wanted to know, as distinguished from mere discretionary right, | caught 1 1 Wright at last 
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OPERATIC NOTES. 

JfoMifoy.— Tanahauserites disappointed. Signor Vi;airA.8 indis- 
posed. Tannhauset^s understudy Fauit put up. House good. 
Performance better. PiAsgoir.-once Iup%^ no-yi Mephtitomeie$, 
the exlreines meetiag in one singer, — excellent. Melba (imte we 
^ German Fraulem. Beyionaui, C.B., 

i.e,, “Conducting Beautifully,” in 
the chair. 

Tuesday, — ^Many other attractions, 
yetheartistrue to Opera. M. Yictor 
Maitbel, as lago, adds another leaf 

« to his victor’s weath of Laurel. 

Maggie Macinttbe makes distinct 
advance, and sings, “0 Willow, we 
have nil ssed you” most melodiously. 
Tam Agno as Misther O'Tello^ the 
Irish darky singer, uncommonly 
powerful. Richard Gbeeh, Mon- 
fano, greener than ever : quite fresh. 
Percy Mordy a good Roderigo Ran- 
domo. The highly Pole-ish’dpLiTZRA 
a fair representative of Emilia, And 
this east, with Merry MAisrcnjELiJ 
manipulating musicians, makes the 
Opera a delight to the fine fieur of 
the Covent Gardenian Hot House. 

Wednesday,— crammed to 
see and hear Adelina Patti as Rosin a 
^ . in the ever delightful RarUere di 

Pagiiacci. Skiglia, Rossini for ever I “Whar’s 

your WuLLiE Wagner noo ? ” Patti’s acting worth a third of the 
money; her singing makes up t’other two-thirds. “Bonus” to 
audience in “ Homey Sweet Home,^^ Wrapt attention Here we are 

all of us out for the night, so to speak, in filks and satins and jewe^ 
rare, and with feathers and diamonds and all our war pamt on, on 
afterwards to routs, halls and supper-parties, and yet all hushed, 
conscience-stricken as it were, in the midst of our gaiety, hy sweet 
voice warbling so distinctly “Home! Home! Home! Sweet Home I 
Wherever (including the Opera Covent Garden) we wander (and we 
can’t wander when our attention is riveted on la Diva) there is 
no-oh-o-o place like Ho-ome ! ” And then, second verse finished, a 
storm of rapturous applause hursts over the singer I Yes ! those are 
our sentiments, “Home ! Home I ” hy all means. 
we “ toon’if go Home Sweet Home till morning, till daylight doth ap- 
pear.” But why, Adelina mia^ didst thou sing at the end of the Opera 
that remarkably anti-climaxious. waltz of Ti-to-tum Mattei’s r Ti- 
TO-TUM all very well in his way, hut not a Rossini. And^ then you 
sang it from a paper iu your baud as though doing penance in a music 
sheet ? A mistake, Adelina, don’t do it again, spin your Ti-to-ium 
at a concert, hut not in Rossini’s Barliere, Bjebtha Bauebmbistee 
obtained a rapturous encore, hut shook her fi.uger at the audience as 
who would say “too late ! too late!” So Bevignani bowed, and on we 
went again merrily. Pini-Cobsi good as pantaloon Bartolo, Ancona 
a capital Figaro, looking like one of CruikshanFs comic chwacter^ 
’Abbt Mttndy, 'Si.neBasilio done in Italian oils ; M. Bonnabd, light and 
airy French count, more of larker than lover. All Home-Sweet-Home- 
ing (or elsewhere) about midnight, many being detained by the singers 
at the Opera from getting to the Speaker’s “ at Home,” S w'eet Home. 

Thursday, — Bagliacci, with Miss Patjune Joban appearing as 
Nedda, and playing it in first-rate style. “Gee up! 

Query, Pini-Cohsi good as Tonio f Answer, ’Cobsi was. T others 
not much, Wt Opera still charming. Yet this evening’s programme 
too trying for emotional persons. Bagliacciy\ts%^^\ Cavallerva 
Rusiicana tragedy also ; tragedy from beginning to end ; even the 
C’^lebrated mezzo very like a wail! Not kind of Dbueiolanus to 
affl’Ct us thus. Madame Bellinceoni, “the original Santuzza” 
admirable. Honours easy between Madame CalvIi and Bellinciom. 
The latter played it fi.r8t abroad ; hut the former had the start of her 
here. In some of the action pecxdiarly characteristic of the type, 
Bellincioni wins, not hy a neck, hut hy two hands, ^lve more 
striking (hands down) in her jealous agony. Signor Ta^ntine 
Figaro Ancona excellent as Alfio; the situation when^viGNAS, 
going strong as Turidduy catches Alfids ear. in order, as be says m 
Sicilian, “Tn-rid-u of his presence” by subsequently killing him, 
more dramatic than ever. Giulia Ravogli admmable as quite the 
gay Lola of the Sicilian Seven Dials. After intermezzo Bowing 
Bevignani declines encore. „ , 

Friday,- QhWA Harold aUowed to sit np late for another night. 
Composer CowRN ought to sing, “ I love my Albani with an A, be cause 
she’s Admirable.” improveth on representation. W%U%<^ 

MnU laajed by Eichaed Qsms, Nice of the Ubretbst, Sir 
Edward Maeet, to keep the memory of his ancestor Green. It must 
make singers rather nervous to have the composer i^^d-vis co^i- 
duoting his own work ; as Wagstaee observes, ^*in this instance it 
must have the effect of Cowin’ them.” ’Nother week gone. 


A SIESTA. 

How sleepy I feel ! It is this beastly influenza cold and headache. 
The best thing to do for a headache is to have a little doze and sleep 
it off. Not a very easy thing to do in a big Paris hotel in the after- 
noon. However, *it is quiet enough in my room, looking on to the 
courtyard, away from the noise’i of the Boulevard. ^ m. x i 

Just dropping off. Crash I Only someone shutting a door. That 
is not an unusual sound. In these big hotels no one closes a door, no 
one glides along a passage, no one speaks in a soft; voice, but every- 
one hangs, and stamps, and shouts. If it is a woman, she screams. 
Another crash! The man in the next room just come in. That s 
the Frenchman with the awful cough. No one but a Frenchman 
could have a cough like that. Lie and listen to his^ cou§;h for some 
time. Yarions other doors banged. But at last sink i^o uncon- 
sciousness. Good Heavens! What’s happened now? Oh, it s^^e 
American trunks being dragged out of the room on the othw side. 
Well, at anv rate I shall not hear the American voices now through 
that miserable door of communication, which, locked and bolted ever 
so carefully, does not keep out sounds. But there is someone talking 
there now. Of course the new comers. It must he two p^ple. 
twenty people. By Jove, they are Germans I And there s the 
Frenchman’s cough again. I shall m^ver get to sleep. Yet somehow 
the sounds get confused, I fauev the Germans are coughing and the 
Frenchman is saying “ Ja, /a, /a,” ^d then—— , 

There, now I am awake again. Why, there’s someone knocking 
at the aoor. “Pordow, monsieur y avez-vous requ votre lingef 
“Jfais, oui, je V air ecu Atbr.” ^'‘Pardon, monsieur y il y a des faux- 
colsP “ Nony je les ai regus tous,” “ Jlfaw, monsieur^-^^^ “ Mats 
qu^est~ce que vous me chahtez Id f Laissez-moi iranquille,^^ “ MaiSy 
monsieury le monsieur en face rrCa d%t que monsieur a regu des 

faux- cols que monsieur ” Confound the collars! Get up, 

let in the gargon, examine my collars and the collars of the monsieur 
en faesy who is just packing up, rectify the mistake of the washer- 
woman, and am again alone, Now is it worth going to sleep or not ? 
Will try once more. , . ^ , 

What’s that? “Marie!” It’s someone shouiing outside my 
door. How fond they are of shouting outside my door I “Marie! 
De Veau chaudeP I hope she won’t think it’s for me, or she’ll 
wake me up if at last I get a chance of dropping off. Then silence. 
Positively, absolute silence. The cougtog Frenchman must have 
been suffocated ; the Germans— no, nothing coidd stop the Germans 
from talking, only they have gone out of hearing. And femme 
de chamhre has hurried off to fetch that hot water for somebody, and 
the gargon is not banging his broom about in this couloir y and there 
is no baggage coming or going, and no door crashing ; and, in the 
midst of profound peace, I think diwsUy of quiet country ^ter- 
noons, when one hears only the humming of the bees, and the 

whispering of the aspens, and then, and then Hullo I What’s 

up now? There’s someone else knocking. My last chance gone. 
My head is aching more than ever. “ hien “ (fest Veau 
chaude que vous avez commandSey Monsieur, 

THE ADYERTISEMENT FIEND. 

( Written in the Train hy an Irate Traveller,') 

[“ The English landscape is being transformed into a dumping-ground 
for catchpenny eyesores.”— the Nineteenth Cmiiury ”/or June,\ 

For Soap and Pill each English slope and hill 

Is now a background, and the cry is, 
“Still 

They come ; ” these public nuisances, 

^ that mar 

The fair earth’s face, like some un- 
sightly scar. 

Who possibly can care, I ask, to 

That Juno Soap Saves Washing, or to 

A gaze disgusted on some blatant 

By which’ the devious tourist is im- 

To try the Lightning Pill that never 

To spot the Spot, or cure whatever ajls ? 

John Bull, his migsas and the kids, 

Do not entirely live on pills and soap. 

And yet you’d surely think so, when 
you ’ve scanned 

The^no^rum-signs that so adorn our 

Oh I heavily I’d tax ’em, if I might ! 

And keep tne landscape clear. Am I not right ? ^ 

{Terminus, Fxity fuming. 


TOL. ovin* 
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SOCIETY’S NEXT CRAZE. 

(As foreseen hj Mr, Punch's Second-sig'hted Clairvoyant,) 

It is the summer of 1896“Or possibly *97. The scene is a road skirt^ 
ing Victoria Parh^ Bethnal Green^ which Society*s leaders 
have recently discovered and appointed as the rendez-vous for 
the Season^ and where it is now the correct thing for all really 
smart people to^ indulge^ between certain prescribed hours, in 
sports and pastimes that have hitherto been more characteristic 
of the masses than the classes. The only permissible mount 
now is the donkey, which must be ridden close to the tail, and 
referred to as a ''^mokeP A crowd of welUiurned~ovd spectators 
arrives from the West End every^ morning about eleven to watch 
the brilliant parade of'f Mokestrians^^ (as the Society journalist 
will already have decided to call them). Some drive slowly up 
and dov37i on coster-barrows, attended by cockaded and dis- 
gusted grooms. About twelve, they break up into light luncheon 
parties ; after which they play democratic games for half an 
hour or so, and drive home 
on drags, 

Mr, Woodby-Innett (to the 
Donkey Proprietor). Kept a 
moke for me? I told yon I 
riionld be wantin’ one every 
momin’ now. 

( \The Eonkey Proprietor (after 
consulting engagement - book)', 

I Ve not got it down on my list, 

Sir. Yery sorry, but the Conn- 
tcss of CUMBEEBACK haS juSt 
booked the last for the ’ole of 
this we^. Might let yon ’ave 
one by-and-by, if Sir Hascot 
Goodwood brings his in pnnc- 
tnal, bnt 1 can’t promise it. 

Mr, Woodby-Inn, That’s no 
good] no point in ridin’ after 
the right -ame. (To himself, as 
he turns away,) Knisancel 
Kot that I ’m so keen abont a 
moke. Not a patch on a bike I 
— thongh it don’t do to say so. 

Only 2 I ’d known this, I ’d 
have tnmed npin a tail hat and 
frock coat; and then I conld 
have taken a tnrn onthe steam- 
drons. Wonder if it wonld be 
any sort of form shyin’ at oocoa- 
nnts in tweeds and a straw hat. 

Mnst ask some chap who knows. 

More pnzzlin’ what to pnt on this 
year tnan ever ! 

Lady Banela Eurlingham 
(breathlessly to Donkey Pro- 
prietor). That ’s mine, isn’t it ? 

Will yon please pnt menp, and 
promise me yon ’ll keep close be- 
hind and mtuce him run. (Sup- 
pliantly,) Yon will, won't yon ? 

The Donkey Proprietor (with 
a due sense of his own value), 

WeU, I dessay I can come ^ong presently, Lady ’Ubltnoham, and 
fetch im a whack or two; jest now I can’t, having engaged to come and 

Mwsmness of ’Ammebcloth’s on ’er moke ; bnt there, yon 
error be able^ git along well enough by yourself now— yow ought I 
Laptain Sonbyrne (just home on leave from India — to Mrs. 
Chesham-Lowndes). Rather an odd sort of idea this— I mean, 
coming ^ tiro way out here to ride a lot of donkeys, eh ? 

Mrs, Chesham-Lowndes, It used to be rather amusing a month 
ago, before they all got used to riding so near the tail; bnt now 
th^ ’re aU so good at it, don’t yon know. 

Sonb,l went down to Battersea Park yesterday to see the 
bic^list^ Not a soul there, give yon my word ! 
j wouldn't be this season. Yon see, all sorts 

^ it Tip* aBd it got too fearfuUy 
common. And now moke-nding has quite cut it out, 

Lapt, Sonb, But why ride donkeys when you can get gees ? 

they’re democratic, and cheap, and all that, 
don t yon know. And one really can’t be seen on a horse this year — 
^ 7 the country it don’t matter so much. 

First Mokestnan (to second ditto), HnUo, old chap, so yow’ve 
ta^n to a moke at last, eh ? How are yon gettin’ on ? 



Fragments from Spectators, That ’s rather a smart barrow, Lady 
Baeutratne’s drivin’ to-day. . . . Who ’s the fellow with her, with 
the paper feather in his pot-hat ? Bad style, J call it, . . . That ’s 
Lord Febddt PuGLEMAiir— best dressed man in London. Yon ’ll 
see everybody turnin’ up in a paper feather in a day or two. . , . 
Lot of men seem to be using a short clay as a cigarette-holder now, 
don’t they ? . . . Yes, Roddie Rtppingill introduced the idea last 
week, and it seems to have caught on. <^c.] 

Aeteb LinsrcHEON; at the Sieam-Ciecus, antd otheb Spobts. 

Scraps of Small-talk, No end sorry. Lady Qwendolist; been 
tryin’ to get yon a scent-squirt everywhere ; bnt they ’re all gone ; 
such a ran on ’em for Ascot, don’t yon know. . . . Thanks ; it 
doesn’t matter ; only dear Lady Bttcbeam: has just thrown some red 
ochre down the hack of my neck, and Aior Yebe came and shot out 
a colonred paper thing right in my face, and I shouldn’t like to 
seem uncivil. . . . Suppose I shall see yon at Lady Brabazoh’s 
“K iss in the Ring” at Bethnal Green to-morrow afternoon?. . . 
I believe she did send ns cards, bnt we promised to look in at a 

friendly lead the Duchess of 
Djxlwatbb is giving at snoh a 
dearlittlepnblic she’s discovered 
in Whitechapel, so we may be 
rather late. . . . Yon ’U keep a 
handkerchief-throw for me if 
yon do come on, won’t yon? . . . 
It will have to be an extra, then, 
I’m afraid. . . . Areyongoin’ to 
Lord Baimisyde’s eight o’clock 
breakfast to-morrow r So glad ; 
I hear he ’s engaged five coffee- 
stalls, and we’re all to stand up 
and eat saveloys and trotters and 
thick bread and butter. . , . Oh, 
I wanted to ask yron, my girls 
have got an invitation to a 
hoky-poky party the Yavasottbs 
are giving after the moke-ridin’ 
next Thursday, and I ’m told it’s 
quite wrong to eat hoky-poky 
with a spoon— do yon know how 
that is ? , . . The only correct 
way, Cabodine, is to lick it out 
of the glassj which requires prac- 
tice before it can be attempted in 
public. Bnt I hear there ’ s quit e 
a pleasant boy-professor some- 
where in the Mile End Road who 
teaches it in a single lesson ; he’s 
very moderate; his terms are 
only half a guinea, which in- 
clnd es the hoky-pol^. I '11 send 
yon his address if I can find it. 

. . . Thanks so much ; the dear 
girls will be so grateful to yon. 
... 1 do think it ’s quite too 
bad of Lady Gebaddine Gbab- 
BEB, she goes and sticks her card 
on the only decent wooden horse 
in the steam-circus and say s she ’ s 
engaged it for the whole time, 
thongh she hardl:^ ever takes a 
round I And so many girls standing out who can ride without getting 
in the least ^iddy I . . , Rathah a b mndah, that fellow, if yon ask me ; 
I ’ve seen him pullin’ a swing boat in brown boots and ridin’ -breeches ! 

. . . How wonderfully well your daughter throws the rings, dear Lady 
Co^EUA, I hear she’s won three walking-sticks and five clasp 
knives. . . . Yon ’re very kind. She is quite clever at it ; but then 
she’s had some private coaching from a gipsy, don’t you know. . . . 
What are yon goin^ to do with yourself this afternoon r . . . Oh, I ’m 
going to the People's Palace to see the finals played off for the Skittles 
Championship ; bound to be a closisb thing ; rather excitin’, don’t yon 
know. . . . Ah, Duchess, yon ’ve been in form to-day, 1 see, five 
cocoa-nuts I Can I relieve yon of some of them ? . . . Thanks, they are 
rather tiresome to carry ; if yon find my carriage and tell the 

footman to keep his eye on them, f 4*^.], 

Lady Rosehugh (to Mr, Lube Walmeb, on the way home). Yon 
know 1 do think it’s such a cheering sign of the limes, Society 
getting simpler in its tastes, and sharing: the pleasures of the Dear 
People, and all that; it mnst tend to bring all classes more together, 
don’t yon know I . 

Mr, Luke Walmer, Perhaps. Only I was thinking, I don’t re- 
member seeing any of the Dear People about. 

Lady Rosehugh, No; somebody was telling me they had taken to 
playing Polo on bicycles in Hyde Park. So extraordinary of them — 
a place nobody ever goes near now, yon know I 
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THE LAST TOUENAMENT 

(Oe TenniS“IN the North). 

By a Manchester Enthmiast of Termis-tmim 
Tastes and Hibernian Sympathies, 

[*‘Por once in a way the Northern Tournament, 
which has long boasted of being second only to 
Wimbledon, has not proved an unqualified success. 

. . . The withdrawal of Messrs. Piw and Stoker 
must for some time be severely felt by tournaments 
of first-class importance.”— Observer.] 

Ara— “ The Battle of the Baltic,'^ 

Of Tennis in the North, 

Sing the—more or less—renown ! 

But— some champions of worth 
From the netted lists are flown ; 

The G^reat Brethren from the verdant oDiirts 
are gone I 

Once they mustered a brave band, 

Lawtord long, and Lewis grand, 

Whilst the Benshaws, hand o’er hand. 
Smashed-— and won ! 

Now the other— Baddelet— twins 
Have it nearly their own way ; 

And they score repeated wins, 

Though the Allens, too, can play, 

And can send a swift one down the centre line. 
When those twins are on the job 
It is little use to lob. 

Then there ’s Barlow,— bet your bob 
JSeisflne! 

But the might of England flush’d 
In those of>urts of emerald sheen. 

Wllfrii) flew, and H. B. rush’d. — 

Oh I the wearing of the Green I — 

Where is Irish Pm, where Stoker, that great 
gun? 

Thmgh they smashed and volley’d madly. 

The Hibernians murmured sadly, 

“ Faix I Auld Erin ’s beaten— Baddeley 
At this fun I ” 

Then there’s sweet Miss Don again ! 

Oh, how sad it seems, and odd. 

To survey the chalk-marged plain 
In the absence of Miss Don, 

Who they say is wholly given up to Golf 1 1 ! 
Shall the links then lick the Court ? 

Tennis champions run short ? 

And the slaves of the Scotch sport 
Jeer and scoff ? 

True Mahoney and Miss Martin 
Did their best our sport to save ; 

And Miss Cooper took stout part 
In mixed doubles— which was brave : 

But where was Mrs. HiiXYARn, “whom we 
knew ? ” 

(As Ulysses said of him 
In the Shades.) Oh, Stoker, Pm I 
E’en bright Manchester looked dim 
I Missing you I 

Still, joy, Old England, raise! 

For the tidings of your might I 
Yet we hope that Golfimg craze 
Will not come, like a big blight. 

And seduce our Dons and Benshaws any 
more. 

For to mar the sweet content 
Of our Northern Tournament, 

By much time on links misspent 1 

Were a Bore I !! * 











AT A FRENCH HOTEL. 

*Tell him to clean yottr Boots, John— and mine too,” 

‘All rioht. Er— GAR90NO, nettoyez may Bot, si voo plat— et aitssee mah Eam T 


“The Seeley Lecturers.” — ^We have a 
wholesome dread of lecturers generally. Per- 
Imps the more learned the lecturer, the greater 
the boredom^ to the listeners, specially if the 
latter be frivolously inclined. But in any 
case, if lectures must be, then we would 
rather hear a Tf ife lecturer than a Seeley one., 
On second thoughts, the only entertaining 
weloy Lecturer that we know^ is the oue at . 
the Zoo, who discourses on, while exhibiting, ^ 
the seal. 1 


SCRAPS FROM CHAPS. 

Me. H. T. Waddt, the Liberal Candidate, 
has been telling the voters of the Truro-Hel- 
ston division of Cornwall stories about those 
wicked publicans. At one of the bye elections 
they got out posters, which read, “ If you vote 
for the Liquor Traffic BUI, this house will be 
closed,” and displayed them in their premises. 
But the Radical humorist was on the war- 
path, and, having provided himselE with 
copies of the poster, attached them to the 
respective doors of the prison, the lunatic 
asylum, and the workhouse. This was quite 
excellent. But Mr. Waddt might have 
carried the joke a little further, say as far as 
London. There, at all events, the Bill may 
possibly lead to the early closing of one public 


bouse, where business has for some time been 
in a very lad way. This would of course be 
a source of great satisfaction to Mr. Waddt 
— and his leaders. 

In connection with the course of lectures 
given at Truro by Mrs. Thwaites, principal 
of the Liverpool School of Cookery, a large 
company recently dined in the Concert Hall, 
at the invitation of the directors of the Truro 
Gas Company, when the advantages of cook ing 
by gas were put to practical test. Truly there I 
be epicures at Truro who know what ’s what. 
Cooking by G. A. S. must have been a great 
success, and Truro will look forward to a repe- 
tition of this Cock’ j excursion. In any case, 
it will have added to the list of the good 
things it has seen and people it has known, ' 
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BLOWN moMTX^TlJl • 


Opf ihe Blle^ Wednesday 
Afternoon.^ (jot Tip steam, 
weighed anchor and laid onr 
oonrse East hy IS’orth half 
^ South for 'Hamburg. Don 
CgRBiE, whose knowledge of 
ocean life is extensive and 
pecnliar, tells me no well 
regulated ship puts to sea 
without first ascertaining the 
weight of her anchor. Much 
interested at this peep into 
nautical life. But what has 
the weight of the anchor to 
do with the voyage of the 
^ / / j 1 1 \ Tantallon Castle^ or even 

'll with the opening of the 

Baltic Canal? Well, the 
Don is not sure. AnyhoAv. it is an old custom. Sailors are super- 
stitious, and if this preliminary to a voyage were omitted* they 
would turn rusty, and might even want to throw someone overboard. 
So, to prevent possible unpleasantness, the anchor is weighed—** To 
an ounce,” Bon Cijrrte says severely. 

Suppose before we turn m we shall be told how much it weighs. 
Wish I knew what is the average weight of a really good anchor. 
^ awkward if a man comes upon you suddenlv, and says “ The 
anchor weighs just over a ton ” ; or “ What do you think ? the 
anchor turns the scale at fifty-two lbs. ten dwt.” Is one too much, 
and is the other surprisingly little? Haven’t the slightest idea. 
Shall, in either case, say “ Ha ! ” That is, at any rate, non- 
committal, 

Mr. Q-. win know what an anchor ought to weigh in given circum- 
stances. He knows everything. Shall try and find opportunity of 
asking him. 

Hamburg^ Friday^ 5 A.M. — “I am very fond of the German 
tongue,” said the Member for Sark, paying me an early morning 
pyjama-caU, “ The language in which Goethe wrote and Heine 
sang is sacred. StiU, when it is emitted from the throats of half a 
score of steam-whistles, one feels there are limits to passionate 
deare. Have often heard siren song of steam-whistle in and about 
the Thames. That ’s had enough for the sensitive ear. But when it 
comes to steam-whistling in German, you begin to understand why 
people sometimes commit suicide.” 

For my part, I like it. Few things more charming than to he 
wakened at daybreak by a steam-wbistle spluttering in your larboard 
ear. Before you have quite drank in the fulness of the music, another 
shrieks in your starboard ear. Then, far and near, all round the 
harbour, they pop ofi in different keys. Some angry ; some whining ; 
some in anguishing pain ; some mocking ; some wailing ; one inge> 
nious contrivance, moved by a master-band, managing to imitate a 
burst of maniacal laughter, in which, if you didn’t bury your head 
in the pillow, you feel you must join. 

Then there ’s the effect on the man on deck. Don’t know who^ he 
is ; fancy he must be the Supercargo. At first shriek of the earliest 
whistle, he puts on the heaviest boots (those with the clump of steel 
at the toes, the wedges of iron at the heel, and fat-headed naHs all 
over the sole). He gives preliminary stamp precisely over your head ; 
all right ; steam-wSstle shrieks ; others respond ; Supercargo is off ; 
stamps to and fro just the length of the deck immediately over your 
berth; leaps up height of two feet ; drops exactly over your head; 
steam-whistles go faster; Supercargo clatters off; fetches from 
somewhere a plank, a rough-hewn plank studded with nails ; this 
he dashes on the deck over your head ; got the range to a nice^ ; 
never misses; steam-whistles go off simultaneously; maddenmg 
effect on Sapercargo; he rages to and fro, charges over your berth, 
hanging the plank with mad delight. You get out of your berth, 
dash to side ; just going to plunge over ; when duartermaster seizes 
you and leads you back to cabin, looking you in. 

And Sark says he doesn’t care for early morning effects in 
Hamburg harbour I 


Saturday Morning,- Steaming down Elbe, meaning to anchor at its 
mouth. (Hot at its elbow, as Sark told the pilot. Pilot didn’t see 
joke. Stared at him, and said, “ITamf” which made Sark look 
foolish.) Last night citizens of Hamburg entertained us at dinner. 
Banquet spread in what they oaU^ the Zoologischer Garten. Odd 
how the way of pronouncing a familiar word grows upon some people 
after dinner. 

Feeding time seven. Ho extra charge to the public, who are kept 
outside. Excellent dinner ; but general arrangement more suited to 
time of Methuselah than our shorter-lived day. Sat doyro at 7.30 ; 
finished by 11.30. Peculiarity of menu was the interpolation of cold 
speeches among the hot dishes. As soon as we swallowed 
our Klare Schildkrdtensuppe^ and toyed with our Forellen^ 
hlau mit Buttery Chairman rose and proposed toast to Emperor. 
Hext came on the table (sideways, of course) Helgoldnder hummer 
auf am&rihanische Art, Before the dish was removed, another 
gentleman on his legs proposing health of Mr. G. Sj on through the 
meal: first a bite and sap, then a speech. Practice interesting, j 
though apt to induce a coolness on part of some of the dishes. Sup- ! 
pose cook calculates that gentlemen proposing particular toast will j 
speak for ten minutes ; he takes twenty, or, if of a fearless nature, 
half an hour. Where ’s your next dish ? Why, cold or burnt. Hor 
can system be recommended on score of economy. Conseouence of 
sitting through four hours dining off sort of speech-sandwich, is that 
you begin to get hungry again. The absent-minded man, offered an 
ice, says he usually begins his dinner with soup. If two hundred 
follow his example, and insist upon going all through the dinner 
again, it is not only embarrassing, but becomes costly. 

Off Jutlandy Sunday, -‘Yioia. Cijerie last nigbt gave return banquet 
on Tantallon Castle to Hamburgers. Done in princely style. Over 
two Imu^ed sat 

s^^deSin^eecb, 

pup^have,^ing /WA 

pars, heard new- | M ^ 

would be hard for 

even bis^ecord to ' fl 

IeHvered\mid 

dance on deck. 

The waltzing and Mr. Bunch regrets to hear (from a thoroughly [un]- 
polkaing common- reliable source) that some confusion has been caused at 
place enough. But Kiel owing to the great physical resemblance between 
pretty to see John his representative on the Tuntallm CastU and His 
Lin& M.P. and Majesty the German Emperor!! In fact, 
the Lord* OE the doubts are expressed as to which of the two it was 

ISLBS do a sword 

dance, whilst Rntsiiz, M.F., like them, clad in national garb, played 
the bagpipes. This struck the German guests more than anything. 
Their papers full of it. ^ 

Copenhageny Tuesday, — King and ^ueenof Denmark, with rest of 
Eoyal Family, had day out to-day. Came aboard Tantallon Castle 
for lunobeon. 
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“ You talk about your Rosliervilles, cher Tobee,*^ Ms Majesty said, 
as we smoked cigars with our coffee ; “but to my mind, the place to 
spend a happy day is the Tantallon CaBtUP 
“ There is,” I said, “the drawback of the absence of shrimps. But 
then even kings cannot have every thirg.” 

“True, Tobeb,” said the grandfather of our kings-to-be and of 
other people’s. And for a moment the royal brow was “ sickKed 
o’er with pale cast of thought.” 

It cleared as he caught sight of our two rival Kodakesses, who had 
simultaneously got him in focus. Pretty to see Xing arrange his 
hair, give little twist to moustache, and assume look of abstraction, 
just as common people do when they suspect someone is taking a 
snap-shot at them. As Sibk says, “One snap of the Kodak makes 
the whole world kin.” 

Oddly enough, there were speeches at the luncheon. Mr. 0. 
having got his hand (or rather Ms voice) in at mouth of the Elbe, 
delivered two charming addresses. One in proposing health of King 
and 4aeen of Denmabk, the other in responding to toast to his own 
health, given by King. A new thing this for Old Parliamentary 
Hand to serve as after-dinner speaker. Listening to his graceful, 
gracious phrases, one almost regrets he should have given up so 
much time to Irish Land Bills, Home Rule, and the like. 

After luncheon a stroll on deck, and, incidentally, a memorable 
scene. In addition to the Kodakesses, who have taken everyone on 
board, except each other, we have a regular artist with a camera. 
Don CuRBiE, having a moment to spare, thought he would have his 
' likeness taken. Got into position ; operator’s head under the cloth 
tiYing ’ Mm; in another moment it would have been done. As 
Shakspeabe wrote long ago, “Nothing escapes the eye of royal 
i Denmark.” The King, seeing what was going on, quietly led up the 
Q,ueen, and stood by her in focus : the rest of the Iloyal Family, as 
our toast lists have it, closed in, forming a group near the Don ; and 
when the astonished orerator removed the cap and exposed the plate 
he found upon it the Royal Family of Denmark and one simple High- 
land gentleman distinguished in such company by his plain estate. 

In afternoon, Don Cuekie having entertained Kings and Clueens 
and Crown Princes, threw open all the gangways of the ship to the 
people of Copenhagen. They flocked in by hundreds, increasing to 
thousands. In endless streams they passed along the decks peering 
and poking their noses into every nook and cranny. On upper deck 
they had a great find. Sitting in his state cabin, with door open, 

was Mr. G. reading 

_ _ » about the Yikings in 

r their own tongue, 

- ' which he has lately 

^ ^1 j'j M I'l added to his list of 

noticing. Crowd 
M M w growing unmanage- 
able with ever-in- 
creasing numbers, a 

^ rigged out ropes, and 

s=- made sort of hand- 
guarding either 
j cabin, keeping 

back crowd. But it 
filled the deck all 
I'iWST' through the after- 

uoon, ever changing, 

< \ ^ ^ w in its 

J ' \ - o ]?as8ionate,yetpa1ient 

\ \ \ \ \ \- . desire to catch a' 

' ' V\^ glimpse of that figure 

An admirable spot for a little quiet reading, in the cabin, that went 
although perhaps the firing does make it a leetle on reading, as if the 
difficult to concentrate one’s thoughts wholly upon -^orld outside were a 
the matter in hand. mere wnlderness, 

Wednesdat/,—At Kiel. Harbour aud approaches fiUed with fleets 
of all nations, every ship bristling with guns, and longing to he at 
somthody. For the clofing years of the nineteenth century of the 
Christian Era, this is, as Sabk says, most eroouraging.. It is the 
completest achievement, the proudest thing civihsationhas to show us. 





















Fboh the Manchester Guardian — 

S IR CHARLES HALLE’S CHOIR PICNIC. FINAL REHEARSAL and 
for TICKETS at Messrs. &c. 

How is a picnic rehearsed ? 


HIS IDEA OF IT. 

Naiive. “Is’x NO A paitt-likb black this tab be takin’ a 
VIEW ? Thebe 's no nabthino tab be seen foe the Tubes. Noo, 

IF TB WAS TAB OANO TAB THE TAP O’ KnOCKCEEGOAN, THAT WAD 
SET YE FINE 1 Yb CAN SEE IlVB COONTIBS FBAB THEBE 1” 

THE LEADING MOTIVE OF THE “W. 0,,” WITH VARIATIONS. 

The General Idea [supplied at Tall Mall)^ That, although the 
British Army costs (exclusive of extras) £57 per man, the War 
Office is the best bureau in the world. The establishments over 
which the Secretary of State and the Commander-in-Chief preside, 
are necessarily incapable of improvement, as they are absolutely 
perfect. This being so, nothing more need, can, and should he said. 

Commentary No* 1 [su^liea by Printing House Square), That 
the General Idea of the War Office is ridiculous. That were Pall 
Mall to he occupied by the staff of a merchant’s office, the nation 
would be saved millions, and the £57 (exclusive of extras) per man 
arrangement would soon be regarded as an extravagant product of 
the wasteful past. . mi . • • 

Commentary No, 2 [supplied by a military writer). That civi- 
lians cannot possibly know anything about the working of a 
Government Office. As Pall Mall says it is perfect, it is to be pre- 
sumed that it is. “^y not leave well aJbne? And as for £57 (exclu- 
sive of extras) per man, why, is not that arrangement less than £60? 

Commentary No, 3 [supplied anonymously). Opinion of military 
writer not worth the paper containing it. Look abroad. Does the 
foreign service cost £57 per man, exclusive of extras? Not at all. 
Then what can he done on the Continent, can, and should be done in 
England. 

Commentary No, 4 [suprlied by the working ^classes). What ! pay, 
£57 (exclusive of extras) for a soldier ? Much better abolish the 
Army, and reduce the price of beer ! . ^ 

Commentary No, 5 and last [supplied Private Thomas Atkins), 
What, 1 cost £57 a year, exclusive of extras! Well, all I can say 
is, that precious little of the money or the perquisites gets into my 
pockets ! Worse luck to it ! 

Mrs, R. on the Political Situation. '—“What’s this I hear 
about Mr. G. ?” inquired Mrs.^ E. “ That he is returning to the 
House in town, and giving up his Villiers in the country ? ” 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON GE EARIVABL 


[Junk 29, 1895. 





UNLUCKY SPEECHES. 

‘*Mant Happy Ketuens of the Day I” says the bashfitii Jones to pair Bride on the occasion of her Third Marriage. 


AES EST CELAEE NATTJEAM. 

The Grennan Emperor hayiag: expressed a wish to visit a non- 
I existing: island at Hamburg, the tasteful citizens have constructed 
I one by means of wirework, canvas, plaster, and cement. 

It is stated that the Sultan is bored by the Bosphorus. The whole 
surface of the water will therefore be covered with planks, painted 
green, to represent meadows. 

The King of the Belgians is said^ to have remarked that Brussels 
would be improved by a distant view of the sea. The municipal 
authorities propose to cover the high ground, seen from the palace 
windows, with tin-foil. It is hoped that this will give the efEect of 
the sea gleaming in the sunshine. 

The President of the French Hepublie having thought that it 
would he a pleasing compliment to Russia if some specimens of 
Russian architecture could ha erected iu Paris, it is believed that the 
Commissmi des Monuments Historiques will cover the Louvre with 
laths and canvas, painted to repre«?ent the Kremlin, and by similar 
means will transform the Champs Elysees into the Nevsky Prospect, 
and will give to Kotre Dame the appearance of the forts at Cronstadt 

The Khedive has expressed an opinion that the Pyramids look old 
and shabby. If the English and French government will authorise 
the expenditure, the whole surface of the stone will be made perfectly 
smooth, will be painted and grained in imitation of oak, and wiU 
finally be varnished. The face of the Sphinx wiU be washed, and wUl 
then he used for an advertisement of an English soap. The enormons 
rent paid for this will be added to the Khedive’s pocket money. 

The dueen of Holland is dissatisfied with the fiat surroundings of 
the Hague. It has been pointed out to Her Mjjesty that the city 
contains a hill, called, we believe, the Vijverberg, which rises at 
least three feet above the level of the sea, but she has replied that 
this is not enough. It is therefore proposed to surround the whole 
city with a gigantic panorama of the Bernese Oberland, 

The other day the King of Spain perceived a reflection of the moon 
in a pond, and was much annoyed when his attendants faUed to bring 
it to him. It has now been arranged that all the ponds in the neigh- 
bourhood shall ooutmn au aluminium moon, which can he puUed out 
by a specially appointed Grandee of Spain, if commanded by Hrs 
Majesty, 


“ B-O-M-B-BOMB 1 ” 

Friday, June 21, The Dake of Cambridge resigned his Com- 
mander-in-Chieftaincy, and the Government was suddenly scattered 
hy a Brodrich Patent Cordite Exploder which reduced the 
Secretary of War’s salary hy a hundred pounds. 

** A hundred pounds ! 

Ha ! Thou hast touched me nearly.” 

The Critic, 

The Witness Protection Society and General Legal Reform Union 
has been holding its Annual General Meeting. Among the numerous 
objects of this estimable body the chief appears to be to protect wit- 
nesses in law courts from insult by counsel. Captain Parkis, having 
expressed himself as willing, was voted to the chair, and the mem- 
bers settled down to have a good time. “Heated discussion,” 
“further disturbance,” and a well- sustained fire of “ protests,” lent 
an air of gaiety to the proceedings, which cnlminated in “various 
gentlemen abusing one another across the table.” With such excel- 
lent practice, the members of the W. P. S. G. L. R. U. should be 
: able to hold their own in court. The Bar trembles. Even the Bench 
feels a little uneasy, 

L-ckw-d, no longer drawing, will be drawn. 

Even the piercing eye of Cl-rkb will qnail, 

C-RS-N he ‘^spacheless,” G-ll will almost fawn, 

And sturdy W-bst-b falter and turn pale, 

Because the witness, taking heart of grace, 

Will “ go for him” with candour strangely new, 

And brandish, cross-examined, in his face 
TheW. P. S. G. L. R. U.! 

“Memorable Sayings and Historical Events.”— There must | 
now be added to the long list Sir William Harcoubt’s languidly 
jocose remark on Friday ni^ht last. “ Thank Heaven,” he is re- 
ported to have said, “there is one night on which we need not fear 
a crisis.” And while yet the laugh was on their lips, the heUs 
rang, and subsequently the Four Tellers announced what could not 
have been Fore-told. And who laughs last ? 
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WILLIAM! AHOY!” 

come ashore from ''The Stormy JPetreV^), “AVAST THERE MESSMATES t THE 

2® ’'™'' “ ^ siEEPLE-HiUKD We m S 

nAl OF KE.INDNE8S," &o., &o. ''Messmates’’ "avast” aeecrdingly. 

*** ^•” lus pair Mr. Tillibbs in order to keep « an open mind” on tke Welsli Disestablishment Question. 
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ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

Mbssbs. AsKWEieHT, Cttmtiffb, and Wariteb have received 
their bines from the Captain of the Oxford University Eleven. In 
other words, these gentlemen will help to 
represent their University in the cricket 
match against Cambridge. My congratnla- 
tions, though they come late, are none the 
^ W less hearty and sincere. Can any years of 

success in after life efface the memory or 
outrival the delight of that crowded moment 
of glorious life which comes to a young man 
when his Captain tells him he may get his 
^1^6? Thenceforward he is made one with 
the great company of old blues, who year by 
year meet and exchange reminiscences, the 
M honour of his University is in his hands, his 

^ father becomes less rigorous in his financial 

views, and his mother is confirmed in her 
opinion that her darling is the brightest 
and best and handsomest of created beings. 
These keen joys come but once in a lifetime, and only to a few. 

That man’s a good bat who can time, judge, and mark right 
The baU as it flies from the right hand of Aekwbight. 

And the Oxford men cheer as they see the stumps fall 
When the Magdalen bowler delivers the ball. 

“ My team,” said G-. Mokdatjbt, “ requires only one lift ; 

If I get it the Cantabs may go and be Cnnliffed.” 

And I think he was wise in awarding, don’t you, 

To this tricky left-handed young bowler his blue. 

And lastly the Captain, he put in his thumb, 

Eor he very much wanted to pull out a plum : 

“ I have it,” he cried, like a modern Jack Horner, 

And he promptly scored one as he pulled out Plum Waenek. 

When I was a freshman at Cambridge (eheufugaces I) I remem- 
ber being both impressed and terrified at having pointed out to me 
a tutor pi* a certain College who was said to be the hero of a Baccha- 
nalian incident. The story went that the tutor, returning from 
some feast with a party of friends, f eU, by mischance, into one of the 
narrow streams of water that flow at the side of the Cambridge 
streets. Striking out vigorously, he shouted, “ Save the rest, I can 
swim.” Ko doubt the story is still told, for the supposed hero of it 
is still alive. Indeed, when a caricature of him was published some 
years ago in Vanitj/ Fair^ the biography by Jehu Juhioe closed 
with the words, “He can swim.’' Yet the story, as affecting 
Mr. Dash, of Blank College, is manifestly false, for it is older than 
the century. The curious may find it in its original form in the 
lately published volume of S. T. Coleridge's letters. The poet 
relates it of an undergraduate of his day who had taken part in a 
drunken revel. 

But the ways of stories are at all times inscrutable. I have 
myself— I confess it without a blush— deliberately invented and 
spread abroad a story about a semi-public dinner. I did so merely 
because it struck me as containing dements of humour. Besides, it 
not only might have happened, but ought to have happened. A j ear 
or two later six gentlemen, who had been present when the incident 
did not occur, related it back to me, each one with a little special 
embellishment of his own. Some of them were magistrates, most of 
them were fathers of families, and all were honourable men. Yet 
they were all prepared to stake their reputations on the absolute 
veracity of this myth : and, what is even more curious, they retailed 
it to its inventor and disseminator. 

Lytham is troubled, I read that “ the musical attractions at the 
Pier Pavilion have been fairly patronised, and dancing on the pier is 
to be resumed.” This latter attraction, it appears, has not met with 
the entire approval of the Lytham pwple, who contend that it will 
bring Lytham into disrepute. * ‘ The HatepaYors’ Association have had 
the matter under consideration, and have disclaimed any connection 
with the innovation. The directors, however, have had the question 
under discussion, and have decided to continue the dancing.” 

S\iD the pier-man to the tourist, “ Lo, the tide is flowing free ; 
Won’t you come and join the dancers in our Temple by the sea ? 

See how mazily the Harries and the Harriets advance. 

Will you won’t you, will you won’t you, won’t you join the dance ? 

“ We have corners, flutes and fiddles, and we always play in time, 
^d the triangles at intervals triangidarly chime. 

Hark, the bold bassoon is booming, every dancer gets a chance. 

Come and trip it, pretty tourist, in our gay Pavilion dance,” 

But the tourist paused amoment ; then addressed the pier-man, “Brute, 
Such proceedings bring poor Lytham into awful disrepute, 


Besides, I ’m here for pleasure, and I do not want to prance, 

As the rest of them are doing, in your gay alfresco dance.” 

And the ratepayers considered it, and angrily replied, 

“There is another shore, you know, upon the other side : 

Take your dancers far from England, take them bodily to France ; 
We disclaim the least connection, and we will not join your dance.” 

I NOTE from a correspondence in The Scotsman that a considerable 
amount of feelinghas been aroused by the erection of the new Forth 
British Hailway Hotel in Princes Street. Lord Wemyss, apparently, 
has declared not only that it will spoil the view, but also that it wiB. 
“ pierce the vault of heaven.” Another correspcmdent adds that it 
will have “a Jennerised, unreposeful front.” That ought to settle 
the matter at once. Someone else complains of “those terrible 
advertisements of drugs and fluid beef which extend in gigantic 
letters along the side of the lower part of the Carlton Hill, and which 
catch the unwilling eye of anyone looking from the Bridges, from the 
Mound, and indeed from any part of the Old Town.” What with 
advertisements of drugs and nuid beef, and a new hotel possessing a 
Jennerised, unreposeful front, obviously Edinburgh is in a bad way. 

Mr. C. J. Walton, of Wolverhampton, writes to the Birmingham 
Daily Gazette with reference to a recent appeal on behalf of the 
victims of the ‘ ‘ Liberator ” frauds. ‘ ‘ I fail entirely to see,” he says, 
“ how a member of the Church of England can be expected to make 
the slightest sacrifice (except on the principle of Christian charity), 
seeing that the whole idea of the ‘Liberator ’ scheme was to find 
funds for the agitators whose sole aim was the robbery and destruc- 
tion of the Church of England as a national institution, and to get 
hold of its funds for secular and non-religious purposes.” Dear me, 
dear me, how strange, how terrible, how muddle-headed. This poor 
politician has evidently got mixed up between the Liberator and the 
“Liberation Society.” Let him take the hint, and send in his 
subscription. 

OUE BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Tss Convict Ship^ Clark Bussell’s latest novel (Chatto and 
WiNDUS), is redolent of the sea. There is no writer, not forgetting 
Marrtat, who has such close companionship with the sea in its 
multiple forms and its many moods. The temptation to transfer 
some of the ever-varying pictures of the 
sea which sparkle in these pages is great 
but must be resisted. Here is a glimpse of 
night at sea, chosen not because it is best, 
but because it is shortest : — 

mighty shadow of the ocean night was 
majestic and awful, with the wild, fiashful 
colouring of lightning in the south, and the 
1 dustlike multitude of stars over the three 

glooming spires of our ship.*’ 

One would suppose that, sitting down to 
/\VW y ^ write, Clark Kussell had j ust come home 

/ r / 1 / \ \ ® foreign, or at least lived his 

somewhere within sight and sound of 
/ ^ /in the sea. The pity of it is, my Baronite 

/a®/ tells me, that tms inccmpaiable student of 

the sea, of ships that go down upon the 
waters, and of those who people them, lies 
at anchor on his sofa in an inland town. He has not looked upon 
the sea for a dozen years, nor smelt its hrine, nor watched a ship 
coming or going. This makes the more marvellous the power of 
description of sea life in all its forms here displayed. Beyond this 
special gift, fascinating to some people, Mr. Bussell has a story 
to tell, a good stout sea story, full of life and adventure, through 
the devious movements of which we meet real men and one woman. 
Eemembering that Clark Bussell now ranks as a veteran novelist, 
it is pleasant to bear testimony to the fact that he seems to have saved 
his best wine to the last. The Convict Ship is, take it from stem to 
stern, the best work he has yet turned out. The B. De B.-W. 

“ F.B.”— Glasgow will have to look after its parks. Here is the 
Town Council actually dreaming of “ feuing ” some of “ the recently- 
acquired Camphill grounds ” for building purposes I These grounds 
belong to the people, and adjoin the South Side Park, and “the 
amenity of that park would be destroyed ” by building operations. 
One protester says South Side Park is the prettiest in Glasgow, and 
“ more like the London parks, which I regard as the finest in the 
kingdom.” Thanks, worthy Scot I The view of it, “as seen 
through the railings in the PoUokshaws Boad,” reminds him of 
“the fine view of Hyde Park which is to be bad through the railing 
in that busy and lovely thoroughfare — Oxford Street.” Thanks 
again, thrice worthy Piet I But Oxford Street a “ lovely thorough- 
fare ” — ^weU. I At any rate, the Glasgow Bailies when next they are 
disposed to “feu,” should think of the “ Many” instead. 
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RHYME FOR RECORD-MAKERS. 

Rattle-tt, rattle-it, “Biking” 
man; 

Make ns a “record” as fast as 
yon can ; 

Soore it, and print it as large as 
life, 

And someone will “cnt” it ere 
yon can say knife ! 


Germaht Aim Feancb at the 
Theatbbs.— C apital fun at Dbh- 
EioiAirus's Drnry Lane, by the 
Ducal Conrt Company. Farcical 
Comedy, Hasemanh’s Tdehter, 
played by the Ducal Creatures. 
How we have been going it in the 
theatrical world! Saba in 
French! Dttse in Italian! and 
now the clever people of Saze- 
Coburg - and - Gotha (“ Ton ’ll 
Go-tha and see ’em ! ”) to finish 
with. By the wav, Saha not to 
be b^ten by anybody as La Tosca, 
Fascinating and terrible as ever. 
In the knue, corpse, and candle 
scene, awfuu Fine play, but— 
“ Horrible ! Most horrible ! ” 
duite comforting, when curtain 
descends on that Act, to remem- 
ber that “ it ’a only purtendin’. ” 

A srPTOiTLAR entry was on Tues- 
day, June 18, made in Mr. Ingle- 
eield’s visitors’ (House of Com- 
mons) book. “ Mr. Disraeu— 
Mr. Glabstohe.” It was Mr. C. 
Disraeli introducing as a visitor 
a Mr. Gladstone of Liveipool. 
A ve^ “ singular entry ” indeed, 
had it been the ghost of Big Ben 
himself! 

Dr. W , Grace’s FavoxtriteI 
Dish.— “ Batter pudding.” 



I MERRY MAY OUR KIEL CROW I 

(By a Wee German Laddie). 
Air — Ihe Keel Row / ” 

As I sailed through the Baltic, 
The Baltic, the Baltic, 

As I sailed through the Baltic, 

I heard a German sinjf , 0 1 
“ Merry may our Eiel grow, 
Our Kiel grow, our Kim grow, 
With ships from sea to sea, 0 ! 

“ The Yaterland reposes, 

As though on beds of roses, 

Whilst we hold uv our noses. 
Among the Kaval Powers, 0 ! 
Merry may our Kiel grow, &c. 

“ The Frank desires to mizzle, 
His Panama ’s a fizzle. 

Btjll, in his land of drizzle. 

Is jealous as can be, 0 1 [&c.” 

But merry may our Kiel grow, 


A LITTLE KNOWLEDGE,” &o. 


Sissy. “Mamma, does Lemi-toilettb mean Half-drsssed, like 
Mbs. Robins is when she comes herb to Dinner ? 


Mr. F. J. Horniman, F.R.G.S., 
tea-merchant, has accepted the in- 
vitation to oppose Mr. Cavendish 
Bentinck, Conservative M.P., for 
the united borough of Penryn, 
Flushing, and Falmouth. It is 
anticipated, says the Western 
Daily Mercury^ that he will 
make a good candidate. Certainly 
he ought to be able to suit the con- 
stituency to a T, unless i t c ontinues 
faithful to its Cavendish, in 
which case his candidature will 
end in smoke. Mr. Horniman, 
no donht, will welcome an early 
general election, because the 
longer he stands the greater pro- 
spect of his getting what school- 
boys call a “tannin’.” 

Hew Song.— “ Goodness' iYo«e,” 
By the author of “ Beauty s 
Bves"l! 


CHATS WITH THE CHILDREN. 

A COMIC RAILWAT JOURNEY. 

Brunes-Brism. And now, my dear charges, I trust you have 
utiksed the hour that has been hypothecated to enjoyment profitably. 

Bmly. Indeed we have, dear governess. I have read to my 
brother and sister a most amnsing acconnt of a railway traveller who 
wished to get from Bangor to Euston in five honrs, and was baffled 
m the well-intentioned attempt by the clever ingenuity of the rail- 
way companies ! 

Miss Brunes-Brism, You refer, no donht, to the gentleman who, 
left Bangor at 7.55, reached Llandudno at 8.5, ColwynBay 
at 8.41, Abergele at 8.52. Rhyl at 9.2, and Chester at 9.56. 

Yes, dear Miss Prxjnes-Prism ; and it is at that point 
the tun of the railway compames came in. Having arrived at 9.56 
he found that the tram for London had already left. It was timed 
to d^art for the metropolis exactly one minute before the arrival of 
his tram at 9 55 ! 

Indeei dwr governesB, the story is vastly eEtertaininir. 
there is a timikr ^an^ement at Crewe Junction. At that 
centre ot popularity a tram arrives from a provincial source at 10.48 
just one mmute later than the advertised lime for the departure of 
the Loudon tram. Those who have the framing of these traffic 
arrangements must he wags of the first water ! 

Miss Brunes-Brism. Ko doubt they are. And now, my dear 

Charles. I should recommend him to walk, 

^ my dear child, that your counsel 
1 .sound. And now, my dear charges, having enjoyed onr 
chat, let p return with renewed energy to the consideration of the 
principal mcidents of Magna Charta. 

Sbeies to Sumebd “The PBmnr PoEis.”-“lhe-TuppennT- 
HaMnny Poetasters.” To include the lays of the Logrollerites, 
and the leading aspirants to the Lanreateship. 


ENCOEB YERSE. 

{See Song, “ The Two Oraces," in last week's " PuKch.”) 

ttn the first inuiogs of the Jubilee Match, “I Zinrari wrm Gentlemen 
of England,” ^V. G. Gkaoe, San., scored 34, and W. Q. Geacb, Juu,, 79]. 

SiTS the young "W. G. to the old W. G., 

Seventy-nine, my potent pater, Seventy-nine ! ” 

Says the old W. G, to the young W. G., 

‘ Tlwt beats mine, sonny William, that beats mine ! 

A. G. Sibel does little cricket, but he made hay of my wicket ; 
we used to ruu the score up, he and I, long ago ! 

But I told pu you would do itjif you only dared stick to it ; 

And we know^ we old ’uns, William ; yes, we know ! ” 

Tb^re has been muob excitement in Sheffield about the School 
Board, The unsectarian party had a chance of converting a minority 
of one into a majority of the same extent, owing to the retirement 
OT one Church member, and the serious illness of another, Father 
Burke, who was thereby prevented from attending the Board 
meeting for the election of a new member. Mr. Charles Hobson, 
however, refused to take advantage of an accident to reverse for the 
next t^ and a half the policy of the Board laid down by a 
majority of the ratopayers, and chose what he considered the better 
part of pairmg with Father Burke. Therefore was the chairman 
enable^ give a casting vote in favour of the Church candidate. 
But Hobsons Choice’; has not pleased his candid friends, who 

j* and say, that it is “ not war,” nor even magnificent. The 
blades must needs keep np tbe credit of their native place by making 
cutting remarks. They come from Sheffield. 

Who Threw ItP 

Jot in the Church, confusion in the chapel, 

And contradictory clamour everywhere ! 

It may be questioned if the Eris-apple 
Gendered more strife than “Mr, GLADSTONE’s,Pair.’^ 
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BAS the Club Sweep,” 253 
A-dress by Mr. Speaker, 232 
Advantage of being Consistent (The), 121 
Advertisement Extraordinary, 113 
Advertisement Fiend (The), 301 
Advisability of not being brought up in 
a Handbag (The), 107 
After the Play, 561 
Alter Whitsuntide, 274 
“ Alas, poor Yorick 1 ” 165 
All the Difference, 101, lfc9, 219 
Anacreontics for All, 178 

A^ B. at the a!, 220 

Architect to his Wife (The), ' 09 
'Airy and the Battersea Park Lady 
Cb'clists, 285 

’Arry and the New Woman, 2f 0 
'Arry on Derby Day, 268 
'Arry on the Season, 298 
Ars est Celare Naturam, 808 

“ Art is Long 69 

Artistic *• Frost” (An), 87 
As Broad as Long, 269 
Ascent of Man (The), 277 
Ascot, 289 

* ' As Simple as Italian,” 288 

At a Yeomanry Eeview, 280 

At the Banquet, Saturday, May 4, 221 

At the Old Masters, 69 

Awful Bevelations, 148 

Baby’s Diary, 209 

Bail Up 1 129 

Ballad of the Unsurprised Judge, 167 
Bar None 1 97 

Battle of Eastbourne (The), 216 
Battle of Evesham (The), 68 
“ Better late than never,” 183 
Between the Lines, 244 
Bismarck’s Birthday, 169 
Black Magic, 48 

Blind Allegories, 184, 196, 208, 226 
Bold J.H. Taylor, 298 
“ Bon jour, Pnilippine 1 ” 18 
Bonnie W. G., 29 
Bookmakers on the Beach, 256 
Boot-bills of Narcissus (The), 101 
Bould Soger Boys at Islington (The), 265 
Boys and Girls come out to— Panto- 
mime, 35 

“ Brains for Cash,” 217 
Bubbles from the Baltic, 804 
Bye-Election Lay (A), 154 
Cabinet Council Record (A), 105 
Cabinet Secret (A), 35 
Carmencita, 204 
Century of Centuries (A), 241 
Chats with the ChEdren, 810 
Check 1 141 , 

Chino-Japanese Calendar (A), 181 
Chronicles of a Rural Parish, 5, 24, 84 
Circling the Square, 188 
Cock and BuU Story (A), 165 


Coming Charge (A), 288 

Comyns and the Coin’s of Arthur (The),[37 

Concerning a Misused Term, 177 

Courtly Quadrupeds, 187 

Coy Clients, 67 

Dandy Afghan Khan (The), 27 
Daudet I 270 
Death in the Cup, 24 
Decadent Lover of Fiction (The), 66 
Derby and Joan, 63 
Derby Dialogue (A), 266 
Discovery of London (The), 257 
Disturbed I 114 
“ Divided Duty" (A), 30 
Doing a Cathedral, 1€0 
Dramatic Common Senser-ship (The), 136 
Dramatic Family Likeness, 205 
Dream of the New Woman (A), 17 
Drink Question (The), 217 
Easter ’Oliday (An), 186 
Easy Chair (The), 138 
Ecuador Bondholder’s Song (The), 101 
' Election Address (An), 145 
Encore Verse, 310 

Essence of Parliament, 71, 88, 95, 107, 
119, 131, 155, 167, 179, 191, 216, 227, 
289, 261, 268, 275, 300 
Expeetedness, 282 

Fair Children in Grafton Street, 231 
Farming of the Future (The), 117 
Feeling Protest (A), 69 
Pilia pulchra. Mater pulchrior, 209 
Pine Summer Day’s Outing (A), 297 
First Step (A), 208, 226 
Plirtgirl’s Reply (The), 168 
“ For this relief, much thanks I ” 508 
French Amnesty (The), 68 
Friend at a Pinch (A), 216 
From Corinto to Heme Bay, 226 
Prom the Queer and Yellow Book, 58 
“ Full Speed ahead 1 ” 185 
Game of Draughts (The), 149 
Glad New Year (A), 5 
Goose and the Eagle (The), 287 
Graceful Tribute (Tbe), 294 
Hard Frost (The), 78 
Hard Lines, 85 
Hard to (L. C.) 0., £0 
Hexameters to Date, 198 
Higher Criticism (The), 186 
Hints to Skaters on Etiquette and De- 
portment, 73 

His Favourite Subject, 207 
History repeats itself, 171 
Hopeless Case (A), 118 
How (of course) it is not done, 260 
flow to control and rectify Public 
Opinion, 177 

How to Write an Extra Number, 9 
In Praise of the Triangle, 169 * 

Interesting Invalid (The), 61 
Interviewer’s Vade Mecum (The), 112 
In the Cause of Chari^, 88 


In the Court of Common Sense, 124 
“ In the Name of Profit— Togs 1 ” 274 
Introspective Bard (The), 154 
Irit*h Astronomy, 309 
Jar in the China Shop (The), 195 
John stands Aloof, 2i0 
John Stuart Blackie, 153 
“‘Key-note ’-orious Mis. Ebbsmith,”148 
Kind Inquiry (A), 287 
Knight of the Willow (A), 274 
La Diva at Daly’s, 2t7 
Lament (A), 285 
Last Tournament (The), 803 
Latest Craze (The), 198 
Latest from Sol (The), 167 
Laureate Society (The), 47 
Law in Blank, 232 
Lay of the Bimetallist (The), 129 
Lay of the Little Minority (The), 189 
Learned Welsh Goat (The), 90 
Leeds Leads ! 245 
Letters from the Shades, 142 
Letter to a Debutante, 46 
“ Light Fantastic " (The), 78 
Lines in Pleasant Places, 67, 191 
“ Literature and Art," 118 
Literary “ Food and Feeding,” 180 
Little Change (A), 287 
Little Mopsemann, 62, 64, 76 
“London and Liverpool — little and 
good,” 253 

Lord Randolph Churchill, 59 
Loss of Richmond Hill (The), 263 
Loss of the Gallery (The), 217 
Man and the Maid, 291 
March Thought, 112 
May Day, 205 
May Meeting (A), 288 
“ Meat J Meat I ” 54 
Meeting a very Old Friend, 161 
Menu A la Mode (The), 333 
Merry may our Kiel grow 1 810 
Minor Poetry in the Sere and Yellow 
Leaf, 178 

Mismanaged Accident (A), 181 

Missed Chance (A), 299 

Moan in May time (A), 261 

Model Remodelled (A), 273 

Modem Buyer (The), 213 

Modern Eclogue (A), 61 

Modern Theatre Laugh (The), 4 

Modes and Metals, 238 

Mr. Punch at a Picture Show, 3 ^9 

Mr. Punch Welcomes the New Year, 1 

Mib. A.*s’at Home, 77 

Mrs. Bloomer, 86 

“ Music hath Charms,” 147 

My Influenza, 337 

My Partner, 135 

My Petty Jayne 1 29 

My Pipe, 20i 

Naval Architecture, 299 

Neuralgia, 287 


New Chivalry (The), 168 

New Conductor (The), 198 

New English Ait Club (The), 186 

New Gallery Queries, 227 

New Hen (The), 138 

New Year, 4 

New Year Notions, 4 

New Year’s Day Dream (The), 16 

Ninety Year 1 219 

Nocturne in Noodledom (A), 287 

Non-Capitalist's Vade Mecum (The), 73 

Not done yet, 174 ► 

Notes from a Patient’s Diary, 567 
Notices to Correspondents, 23 
Now we 're Furnished I 299 
Ode to a (London) “ Lark," 229 
Ode to an Overcoat, 260 
Odyllic Force, 37 
Of the Art of Tobogganing, ICO 
“ Oh, my prophetic Soul, my Punchius 1 ” 
269 

Old Ferryman’s New Fare (The), 6 
“ Old Master’s " Growl (An), 9 
On the New Statue, 288 
Operatic Notes, 245, 267, 269, 281, 293, 301 
Original Aryan to the Professor (The), 136 
Ostrich Feathers. J03 
Our Booking-Office, 21, 29, 48, 60, 61, 77, 
98, 105, 132, 129, 164, 165, 178, 185, 193, 
207, 269, 231, 293, 809 
Our Next little Battle, 189 
“ Over I ” 323 

Overheard Fragment of a Dialogue, 24 
0. W. Vade Mecum (The), 85 
Party Politics, 198 

“ Penny plain— hut Oscar coloured,” 86 
Philistine Paean (A), 222 
“ Pity the Poor Artist ! ” 66 
Plea for the Ghosts (A), 78 
Pleasures of Travel (The), 113 
Poet and his Interviewers (The), 244 
Polite Guide to the Civil Service (The), 10 
Premier’s Cruise (The), 246 
Presented at Court, £05 
“Pride and Prejudice,” 174 
Privilege of the Press (The), 231 
Proposed Rules for the Ladies Universal 
Athletic Association,* 167 
Protest from the Play^ound, 1 
Proveibs by an Illustrious Foreigner on 
Tour, 297 

Psalm of (Holiday) Life (A), 84 
Quarter-Day; or. Demand and No 
Supply, 160 

Queer Queries, 47, €0, 6), 132, 204 
Quiet Rubbers, 96 

“Quousque Tandem?” or. One at a 
Time, 162 

Rad to Cbancellor of the Exchequer, 226 
Railway Ballads, 197 
Rather “ Bold Advertisement,” 229 
Real New Woman (The), 86 
Reflections of a Statesman, 2C4 
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Ee-gildine the Golden Eagle, 99 
Begrets, 275 

Bemarkable Instance of Sagacity in 
Gronse, 2*3 
Eencnntre (A), 47 
Betnbntion. 65 
Eevised Code f A), 49 
B'fhard himself again 1 ” 12 
“Eivala” at the A. D. C., 106 
B'>bert and the County Counsells, 197 
Bobert on County Counsellers, 57 
il^bert on the Terns, 2t5 
“Rouge Gagne"? 75 
Roundabout Readings, 245, 253, 265, 277, 
2e9, £09 

Bus in Urbe, 292 

“Sale! a Sale I "(A), 297 

Saturday Night in the Edgware Road, 172 

Scarlet Parasol (The), 249, 26 1. 268 

Scraps fl'onL Chaps, 281, 291, 303 

Second Mount (The), 111 

Siesta (A>, 301 

Sitting Oat, 69 

Severe Weather (The), 75 

Scxomania, 203 

Shakapeare revised by an Alderman, 133 
Shazada on the Thames (The), 282 
“ Should Christmas be abolished ? " 5 
Signs of the Times, 106 
SHent ! 126 
Sir John Franklin, 253 
Sly Oyster (The), 78 
I Society’s Next ilraze, 302 
! Song of Spring (A), 203 
Song of the Sluggard (The), 186 
Sonnet of Sonnets (A), 105 
Sport in Court, 3 

Sport, Speculation, and Counsel's Opi- 
nion, 269 

“ Strange Disappearances," 195 
Streets of London (The), 217 
Strikes k la Mode de Paris, 203 
Studio-Seeker’s Vade Mecum (The), 157 
Study in Ethnology (A), 192 
Sun and Song, 279 
Sword Bxcalibur (The), 39 
Tall Order (A), 15 

Tall Tales of Sport and Adventure, IS, 25, 
45, 49, 72, 81, 97, 109, 125 
Tartariu sur la Tamise, 275 
Tenificatinn, 118 . 

Ten Little Measures (The), 83 
That Precious Donkey 1 16, 28, 40 
That Telegram. 2S2 
That Wedding Present, 33 
Three Modes of Spending a Bapk Holi- 
day, 173 
Thrift, 93 

To a Bad Shilling, 183 
To a Bantling, 203 
To a Country Host, 250 
To a Flirtgirl, 141 
To a Grand Old Manns, 226 
To a Greek at “ The Orient," 161 
To a Lady-Journalist, 281 
To Althea, 11 
To a Picture 209 
To a Pretty Girl, 191 
To a Young Actress. 192 
Toby to H. R. H., 81 
To Circe, 209 
To Corinna, 121 
To Isista, 155 
To Julia’s Pocket, 23 
To Luoenda, 61 
To Mrs. Keeley, 129 
To my Doctor in Bed, 93 
Toning it Down. 85 
To Paris and Back for Nothing, 179 
To the Griffin, 169 
Toys’ Talk, 82 
Trade Betrayed, 201 / 

Traneemogrification, 99- 
Travels in Taffyland, 21 
Truth about the Cold Tubber (The), 120 
Two Graces (The), 293 
Two Ways of doing it, 228 
Ueemfloyed (The), 87, 114 
Untamfd Shrew (The), 42 
Up-to-date Ducklings <The), 222 
Vade Mecum for a certain Court Official, 
137 

Valediction to St. Valentine (A), 95 
Valentyne (A), 81 
Very Catching, If 5 
Vestryman (The), 21 
Viewing a Hare, 48 T 
Vive le Tailleur du Rol I 35 
“ Voici le Sabre de mon Pere I " 63 
Wail:©? the^Walworth Foter (The),- 241 
Waiting for Nasrulla, 243 
Warm Lament (^A),’>13,2 
Wars of the Roses (The), 282 
“ Waters, Tis,aters everywhere I ” 274 
When Arthur first at Court," 145 
Which is the Correct Card? 179 
“ TOtaker," 250 

■Whitewashing the Statue of Cromwell, 299 
“ Whittiugtofi Redivivus,” 102 
Who said—* A^trocities' ? " 18 


Why dost thou Sing ? 1 2 
Winter Academy of 19t^5 (The), 6 
Winter Wedding (A), 69 
With what Porpoise ? J 53 
Woman who wouldn’t do (The), 168 
Won’t Wash ! 181 

Would-he Soldiers Vade Mecum (The), 196 
“ You came to Tea ! " 10 

LARGE ENGRAVINGS. 

Biemingham Benedick (The), 223 
* ‘ Deeds— not Words 1 ’’ 283 
Disturbed I 115 
“ Divided Duty " (A), 81 
Doubtful “ Stayer ’’ (A), 259 
Easter 'Oliday (An), 187 
** Plying Visit ” (A), 295 
Great Cry and little Wo(o)lmer I " £47 
Harcourt Headsman, 271 
John Stands Aloof, 211 
LeamedlWelsh Goat (The), 91 
“ Light fantastic" (The), 79 
*‘Meat! Meat! "65 
New Conductor (The), 199 
New Passenger (The), 7 
Not done yet, 175 
Old Crusaders (The), 234, 235 
“ Pify the Poor Artist 1 " 67 
Quarter-Day; or, Demand and No 
Supply, 161 

“Quousque Tandem?” or, One at a 
Time, 163 

Retirement ; or, The Easy Chair, 139 
Silent! 127 

“ Whittington Redivivus,” 103 
“ Who said—* Atrocities ’ ? ’’ 19 
“WiTiaml Ahoy!" 307 
Untamed Shrew ; or, Wanted a Petru- 
chio (The), 43 

SMALL ENGRAVINGS, 

Academv Pictures, 220 
Actress who Laugh at Actor, 33 
Admirer very much Cast Down, 251 
Advice to Lady riding in Park, 267 
Animals after Bank Holiday, 1S3 
Animals after the Influenza, 142 
Animal Spirits on Derby Day, 262 
Anticipating Events in his New Diary, 179 
Archie’s Seat in Auntie’s Lap, 291 
’Airy prefers riding a “ Bike," 118 
’Arry's Ale in the Highlands, 228 
Artist’s Unsold Pictures-( An), 197 
Aunty’s Fancy Ball Reminiscences, 222 
Authoress and her Publisher, 138 
Barmaid and Mr. Boozy, 149 ' 

Baron’s Indelicate Wife (The), 162 
Benevolent Gent and Tipsy ProWg^ 16 
Best Claret he’d got (The), 54 
Blllee and. the Mushrooms, 161 
Blushing to the Roots of his Eyebrows, 114 
Bobbie and the Two Soldiers, 101 
Boy at a Fruiterer’s, 255 
Britannia and NasruHa Kahn, 2.^4 


Bull regilding the Golden Eagle, 98 
'Bus Driver and Ugly Policeman, 174 
Butler’s Opinion of Russian Prince, 275 
Butler who Overlaid himself, f 5 
Cabby and Stout Lady Fare, 46 
Cab Strike at Athens, 137 
Clever Lady, hut Ugly (A), 90 
Common’s Real Ice Rink (The), 94 
Comparative and Superlative of “ Bad, ’’ 181 
Coster’s Barrow in New Hands, 201 
Country Girls at a London Crossing, 61 
Country Hosier and White Ties, 106 
Countryman chaffing Amateur Jockey, 195 
Cover for “ Le Yellow Book," 178 
Crumbs in Jack’s Bed, 270 
Curate tutoring Parish Choir, 294 
Cycling and Horse-riding, 207 
Cyclist’s Surprise (A), 279 
Dentist who uses Gas (A), 47 
Devonshire Lady’s Remark on Golf, 18 
Different Reasons for talking to Women, 59 
Dining with a Woman with a Past, 41 
Doctor’s Opinion of the New Woman, 227 
Doing Penance by Dining Oat, 150 
Dr. Lobster and the Sick Oyster, 50 
Dmriolanus and the Operatic Pie, 226 
Dnke of Cambridge as Drum-Major, 146 
Earl’s Daughter and Old Housekeeper, 239 
Elephants on the Ice, 60 
Emperor of Germany’s Picture, 206 
Emperor’s Present to Bismarck (The), 168 
England v. Australia Cricket Captains, 122 
English and American Divorce Laws, 165 
English Couple at French Hotel. 303 
English-dressed Afghan Khan, 26 
Pair Horsewoman and May Meetings, 186 
Father’s and Son’s Clothing, 205 
Female Inebriate ejected, 297 
Fishes’ Boat-race (A), 157 
Fowls’ Barn Dance (The), 72 
Frozen Out at the Zoo, 131 
Garrick and Sir Henry Irving, 266 
Girls discussing Jack’s Dancing, 231 
Glacial Period. Hyde Park, 1895, S3 
Gladstone bound for the Baltic, 278 
Guiding the Course of the Hounds, 132 
Hairdresser’s Subscriber (A), 243 
Harcourt’s Second Mount, 110 
Harconrt's Sword of Leadership, 88 
Harlequin Harcourt and SleepingTrade,14 
Having a Pain in the Proper Place, 73 
Hercules Bismarck and Omphale, 242 
Herr Maestro and Lady Amateur, 78 
Herr Schmidt’s Pleasant Evening, 193 
Holiday Tutor and Pupils, 10 
Hopping Prospects, 229 
Hospital Patient thanks his Nurse, 123 
Hunters’ First Open Day, 99 
Hunting Man's Spade for Snow, 1£4 
huntsman’s Introduction to Lady, 39 
Inebriate refuses to go Home, 82 
Innocent Gent and “Dark" Horse, 159 
Is Billee Moving ? 129 
Jack seeks Female Society elsewhere, 282 
Jap and Chinaman’s Keys, 194 


[June 29, 1895. 


Jockey Club before Mr. Punch, 2 
John Bull and Oracle of Ammon, 170 
Jones and Waiter at Restaurant, 258 
Judge and General after Influenza, 167 
Knight and Dey, 4 
Ladies discussing Plays, 6 
Ladies discusbing the Browns’ Dance, 263 
Lady meeting her Doctor, 237 
Lady Non-Buyer Shopping, 28 
L. G. 0. Election and Influenza. 125 
Libellous Editor and Wrathful Colonel, 112 
Lion Plays and Sings to Goat, 169 
Lions V. Kangaroos’ Cricket Match, 111 
Little Boy and the Black Page, 66 
Little Boy pulling Gentleman’s Beard, 80 
Loafers and their Breakfast, i 5 
Lord H. practises for Smoking Concert, 85 
Loving Mamma best, 133 
Mahogany Piano (A), 215 
Mark Tapley Redivivus in Snowstorm, 17 
Mary and the Judge’s Dictionary, 287 
Master Jack and the Huntswomen, 15 
Minister and Attendant in Vestry, 154 
Miss Mary on Foot at the Meet, 143 
Model’s Remarks on Burne-Jones, 105 
Mother boxing Boy’s Bars, 244 
Mourning for the Dead Ostrich, 217 
Mr. Gooldenheim and an American, 113 
Mr. Punch decorating Henry Irving, 238 
Mr. Punch welcomes Miss Springtime, 182 
Mr. Smith’s Charwoman, 69 
Musical Guest aud his 'Cello, 186 
Name to Travel uuder (The), 155 
Nervous Youth and Riding Lady, 226 
Never Dull while his Host is asleep, 126 
New Baby (A), 36 
No Dressmakers in Cornwall, 210 
Nurse and Children’s Pudding Slides, 203 
Our Architect and Old Buildings, 250 
Parish Clerk and the Curate, 21 
Parliamentary Fancy Dress Party, 70 
Parliamentary Indian Exhibition. 286 
Parliamentary “Liberty Men" going 
aboard £02 

Playing Wagner during a T§ne-a,-lete, 119 
Plumber Joe and the Pipes, 86 
Poodle’s Christmas Box (The), 6 
Prehistoric Holiday Enjoyments, 190 
Prehistoric Law Courts, 166 
Preparing for the Parliamentary Pan- 
tomime, 22 

Ragged Urchin finds a “ Fag,” 286 
Reciter at a Penny Rending, 4 
Rochfort at Monte Carlo, 74 
Royal Academy Field-day, 214 
Russian Bear and Chinese Honey, 200 
Russian Emperor and Autocracy, 62 
Scotch Minister playing Golf, 84 
Scotch Native aud Lady Artist, £05 
Scotch Terriers playing Golf, 97 
Sculptor and Successful Artist, 221 
Sending a Hunter to The Dogs, 75 
Sheep outside Exeter Hall, 209 
Sir George Lewis, 189 
Sissy’s Notion of Demi-toilette, 810 
Bleeping “ like a Top," 219 
Sleepwalking Scene in New Play, 141 
Smith's Cold amuses Baby, 121 
Smithson exercising his Horses, 27 
Snobbington snubbed at the Club, 230 
SnovrS weepers’ Rate of Pay, 101 
Sportsman and “ Seasonable Weather," 66 
Sportsman’s Superfluous Horse, 51 
Stonebreaker’s Calling (The), 178 
Sweep in Hansom on May Day, 21 
Sunday Visitor during Lent, 135 
Testy Gent aud Street-Boy, 98 
Thirsty Workman (A), 193 
Three Boys and One Apple, 191 
Throgmorton Street Bulls and Bears, 146 
Tibbins’s Wife asked to resign, 11 
Tommy proposing bis Parent's Healths, 42 
Tommy riding m a Sleigh, 87 
Tory Gent and Professional Cadger, 77 
Tourist and Foreign Hotel -keeper, 63 
Tourist and Scotch Innkeeper, 89 
Triton Spencer and Britannia, 134 
Two Costers and their Wives, 177 
Two Military Commanders (The), 218 
Two Tramps (The), 40 
Turf Cuttings, 263 
Turncock (The), 100 
Uncle Toby and Widow Wadman, 241 
Unlucky Speech to a Bride, 806 
Verger and Gratuities, 186 
Wax Members in the Commons, ISO 
Whipper-in and Country Lad, 8 
Why he didn’t Back the Winner, 278 
Why Jessie wears a- Bicycle Suit, 23 
WhyMummie has a Bare Neck, 246 
Why she thought ho Cared for her, 274 
Woman-hater flirting (A), 288 
Workman who tells Wife everything, 107 
Yorkshire Gossip about a Funeral, 232 
Young Ladies making a Snow Woman, 120 
Young Lady wishing to “ Cycle," 289 
Young Spliuter driving Nervous Old 
Party, 1^-7 

Youth eating Cheap Tarts, 171 
Zambesi Animal Footbfillers, 48 
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